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vould  have  opened  it,  and  welcomed  him  within  its  gloomy  walls  !     Ay,  welcomed 
him  to  the  darkest  cell  they  had,  and  the  heaviest  fetters  they  could  place  upon  his 

hmbs ! 
"  What  now  ?•  said  a  rough  voice,  as  Claude  tapped  at  the  wicket  in  the  outer 

dcor  of  the  prison. 


THE  SCUFFLE  WITH  THE  OFFICER  AND  SERVANTS  NEAR  THE  LODGE. 

"Aletter  for  the  sheriff." 

"  Oh,  is  thatit?     Who  is  it  from,  eh?" 

"  The  sheriff  will  find  out  that  when  he  reads  it,  perhaps ;  and  as  it  is  not  for  yo  i. 
it  don* t  matter." 

*'  Oh,  indeed,  that's  the  way  you  come  it.  is  it,  stupid  1" 
"  Y  es  ,  idiot  l"  said  Claude. 
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The  man  as  he  opened  the  wicket  to  admit  him,  looked   as  though  he   weuld 
uncommonly  like  to  knock  him  down  ;  but  when  he  found   that  the  stranger  was: 
about  a  head  taller  than  himself,  he  thought  ii  would  be  as  well  lo  let  that   partj 
Of  his  desire  rest.  j 

"Thesheriff  won't  be  here  yet  awhile,"  he  growled.  j 

"Oh,  won't  he,  Jem  !"  said  another  man,  who  was  sitting  yawnmg  upon  a 
stone  bench.  "  You  forget  that  Dick  Turpin  is  to  be  scragged  this  morning,  and 
that  he  will  be  here  early  on  that  account." 

*•  Do  I  forget  it  ?  '  said  the  surly  gate-keeper.  '*  It  would  be  no  fault  of  yours 
if  I  remembered  nothing  else,  for  1  do  not  think  you  have  spoken  of  nothing  else 
since  the  trial.  What  is  to  you,  I  wonder,  about  his  being  scragged,  that  you  are 
so  highly  interested  about  it  ?" 

•'  It's  nothing  to  me  personally,"  said  the  other  turnkey,  "  only  I'm  sorry  for 
the  poor  fellow,  that's  all." 

"  You  are  ?     And  pray,  why  ?" 

"Because,  to  tell  the  honest  truth,  he  hasn't  had  fair  play,  and  that's  a  fact. 
They  have  hung  the  poor  fellow,  or  are  going  to  hang  him,  because  he  has  a  bad 
character,  and  not  for  what  he  has  done,  and  that's  what  I  don't  like.  It  ain't 
English-like,  and  it  won't  stand  ':he  thinking  of,  in  ray  opinion." 

*'  In  your  opinion  ?"  screamed  the  other.  **  Ha  !  ha  ! — In  your  opinion  ! 
That's  a  good  idea  ;  your  opinion  is  of  a  vast  deal  of  consequence,  I  daresay. 
Hilloa!  here's  the  shenflf's  carriage  already.  Look  alive  all  of  you.  The 
sheriff !— The  sheriff !  Ring  the  Governor's  bell  at  once,  and  tell  him.  It  is 
time  to  look  about  lis  now,  arid  the  less  you  saw  about  your  opinion,  old  chap, 
and  about  what  you  think  is  fair  and  what  ain't,  the  better  for  you." 

*' I  do  i't  care,"  said  the  other,  '*  who  knows  my  opinion.  What's  fair  is  fair, 
and  what  ain't,  ain't,  and  I  &harn't  say  black's  white  to  please  anybody,  no  not  if 
ail  the  sheriffs  in  England  were  to  be  railing  at  me  for  it.  They  can  but  give  a 
fellow  the  sack,  and  that  I  don't  care  a  straw  about." 

A  rattling  knock  at  the  door  of  the  prison  now  announced  that  the  sheriff's 
footman  was  determined  his  master's  presence  should  be  known  with  eclat,  and  ac- 
cording to  custom. 

The  whole  door  was  thrown  open,  and  the  sheriff,  with  his  gold  chain  of  office 
round  his  neck^  made  his  appearance.  He  looked  in  a  great  fluster,  did  that 
sheriff,  for  he  detested  the  job  of  being  present  at  a  hanging.  It  distracted  his 
equanimity  for  the  rest  of  the  day. 

'*  Come — come,"  he  said.  *'  Is  everything  ready  now  ?  Don't  be  behind-hand 
with  anything.  Let  it  be  all  done  as  soon  as  possible.  A  coldish  raw  kind  of 
morning,  too,  it  is.     Come — come,  be  quick  all  of  you." 

"  A  letter  for  you,  sir,"  said  Claude,  stepping  forward  and  presenting  the 
hangman's  mission  to  the  sherifll'. 

**  Now  really,  my  man,  how  can  I  be  troubled  with  letters  now  ?  Here  am  I 
roused  up  in  the  cold  upon  a  most  disagreeable  office,  and  people  push  letters 
into  my  hand  the  moment  I  get  to  the  jail.  Upon  my  word  it  is  too  bad — too  bad, 
incjeed.    I  really  cannot  attend  to  it.'* 

"  But,  sir " 

"  Poh  !  poh !  Don't  trouble  me— go  away.  Leave  the  letter,  or  come  to  my 
office  after  the  execution,  for  I  cannot  be  troubled  with  such  an  affair  just  now 
really.  Dear  me,  who  is  it  from  that  they  send  to  me  at  such  a  time  as  this,  eh  ? 
Who  is  it  from  ?"         . 

"  The  executioner!'*  said  Claude. 


ji 


;:.;    CHAPTER    CCI. 

THE  Eventful  woaNiNo  comes  to  an  end. 

When  Claude  communicated  the  word,  executioner,  everybody  looked  rather 
ighast  ;  and  above  all  the  others,  the  sheriff  appeared  to  be  rather  staggered. 
"  What  do  you  mean?"  he  cried.     "What  nonsense  is  this  that  you  tell   me 


LIFE  ON  THE  ROAD.  851 


that  the  executioner  has  written  a  note  when  he  lias  to  be  hear  directly  ?  and,  in- 
,  deed,  bless  me,  he  ought  to  be  here  now." 

'*  Yes,  sir,"  said  a  turnkey,  "  so  he  ought." 

''And  pray,  sir,"  said  the  sheriff,  who  was  quite  prepared  now  to  quarrel  with 
everybody  upon  the  smallest*  possible  notice,  '*and  pray,  sir,  who  requested  you 
to  make  a  remark  ?" 

**  I  beg  pardon,"  said  the  turnkey. 

"  "i  ou  beg  pardon,  sir  ?    How  dare  you  beg  pardon,  I  should  like  to  know  ?** 

This  the  turnkey  found  to  be  rather  unanswerable,  and  he  got  out  of  the  way  as 
quickly  as  possible. 

"  Ah  !'  continued  the  highly  indignant  sheriff.  *' A  pretty  thing,  indeed,  that 
I  am  to  come  here  at  such  a  time  in  the  morning  as  thi.=,  upon  the  most  trouble- 
some and  onerous  duties,  and  then  to  be  spoken  to  in  such  a  Avay.  Come,  you 
fellow,  are  you  quite  sure  this  is  from  the  executioner  ?" 

"  He  gave  it  to  me  himself,"  said  Claude. 

"  Bless  me.     Tut — tot !  what  can  it  be  about  ?'* 

*'  He  is  very  bad." 

"  Bad — bad  ?  I  know  he  is  bad.  What  do  you  mean  by  that  ?  You  don't 
mean  ill,  do  you  ?" 

"  Yes,  sir.     Confined  to  his  bed.     Dying,  it  is  thought." 

"  The  executioner  dying!  The  devil!  .Pray,  sir,  what  right  as  he  to  die 
until  he  has  dons  ois  duty  here  to  day  ?  I  ask  you  or  any  reasonable  man,  if  you 
are  a  reasonable  man,  which  you  don't  look  like,  what  right  a  low  person  has  to 
die,  when  he  is  wanted  to  do  something  that  nobody  else  likes  to  do  as  is  likely  to 
hke  to  dor" 

To  this  question  Claude  made  no  reply,  and  the  sheriff  bustled  oflf  with  the 
letter  in  his  hand,  crying — 

'*  Where  is  the  governor — where  is  the  goY«:»*r  ?  I  must  speak  to  the 
governor.  Gracious  Providence,  where  is  the  goverR«r  ?  Here's  a  pretty  to  do. 
1  shall  have  to  hang  DickTurpia  myself,  I  suppose.     Goodness  gracious  !'* 

Claude  had  the  greatest  possible  difficulty  to  keep  his  countenance  while  the 
sheriff  made  such  an  undignified  appearance,  and  when  he  had  left  the  vestibule 
of  the  prison  and  some  of  the  turnkeys  laughed,  Claude  could  not  help  joining 
with  them. 

•*  Is  Dennis  really  bad,"  said  one  to  Claude. 

"Ye.s,"  said  Claude.  Dennis,  was  the  executioner's  name.  "Yes,  he  is  so 
bad  that  you  won't  see  him  here  lo  day.'' 

Claude  thought  that  it  was  just  as  well,  since  they  were  willing,  that  he  should 
be  on  moderately  civil  terras  with  the  turnkeys. 

''  That's  a  pretty  kettle  of  fish  then,"  said  one  of  them,  ''  for  Dick  Turpin 
mast  be  hung  to  day,  and  the  question  will  be  v.'ho  is  to  do  the  job  ?  I  heard 
the  recorder  say  that  if  nobody  else  would,  the  sheriff  was  bound  to  tuck  up  the 
fellow." 

**  Yes,  he  will  have  to  doit,"  said  another. 

"I  think  not,"  cried  a  third ;    and  then   pointing  to   Claude,  he  added — "1 
don't  think  you  have  brought  Dennis's  letter  here  for  nothing,  my  friend.     You 
ihave  no  objection  to  act  as  his  substitute,  this  morning  ?" 
!     "  None  in  the  least,"  said  Claude. 

I  In  a  moment  the  turnkeys  drew  back  from  the  immediate  vicinity  of  Claude, 
i  It  was  astonishing  to  see  the  look  of  loathing  that  came  on  even  those  coarse 
men,  at  the  idea  of  anything  like  contact  with  a  hangman. 

j     *'  Yes,"  added  Claude,  ''  if  the  sberitf  don't  like  the  job,    as  poor  Dennis  is 
;ill,  I  am  willing  enough  to  do  it,  as  I  am  out  of  work,  unless  a;  y    of  you   have  a 
decided  wish  for  the  little  bit  of  occupation." 

*'  Oh,  no — no — no  !" 

*'  Very  well.  I  only  mentioned  it  because  of  course  I  should  feel  very  sorry 
to  interfere  with  any  of  you  ;  but  if  none  of  you  like  it,  why  I'm  willing  to  do  it 
for  a  censideratioQ." 
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"  \o\x  may  depend  upon  it,  my  fine  fellow,"  said  one,  **  that  there  will  be  wo 

great  competition  for  the  job,  and  you  will  have  it,  as   far'as    we   are  concerned, 

I  suppose  Dennis  will  let  you  have  all  the  perquisites?  The  clothes,  and  so  on  ?*' 

"  Oh,  yes,  so  he  said,  and  as  I  am  rather  indifferently  clothed,  I  mean   to  put 

'em  all  on  v*hen  I  get  'em." 

<'You  do?'* 

"  Yes.  They  tell  me  that  Diek  Turpin  is  somewhat  about  my  size,  and  that 
he  dresses  well.  I  only  hope  he  will  put  on'  his  best  suit  this  morning,  and  then 
when  T  go  out  of  Oxford  I  shall  look  like  a  highwayman." 

'•  Well,  you  certainly  do  lake  the  matter  about  as  coolly   as   anybody   that  I 
ever  heard  of.     But  here   comes  somebody.     Now,  Jack,  what  is  it  ?'* 
A  man  rushed  into  the  vestibule  in  haste,  and  said — 

"  The  sheriff  and  the  governor  want  to  see  the  man  that  brought  the  note  from 
Dennis." 

*•  I'm  the  person,"  said  Claude. 
"Follow  me,  then." 

"  Ha  !  ha  !  all's  right.  I  do  begin  to  think  now  that  I  shall  really  get  the 
job.     Ha!  ha!" 

With  this,  snapping  his  fingers  as  though  he  were  in  great  glee  at  the  idea  of 
getting  the  job  of  hanging  a  man  and  his  clothes  to  put  on  afterwards,  Claude 
followed  the  man,  who  was  called  Jack,  through  some  dreary  windings  of  the 
prison  until  they  reached  the  door  of  an  apartment  of  a  semi-official  character, 
in  which  the  governor,  the  sheriff,  and  the  chaplain,  were  engaged  in  earnest 
converse. 

Jack  tapped  at  the  door,  and  the  voice  of  the  sheriff,  evidently  in  great  trepida- 
tion, cried — 
"Come  in!" 

Jack  opened  the  door  and  ushered  in  Claude,  who  made  a  clumsy  sort  of  half 
insolent  bow.  The  governor  and  the  chaplain  regarded  him  alternately,  bat  the 
sheriff  was  in  too  fussy  a  condition  to  take  much  notice  of  him, 

"  Well,  my  friend,"  said  the  governor,  **  of  course  you  know  the  errand  yoM 
came  here  upon?" 

'  Yes,  of  course  I  do,  and  I  made  up  my  mind  to  it,  or  else  I  should  not  have 
come  ;  but  I  don't  much  care  about  it,  and  if  you  have  any  objection,  only  say  so 
and  there's  no  harm  done." 

"Ob,  no— no,"  cried  the  sheriff.  *'  No  objection,  quite  the  reverse,  my  good 
fellow  ;  don't  think  of  going." 

"Pray,"  said  the  governor,  *'  who,  and  what  are  you  ?" 
"  That's  a  wide  question,"  said  Claude,  '*  and  I  answer  by  saying  I  am  a  bad 
character." 

*'  A  bad  character?"  said  the  chaplain;  "oh,  dear  me!" 
"  Sir,'*  said  Claude,  "  do  you  think  that  any  man  of  a  good  character,  and 
who  cared  much  about  his  fellow-men,  and  who  had  any  character  or  standing 
to  lose,  would  come  here  and  be  a  deputy  hangman?  1  don't  want  the  job,  if 
you  are  particular  about  me.  Find  some  one  with  a  good  character  to  do  it. 
Here  I  am,  a  man,  who  for  what  he  can  get  by  it,  and  I  hope  you  will  be  liberal, 
consents  to  be  a  hangman.  Don't  bother  me  with  any  questions.  Let  me  get 
tbroujih  the  job,  and  then  go  about  my  business  :  or  else  say  you  don't  mean  it, 
and  good  morning  to  you." 

"  Oh,  no — no,"  cried  the  sheriff.  "  Stop  him  !  stop  hira  !  It's  all  right  ;  of 
course  I  will  be  liberal.  You  shall  do  it,  my  fine  fellow,  and  be  asked  no 
questions  at  all ;  and  I  will  give  you  an  extra  guinea  out  of  my  own  pocket,  and 
put  it  down  to  the  county — a-hem  !  Mr,  Governor,  we  will  not  ask  this  highly 
interesting  young  man  any  questions,  for,  as  he  %uly  says,  it'is  not  everybody  who 
misht  like  the  little  job  that  he  comes  about." 

*'  As  you  please,  sir,"  said  the  governor  ;  "  of  course,  sir,  you  have  the 
decision  in  the  matter." 

"  Well,  well,  it's  all  right,  I  dare  say.     A  man  will  do  for  a  hangman  without 
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a  character,  I  rather  think.  Now,  Mr.  Chaplain,  how  is  your  prisoner  this 
morning  ?'* 

*'  I  am  very  sorry  to  say  that  he  laughs  at  me,"  said  the  chaplain, 

"Does  he  really  1  How  very  odd  I  Well,  Mr.  Deputy  Hangman,  you  will 
be  so  good  as  to  take  care  how  you  perform  your  duty.  I  hope  you  will  not 
make  any  blunder  at  the  last  moment." 

*•  Lord  bless  you,  sir,  no,'*  said  Claude,  as  he  untwisted  a  rope  from  round  his 
waist.  **I  thought  perhaps  I  might  have  the  situation,  so  I  brought  this  with 
me,  sir,  and  if  you  will  hold  your  head  on  one  side  for  a  moment   while  I  put  the 

noose  on,  you  will  see  how  nicely " 

I  **  Me  !  me  !  Oh,  gracious  no  !  Keep  off!  Keep  him  away  !  knock  him  down, 
Mr.  Governor.  Oh,  dear— oh,  dear,  I'm  all  over  of  a  profuse  perspiration  at  the; 
thought  of  such  a  thing.  How  dare  you,  you  ra?cai,  propose  to  put  a  rope  over 
iny  neck  ?    Do  yoa  know,  sir,  who  I  am,  I  ask  you,  sir  ?" 

"  I  am  only  going  to  show  you,  sir," 

**  You  were  only  going  to  show  me,  you  rascal  ?  Why  could  you  not  hang 
the  chaplain  or  the  governor  ?"  | 

**  I  am  quite  willing,"  said  Claude,  advancing  towards  the  chaplain,  who  had 
indulged  in  a  quiet  smile  at  the  sheriff's  trepidation,  but  who  now  started  to  the 
further  end  of  the  room  and  cried— 

"Murder!" 

*'  Go  and  wait  in  the  vestibule,"  said  the  governor.  "  You  will  be  sfnt  for 
when  you  are  wanted." 

*'  Very  good,"  said  Claude.  "  It's  all  right,  I  hope,  and  no  mistake.  I  shall 
be  ready,  gentlemen. 

*  "We're  all  hanging — hang — hang — banging, 
And  Te're  all  hanging  at  oar  bouse  at  borne.' 

I  shall  be  ready  All's  one  to  me  as  long  as  it's  a  good  job.  Come,  I  say,  old 
chap,  they  call  you  Jack,  don't  thev  ?  Can  you  get  such  a  thing  as  a  pot! 
of  ale  ?■»  * 

'*  I  tell  you  what  it  is,"  said  the  man,  "you  make  too  fiee  by  half — 
I  don't  want  your  company;  and  I  don't  exactly  suppose  there  is  any  one  here 
who  does.  I  don't  think  you'll  find  any  gentleman  on  the  lock  in  this  place,  as 
we'll  dip  his  nose  along  with  yours  in  a  poi  of  ale  ;  so  just  keep  yourself  quiet." 

"Oh,  thafs  it,  is  it?"  said  Claude.  *' Well,  when  your  turn  comes  to  be 
tucked  up  and  I  have  the  job,  I'll  give  you  a  twist  in  the  wrong  place  by  placing 
the  knot  a  little  on  one  side,  you  may  depend.** 

"  Oh,  go  to  the  deuce  !" 

"  So  I  will,  but  not  yet.  Ha  !  ha  !  I've  got  the  job,  and  you  will  see  me  go  off 
like  a  jolly  highwayman  in  Dick  Turpin's  clothes,  that  you  will.  Rare  spoit 
that  will  be  ;  I  don't  know  but  that  I  may  call  myself  Turpin's  ghost  and 
take  to  the  road  myself.  They  say  that  he  made  no  end  of  money  by  it  and  lives 
like  a  prince ;  and  now  and  then  when  I  want  a  little  change  of  occupation,  f  can 
come  here  to  see  if  there's  a  little  bit  of  a  job  doing  in  ihe  hanging  way,  aud  who 
knows  but  there  may  be  1" 

Claude  made  these  remarks  in  the  vestibule  in  a  general  sort  of  way,  but  it 
was  quite  evident  that  the  turnkeys  during  his  observations  had  made  up  their 
minds  to  give  him  the  out  direct,  for  they  none  of  them  answered  him,  and  one  of 
ithera  pretended  composedly  to  whistle  as  though  nobody  was  speaking. 
]  If  anything  could,  in  the  state  o^  intense  anxiety  for  the  success  of  his  scheme 
that  he  was  in,  have  amused  Claudfe,  it  would  have  been  the  conduct  of  the  turn- 
keys of  the  jail ;  but  he  eonld  not  laugh  in  reality,  although  he  executed  two  or 
three  mock-peals  of  merriment,  which  had  the  effect  of  greatly  annoying  every- 
body. 

The  prison  clock  struck  eight. 

Claude  counted  the  strokes,  and  scarcely  had  the  last  one  died  away  when  a 
man  called  out  :— 

'.*  Where's  the  exetutioner  2" 
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**  Here  !"  said  Claude. 
"  Come  this  way,  then ;  you  are  wanted." 

It  was  morally  and  physically  impossible  for  any  human  being  not  to  feel  some 
I  amount  of  trepidation  at  this  moment.  The  only  fear  that  Claude  had  was  that 
I  Dick  Turpin,  knowing  him  so  well  as  he  did,  might  recognise  him,  notwithstanding 
his  diguise  ;  and  in  the  surprise  of  the  moment,  utter  some  exclamation  that  might 
I  have  the  effect  of  raining  the  whole  scheme ;  and  now  that  he  felt  he  was  about 
I   to  be  introduced  to  Dick,  he  shook  certainly. 

I  '     The  man  led  him  through  several  gloomy  winding  passages  until  they  entered 

a  stone  vaulted  room,  in  which  there  were  a  number  of  persons.     The  heavy  strokes 

I   of  a  hammer  came  upon  Claude's  e;rs,  and   he  knew  that  the  prison-smith  was 

j   knocking  off  the  fetters  of  Dick  Turpin  prior  to  his  being  led  out  to  die.  Claude  felt 

that  it  would  not  do  tor  him  to  exhibit  by  word  or  look  the  state  of  his  feelings, 

I   and  therefore,  with  the  most  admirable  self-control,   he  kept  all  outwaid  show  of 

feeling  down.     He  whistled  as  he  entered  the  room  in  which  there  were  all  the 

persons  now  who  had  official  concern  with  the  execution. 

The  chaplain  walked  up  to  him,  and  in  a  toae  of  great  severity,  said — 
*'  How  dare  you  whistle  when  a  fellow- creature  is  so  near  to  his  last  moments, 
you  wretched  man  V 

•*  Oh,  well,  I  won't  then,"  said  Claude. 

The  sound  of  the  smith's  hammer  effectually  drowned  the  tone  of  Claude's 
voice,  or  else  Dick  might  have  detected  l.im  by  it,  and  Claude  had  a  faint  hope 
that  he  would.  But  as  nothing  resulted  from  the  few  words  that  he  spoke,  that 
hope  dissipated. 

"  All's  ready  now,''  said  the  smith,  as  he  gave  the  last  blow,  and  the  irons  fell 
to  the  floor  with  a  clinking  sound.  "  Good  by  to  you,  Dick  Turpin,  I  have  done 
my  duty." 


CHAPTER  CCn. 

OFF    AND    AWAY.  — BAD    LUCK    TO    THE    HINDMOST. 

GooD-BY,  my  fiiend,"  said  Dick,  "  and  if  ever  we  meet  again  in  this  world,  I 
I  will  thank  you  for  doing  it  so  gently." 

i     The  smith  shook  his  head  as  he  gathered  up  his  tools,  and  muttered  to  him- 
self— 

"  That  ain't  a  very  likely  thing." 
j      The  chap'ain   now  went  up   to  Dick,  and  in  a  cantittg   sonorous  voice,    into 
which  he  threw.  Heaven  only  knew  why,  a  powerful  rasal  twang,  he  said — 

*'  Richard  Turpin,  I  now  expect  from  you  a  full  confession  that  you  are  a  har- 
dened sinner,  and  a  complete  admission  of  the  justice  of  your  sentence.  It  is  to 
be  hoped,  too,  that  on  the  scaffold  you  will  advise  everybody  to  work  hard  and  go 
to  church  re^vilarly,  for  fear  they  come  to  your  disgraceful  end." 

"  Then,"  said  Dick,  in  a  clear,  cheerful  voice,  "  you  expect  what  you  won't  get." 

"What?" 

"  I  say  you  expect  what  you  won't  get.  1  do  not  acknowledge  the  justice  of 
my  sentence,  for  I  know  perfectly  well  that  a  man  ought  not  to  be  hanged  for 
stopping  another  on  the  highway  without  any  violencej;|iind  as  for  the  advice  you 
expect  Hie  to  give  on  the  scaffold,  I  shall  not  give  it."  j 

"  Hardened  wretch,  have  you  no  regard  for  your  immortal  welfare  ?'*  ! 

"  Yes,  every  regard.  Master  Parson,  but  you  and  1  differ  as  to  the  mode  of 
showing  it.  If  I  Lay  anything  on  the  scaffold,  it  will  be  to  advise  the  rich  and 
the  great,  as  they  call  themselves,  to  pay  more  attention  to  the  poor  man's  com-j 
forts,  and  above  all  things,  to  pray  the  people  not  to  be  robbed  by  the  parsons  ir: 
the  way  they  are." 

♦'  Oh,  this  is  truly  dreadful.     You  abominable  sinner!" 

**  Don't  bsgin  calling  me  names,  yoa  humbug,"  said  Dick. 
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"  Come — come,"  said  the  sheriff,  *'  this  won't  do  at  all.  There's  the  prison- 
blill  beginning  to  toll,  I  declare.  Now,  Mr.  vVhat's-your-name,  come  and  pinion 
yourman,  and  let  us  get  this  very  uncomfortable  affair  over  as  soon  as  possible/' 

Claude  stepped  forward,  but  Dick  did  not  look  up  to  him  at  all.  Claude  got  at 
his  back  to  tie  him  with  a  cord  that  he  had,  and  then  inclining  his  mouth  to  his 
ear,  he  whispered — 

'<Dick!     Hope— hope  !" 

"Hilloa  !"  cried  Dick.     '*Who — ivhat — ho — no — no  !'' 

The  governor  ran  up  to  them  in  a  moment,  but  before  he  could  say  a  word, 
Dick  added — 

"It's  easier  now.  There's  no  occasion  to  cut  a  fellow's  wrists  with  the  cord. 
Mi".  Hangman,  confound  you  !" 

"Oh,  was  that  all?"  s&id  the  governor. 

*' About  it,"  said  Claude. 

*'  It  can't  much  matter  now,  Turpin,  whether  a  rope  is  a  little  too  tight  or  riot. 
Half  an  hour  will  settle  all  that." 

"Yes,  by  "settling  me,  you  mean,"  said  Dick. 

The  governor  nodded. 

"  Well,  I'm  very  much  obliged  to  you  for  the  friendly  hint,  but  yet  I  don't 
agree  with  the  reasoning,  and  if  you  and  I  meet  again  in  this  world,  I  will  put 
you  in  mind  of  it." 

"  Oh,  pho  !  pho  1" 

*'  Very  good.  Have  you  done  all  your  tying  and  trussing  me  up,  Mr.  Hang, 
man  ?  Confound  you,  any  one  would  think  that  I  was  a  fowl  about  to  be  roasted." 

"  Yes, — all's  right,"  said  Claude.  *•  I  don't  want  you  to  slip  through  my 
fingers,  old  fellow  ! — Courage,  Dick." 

•'  Yes,"  said  Dick  Turpin.  "  Yes.  That's  it.  There's  many  a  slip  between 
the  cup  and  the  lip.  Now,  governor,  you  have  not  behaved  badly  to  me  upon 
the  whole,  and  before  I  leave  I  beg  to  thank  you  for  many  kindnesses.  Will  you 
give  me  a  cup  of  wine  now,  and  will  you  give  one  to  the  hangman  here  ?  for 
I  always  said  that  before  I  suffered,  I  would  take  a  drop  with  the  executioner,  if 
I  could  get  it," 

*•  If  the  sheriff  has  no  objection,  Dick  Turpin,"  said  the  governor,  "I  will 
^ve  it  to  you,  and  welcome." 

"Oh,  dear  no,"  said  the  sheriff,  *'  not  in  the  least,  and — and  Mr.  Governor,  I 
could  take  a  nice  glass  of  port  myself,  I  think  ;  so  bring  a  bottle  and  some  glasses,'' 

** I  protest  against  this,"  said  the  chaplain.  "This  Richard  Turpin  is  such  a 
hardened  sinner,  that  he  is  entitled  to  no  indulgences  whatever.  He  called  me  a 
humbug."  • 

"And  so  you  are,''  cried  Claude, — "  a  hardened  sinner,"  he  then  added,  turn- 
ing to  Dick. 

The  chaplain  shook  his  head,  for  although  that  was  a  very  good  turn  off,  yet 
he  felt,  and  so  did  every  one  else,  that  ttie  first  part  of  the  sentence  was  evidently 
intended  to  refer  to  him.  The  governor  smiled  slightly,  and  whispered  to  one 
of  the  prison  attendants,  who  left  the  room,  and  in  a  few  moments  came  back 
with  a  bottle  of  wine  and  half-a-dozen  glasses  on  a  tr«y. 

"  Help  yourself,  Turpin,"  said  the  governor,  "  I  don't  grudge  you  abottle  of 
wine  at  such  a  time  as  this." 

Dick  poured  out  two  glasses,  and  handing  one  to  Claude,  he  said— 

"  Here,  my  friend,  it  ain't  your  fault,  you  know,  that  you  are  in  this  rather  un- 
comfortable situation,  and  come  what  will,  I  shan't  forget  you — not  if  they 
were  to  kill  me  by  inches,  and  however  I  may  be  clawed." 

Duval  perfectly  understo jd  Dick's  pun  upon  his  n.nie,  and  taking  the  glass  of 
wine,  he  said — 

"Here's  better  luck  stil,"  and  then  he  tossed  it  off, 

"  Realljf,  a-hem  !"  said  iKe  sheriff,  who  by  this  time  had  supplied  himself  with 
a  glass,  "  I.  wish  you,  Dick  Turpin, -a  speedy  release.  Upon  my  life,  this  is  a 
capital  drop  of  port."  
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"  Is  it?"  said  the  chaplain.  "  I  don't  mind  if  I  take  only  one  glass,  just  to 
show,  in  fact  that  you  bee,  in  a  manner  of  speaking,  how  humble  and  unaffected 
I  am." 

"  Don't  mention  it,*'  said  Dick,  giving  the  bottle  a  joggle  that  upset  it  with  a 
smash  on  to  the  stone  floor.  The  chaplain  gave  a  stamp  of  rage,  and  the  sheriff 
cried —  | 

*'  All  ready— it's  only  twenty  minutes  to  nine  now.  All  ready.  Now,  Dick 
Turpin,  we  will  settle  this  little  morning's  work." 

'*  1  hope  10,  sir,"  said  Dick. 

<'So  do  I,"  said  Claude.     «  Come  on." 

A  hasty  procession  was  formed,  and  Claude  took  ct^re  to  keep  close  to  Dick, 
lest  any  one  should  observe  how  very  ineffectaally  he  bad  bound  him.  Indeed,  the 
cord  was  put  on  in  such  a  way,  that  a  touch  almost  would  be  sufficient  to  remove 
it  from  the  arm  of  the  condemned  one. 

The  sheriff,  as  in  duty  bound,  led  the  way,  fretting  and  fuming  as  he  went,  for 
at  the  bottom  that  little  fussy  sheriff  was  not  a  bad-hearted  man,  and  he  did  not 
like  to  herald  anybody  to  death.  Then  came  the  governor  of  the  jail,  who  at  the 
gate  of  it  was  formally  to  deliver  up  to  the  sheriff  his  prisoner ;  and  then  came 
the  chaplain,  reading  the  prayers  for  the  dead  aloud ;  and  then  came  Dick  Turpin, 
with  Claude  hold  of  his  right  arm,  as  though  he  was  quite  determined  that  his 
victim  should  not  escape  him.  After  them,  came  about  half  a  dozen  officials  of 
the  prison,  who  attended  the  sheriff  upon  such  an  occasion,  as  a  sort  of  body- 
guard. 

It  was  strange  to  note  the  effect  produced  upon  a  large  concourse  of  people 
outside  the  jail,  by  the  appearance  of  the  different  parties.  The  sheriff,  who  was 
not  unpopular  in  the  country,  was  received  upon  this  occasion  in  silence.  The 
governor  heard  a  groan  raised  against  him,  for  what,  nobody  knew  exactly. 
The  chaplain  was  received  in  silence  ;  but  when  Dick  Turpin  appeared,  with 
Claude  close  by  him,>  the  slouts,  groans,  hisses,  and  bravoes,  rent  the  air.  | 

Ot  course,  all  the  complimentary  effusions  of  mob  outcry  were  intended  for 
Dick,  while  all  the  discordant  noises  were  burled  at  the  supposed  hangman.  It 
had  got  brooted  about  among  the  crowd  that  the  regular  hangman  was  ill,  or 
dead,  and  that  the  person  who  was  about  to  officiate  was  a  mere  volunteer  ; 
so  the  populace  were  determined  that  he  should  not  remain  in  ignorance  of  the 
kind  of  estimation  in  which  his  office  was  held. 

The  cries  and  groans  were  truly  frightful. 

*'  This  won't  do,"  said  the  sheriff,  pausing. 

*'No  danger,  sir,"  said  the  governor.  *'  It's  only  at  the  new  hangman.  The 
more  noise  the  mob  make,  the  less  danger  there  is  in  the  people.  It  is  always 
better,  sir,  to  let  them  have  their  say." 

"  Well — well,  let  us  go  on  ;  where's  my  horse  ?  Oh,  there  he  is.  Woa  ! — 
woa!  Hold  him  while  I  get  on,  somebody.  Oh,  dear,  there  he  goes  again. 
Thank  you  ;  that  will  do." 

The  sheriff  go:  mounted  with  some  difficulty ;  and  never  was  the  versatile 
nature  of  a  mob  so  completely  shown  as  at  that  moment ;  f«r  whereas  it  had 
been  all  indignation  and  fury  at  the  new  hangman,  just  because  the  sheriff's 
horse  moved  aside  twice  as  he  tried  to  mount,  the  explosions  of  laughter  ^ ere 
tremendous,  and  everybody  seemed  to  be  highly  delighted. 

It  was  during  this  amusing  state  of  the  mob  that  Dick  Turpin,  and  Claude, 
and  the  chaplain  of  the  jail,  took  their  places  in  a  cart  that  was  at  the  prison 
door,  and  which  now,  surrounded  ;  by  half  a  dozen  officers  on  horseback,  began, 
slowly  to  move  off  through  the  dense  mass  of  people  that  upon  all  sides  sur- 
rounded it.  I 

In  the  oart,  too,  was  a  coffin,  in  which  it  was  kindly  purposed  to  place  Dick' 
after  his  demise.  \ 

"That,"  said  Dick,  "is  a  lodging  for  a  single  man,  that  I  would  rather 
not  take." 

**  Nor  shall  you,"  whispered  Claude. 
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**  Is  it  right,  my  dear  friend  ?*' 

•'  Right.'* 

Dick  smiled,  and  drew  a  long  breath.  Amid  tke  dim  confusion  that  reigned, 
they  might  have  freely  enough  discoursed,  without  any  one  being  a  bit  the 
wiser,  for  the  chaplain  wa3  very  much  discomposed  by  the  jolting  of  the  cart, 
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and  was  hokling  on  to  one  side  of  it,  with  his  teeth  set  in  a  manner  thnt  gave 
his  mouth  a  kind  of  quiver  that  mightily  amused  the  people.  He  then,  as  the 
cart-wheel  next  to  him  went  over  a  large  stone  in  the  read,  made  a  grasp  at 
the  coffin,  to  keep  himself  up,  and  down  he  went  into  the  middle  of  the  cart, 
with  it  upon  his  stomach. 
This  event  produced  a  roar  of  laughter,  and  altogrsther,  so  highly  comic  an  exc- 
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cution  as  that  of  Uick  Turpia's  promised  to  be,  had  not  been  seen  to   start  from 
the  jail  at  Oxford. 

I  With  no  little  difficulty  the  reverend  gent  a  .used  himself,  and  then  he  found 
,that  he  had  lost  his  book.  Neither  Claude  nor  Dick  thought  it  prudent  to  say 
|anything  more  to  each  other,  notwithstanding  these  incidents  seemed  to  leave  them 
so  much  at  liberty  to  do  so,  for  they  oould  not  take  upon  themselves  to  say  that 
jthe  eye  of  some  wary  officer  might  not  be  upon  them ;  and,  of  course,  now  the 
I  slightest  indiscretion  would  have  upset  the  whole  affair. 

The  driver  of  the  cart  found  the  parson's  book  tor  him,  and  he  commenced 
again  reading  the  burial  service,  to  which  Dick  offered  no  sort  of  opposition,  for 
to  tell  the  truth  he  did  not  hear  it,  as  his  whole  soul  was  absorbed  in  consider- 
ing in  what  way  Claude  intended  to  attempt  his  rescue. 

One  of  the  mounted  officers  rode  close  to  the  side  of  the  cart,  and  said  to 
Claude  in  an  imperious  kind  of  tone — 

"  I  don't  think  you  have  pinioned,  the  prisoner  at  all  well." 

"Haven't  I?"  sa^d  Claude. 

*'  No.  Don't  you  see  ?  Why  one  of  his  arms  is  almost,  now,  at  liberty. 
You  are  a  regular  bungler,  or  else  you  are  doing  it  on  purpose." 

*'  I'll  soon  settle  that,"  said  Claude.  ♦'  If  you  don't  like  my  way  of  doing 
things,  come  and  hang  him  yourself,  stupid." 

*'  I  shall  keep  au  eye  on  you,  fellow." 

"  Which  one  ?"  said  Claude  ;  **  the  one  that  squints,  or  the  green  one  ?" 

The  officer  shook  his  head  and  moved  off,  a  little  in  high  dudgeon,  and  so  the 
procession,  which  after  all  began  to  assume  a  melancholy  aspect,  went  through 
Oxford.  The  people  began  to  recoLect  that  a  man  was  being  conveyed  to  death, 
and  that  it  was  not  exactly  the  thing  to  laugh  at  it.  Some  cried  out  words  of 
consolation  to  him,  and  raorethfin  one  pressed  up  to  the  side  of  the  cart,  saying— 

"  Turpin,  do  you  wish  anything  done  that  we  can  do  for  you  when  you  are 
no  more  ?" 

*'  Nothing,"  said  Dick.  *'  But  I  thank  you  all  the  same,  and,  dead  or  alive,  I 
won't  forget  one  kind  word  that  is  spoken  to  me  on  this  day,  by  any  one,  let 
him  be  whom  he  may." 

Dick  and  Claude  at  this  exchanged  glances,  and  in  the  firm  compressed  lip 
and  flashing  eye  of  his  friend,  Dick  read  volumes  of  comfort  and  hope,  and  framed 
his  spirit  with  the  idea  that  be  would  yet  live  to  see  many  a  fair  moonlight  night, 
and  to  have  many  a  dashing  gallop  upon  his  noble  steed  ;  although  how  his  rescue 
from  all  those  who  were  intent  japon  his  death,  some  from  duty  and  some  from  in- 
clination, was  to  be  accomplished,  he  could  not  guess. 

The  windows  were  crowded  along  the  line  of  the  procession,   and  many  a 
pitying  tear  fell  from  bright  eyes,  to  see  a  human  being  m  health  and  strength 
carried  out  to  die;  and  the  crowd,  each  moment,   increased  in  numbers  until  i 
Claude  wondered  where  on  earth  all  the  people  could  come  from.  j 

And  still  ever  and  anon,  above  all  the  sound  of  ihe  feet  of  the  people,  and  the 
tramp  of  the  horses,  and  the  rumbling  of  the  cart,  sounded  the  death-bell ! 


CHAPTER  CCIII. 

CONTAINS    SOME   VERY     CURIOUS   INCIDENTS. 

Claude  kept  his  eyes  well  about  him.  Perhaps  he  hoped  to  get  a  glimpse  of 
some  friendly  face  amidst  all  the  throng,  but  if  he  did  so,  he  hoped  in  vain  ;  for 
most  of  the  countenances  he  looked  at,  that  happened  to  be  close  to  the  fatal  cart, 
were  actuated  by  curiosity  more  than  by  sympathy. 

And  so  the  cart  went  on. 

Probably  no  malefactor  had  ever  been  led  out  to  die  through  Oxford  who  had 
created  such  a  sensation  as  did  Dick  Turpin  ;  and  as  the  procession  passed  a  large 
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hotel,  thejadge  who  had  presided  at  Dick's  trial,  was  seen  at  the  open  v^indows, 
taking  a  peep  at  the  cortege.  Dick's  eyes  happened,  at  the  moment,  to  take  that 
direction.     Raising  his  hand,  he  pointed  at  him,  crying  out,  with  a  loud  voice — 

*'  We  shall  meet  again  !" 

The  judge  iramediateij'  retired  from  the  window,  but  not  before  he  had  been 
seen  and  recognised  by  many  in  the  mob,  and  the  solemnity  with  which  Dick 
ottered  the  words,  made  i  deep  impression  upon  many  present.  The  chaplain 
turned  to  Dick,  and  suid — 

*•  What  do  you  mean,  ycu  unhappy  man,  when  you  say  that  you  and  the  judge 
will  meet  again  ?" 

"  Just  what  I  sa}',"  replied  Dick.     *'  Did  I  not  speak  plainly  ?" 

*'  Yes,  as  regards  words;  but  where  did  you  expect  to  meet  the  judge  again,'  j 
you  miserable  sinner  ?"  !  i 

•*  On  the  road."  i  j 

"  The  road  to  where  ?"  '  j  | 

"To  London,  most  likely."  \  \ 

The  chaplain  groaned,  for  he  flattered  himself  that  he  was  getting  Dick  into  | 
quite  a  rehgious  discussion,  and  certainly  he  never  was  more  mistaken  in  his  life;   i 
for  Turpin,  with  all  the  ilutter  of  expectation  in  his  breast  that  Claude  and  Jack   j 
would  yet  manage  to  save  him  even  at  the  eleventh  hour,  was  in  a  much  worse 
mood  than  even  if  he  had  been  listening  to  the  chaplain*s  exhortations.  i 

"  It  is  to'  be  hoped,  that  before  you  are  turned  off  you  will  repent,"  he  said. 

"  I  promise  you  I  will,"  said  Dick.  ! 

Claude  admonished  Dick  by  a  glance  to  be  careful  how  he  went  too  far  in 
what  he  was  saying,  as  in  truth  a  very  little  more  might  have  awakened  serious 
suspicions  that  he  had  sorae  hopes  of  a  rescue,  and  in  such  a  case  the  authorities 
might  have  made  sorae  move  that  would  have  effectually  destroyed  all  Claude's  plans 
and  projects.  j 

Turpin  was  silent,  and  pretended  to  hang  down  his  head  in  deep  thought;  and 
soon  now  the  procession  came  in  view  of  the  spot  destined  for  the  execution.  It 
was  a  strange  sight  then  to  see  how  most  of  the  crowd  that  had  attended  the  cart 
through  the  streets  from  the  jail,  set  off  at  a  mad  sort  of  gallop  towards  the 
scaffold,  in  order  to  get  good  places,  so  that,  with  the  exception  of  the  official 
persons,  the  cart  was  nearly  deserted.  Perhaps,  if  Claude  could  have  foreseen' 
such  a  thing,  which  it  was  quite  impossible  he  could  do,  he  would  have  thought' 
that  a  belter  opportunity  for  the  rescue  than  any  otTier  that  could  possibly  occur, 
but  as  all  the  arrangements  with  Jack  were  made  differently,  he  could  not  take 
the  advantage  of  that  favourable  moment.  j 

"  Get  on  quicker,"  said  an  officer  to  the  man  who  was  driving,  or  rather  leadinS 
the  horse  that  was  drawing  the  cart.  •'  The  road  is  even  enough  now,  and  we  are 
behind  time."  j 

Upon  this  remonstrance,  the  man  quickened  his  pace,  and  in  the  course  of  a  few  j 
minutes  the  cart  was  stopped  under  the  gallows,  the  mode  in  which  Dick  was  to  i 
hang  being  the  baroarous  one  of  suspending  nim  by  the  neck  to  the  gallows  as  it  [ 
overhung  the  cart,  and  then  drawing  the  vehicle  away  from  under  him,  j  i 

The  crowd  was  intensely  closely  packed,  but  within  six  feet  of  the  gallows'  fool   { 
was  Jack  with  the  horses.     He  looked  ghastly  pale,  and  the  moment  his  eyes  felt 
upon  Claude  and  Dick  in  the  cart,  the  former  saw  him  perceptibly  tremble.     It 
was  not  for  any  want  of  courage  that  Jack  shook,  but  it  was  from  his  deep  anxiety 
for  the  success  of  the  plan. 

I  "  Now,  Turpin,"  said  Claude,  as  if  speaking  in  his  professional  capacity.  "  Look 
up,  will  you  ?" 

i     Dick  started  to  his  feet,  and  his  eyes  fell  upon  the  horses  and  Jack.     His  own 
gallant  and  well-tried  steed  he  knew  in  a  moment,  and  a  cry  escaped  his  lips. 
j     **  What's  all  this  about  ?"  said  one  of  the  mounted  officers, 
I     '*  Ay,  what's  all  this  ?"  said  Claude. 
j     **  It's  rather  a  hard  thing  to  die  in  such  a  way,  in  broad  daylight !  '*  said  Turpin. 
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j      **0h,  stuff.     Come,  Mr.  Han;:man's  deput}-,  do  your  duty.     It's  high  lime  you 
got  you  job  over." 

"  Do  yo-i  wish  to  say  anything  to  the  people  ?"  said  Claude  to  Dick,  and  he 
said  it  in  such  a  tone  of  voice,  that  Turpin  felt  that  it  was  a  kind  of  invitation  to 
hino  to  do  so.  For  the  moment  he  cou'd  not  very  -well  make  out  what  Claude 
wanted  him  to  make  a  speech  for,  but  then  it  suddenly  struck  him  that  it  must  be 
for  the  purpose  of  propiiiating  the  crowd,  so  that  the  less  Impedimc-nt  might  be 
offered  to  his  escape,  the  mode  of  conducting  which,  since  he  had  seen  Jack  with 
the  horses,  was  no  longer  a  myslery  to  him. 

"  Yes,'"  he  said,  "  I  should  like  to  say  a  few  words  to  the  people  " 

"Stuff!"  cried  the  officers.   "Stuff!   It  can't  be." 

"  Hear  him  !  hear  him  !"  shouted  the  people.  "  Let  the  poor  fellow  have  his 
last  say  in  this  world  !     Hear  him  !    hear  him  !     Down  with  the  bloodhounds  I" 

The  officers  looked  a  little  alarmed  at  this  demonstration  upon  the  part  of  the 
crowd,  and  the  sheriff  turned  quite  red  in  the  face,  while  the  chaplain  turned  quite 
pale. 

"Let  him  speak,"  said  the  sheriff.  *'  It's  usual  enough.  Let  him  say  his  say. 
Come,  Turpin,  speak  if  you  will." 

"  Yes,"  said  the  chaplain,  "  and  tell  the  people  that  i^  was  bad  company,  and 
not  attending  your  parish  church,  that  have  broLght  y§tl  to  this  disgraceful  end." 

Dick  advanced  to  the  side  of  the  cart. 

*'  Hold  him,"  whispered  the  chaplain  to  Claude. 

*' All's  right,  sir,"  sail  Claude.  **  He  shan't  get  away  from  me,  you  may 
depend  upon  that.  I  wouldn't  now  lose  s^ght  of  him  iora  hundred-pound-note,'' 
j  "  My  friends  and  fellow-countrymen,"  said  Dick,  "  God  bless  you  all,  and  your 
!  wives,  and  your  little  ones,  and  your  pretty  sweethearts  that  I  hope  you  will  be 
'all  happy  with." 

I     "Bravo!"  cried  the  people.     "Hear  him!  hear  him  !     Down  with  the  blood- 
I hounds  !      Let  him  go  !  let  him  go  !"' 

"  Cut  it  short,"  said  the  sheriff'. 
I  "  i  have  only  to  say,"  added  Dick,  '*  that  I  make  a  full  and  free  confession  that 
I  have  taken  many  a  guinea  from  a  rich  man  with  no  heart  of  compassion  in  his 
bosom,  and  given  it  to  a  poor  one  to  buy  food  for  his  wife  and  his  little  ones  that 
were  cryiiig  in  their  wretched  home  from  hunger.  But  God  bless  you  all,  my 
friends  ;  you  have  come  to  see  me  hanged  for  it — hanged  like  a  dog!" 

The  yell  that  burst  from  the  throats  of  the  crowd  was  perfectly  terrific.  If 
Dick  Turpin  had  spoken  for  an  hour  he  could  not  have  said  more  to  the  purpose 
than  he  did.  There  was  surely  not  a  person  present  whose  feelings  and  sym- 
pathies were  not  deeply  enlisted  in  behalf  of  the  prisoner;  and  some  women 
who  were  at  the  outskirts  of  the  crowd  gotf  quite  desperate  iu  their  rage  atj 
the  idea  of  his  being  hung,  and  they  called  loudly  upon  the  men  to  rescue  him. 

The  sheriff*,  chaplain,  and  officers  all  got  alarmed;  and  Claude  was  called! 
upon  to  proceed  with  the  execution.  Jack  pressed  forward  with  the  two  led 
horses  close  to  the  scaffold. 

*' Keep  back,  you  fellow  with  the  horses,"  cried  the  officers.  "Keep  back. 
Do  you  want  to  get  into  the  cart?" 

*'  No,"  said  Jack,  "  But  the  duke  don't  like  anything  said  to  me,  old  fellow : 
I'm  his  oivn  groom," 

Such  is  the  slavish  submission  of  rank  among  all  official  persons  in  England, 
that  even  the  groom  and  the  horses  of  a  duke  were  held  something  sacred,  and  no 
more  was  said  to  Jack. 

"  Now  Mr.  Whats-your-name,"  cried  the  sheriff  to  Claude.  "  Be  quick — look 
alive  there  !    Don't  you  see  the  people  are  all  in  a  ferment?" 

"  Yes,  sir,  I  do." 

"  Very  well,  then,  turn  your  man  off,  and  let  me  get  back  to  Oxford  as  quickly 
jas  I  can." 

I     *'  This  won't  do,"  said  the  officer  who  all  along  had  interfered  so  much  in  the 
affair.  "  This  won't  do.    I  am  convinced  now  of  what  I  have  suspected  all  along, 
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and  that  is,  that  there  is  something  wroa?.    I  will  shoot  the  first  person  who  inter- 
feres with  the  due  course  of  ihe  law.     Let  them  take  the  consequences." 

i     As  he  spoke,  this  active  officer  took  a  pistol  from  his  coat-poeket,  and  deliber- 
ately placed  it  at  full  cock. 

I     Claude  went  to  the  edge  of  the  cart  and  very  mysteriously   beckoned  to   this 
officer,  saying — 

I     *'  There  is  something  amiss.    I  will  tell  you,  but  I  don't  want  all  the  world  to 

hear." 

I     The  officer  inclined  his  head  towards  Claude,  as  he  said— 

I     ♦*  Well,  what  is  it  ?— what  is  it  ?" 

•'This,"  said  Claude,  as  he  snatched  the  pistol  from  his  hand,  and  then  struck 

him  from  his  horse  with  the  heavy  but-end  of  it.     **This  is  what's   wrong,   and 

this  is  what's  right." 
To  turn  then  and  release  Dick  Turpin  from  his  bonds  was  the   work  of  an 

instant,  and  then  taking  him  by  the  hand,  he  cried — 
"  Jump — jump  •" 
They  both  cleared  the  side  of  the  cart  and  alighted   outside   of  it  among  the 

people,  while  Jack  made    a  sudden    dart  forward  w  th  the  horses  ;  and  now   a 

struggle  ensued  of  a  most  fearful  character,  for  the  officers  made  an  aWack  upon 

Claude  and  Dick  with  their  short  cutlasses,  and  two  or  three  pistol  shots   were 

fired.    The  battle,  however,  did  not  last  above  a  minute,  for  then   with  a  roaring 

shout  the  mob  made  one  rush,  and  cart,  and  gallows,  and  officers,  and    Dick,  and 

Claude,  and  Jack,  were  all  mixed  up  in  one  pellraell  of  confusion. 

I     By  great  good  fortune,  Jack  kept  the  horses  on  their  feet,    and   Claude   would 

have  been  killed  if  Dick  had  not  thrown  his  arm  round  him,  crying — 

j     **  He  is  not  a  hangman.    He  is  my  friend,  Claude  Duval  I" 

"  And  I'm  their  friend,  Jack !''  shouted  Jack,  "  and  this  is  Dick's  mare,  Bess, 

and  this  is  Duv^al's  horse.    A  rescue — a  rescue  !'' 
[     The  mob  raised  a  delirious  shout  of  satisfaction,  and  m  a  moment  or  two  they 

fairly  lifted  Dick  Turpin  and  Claude   Duval   to  the  saddles  of  their   respective 

steeds. 

"Off  and  away!"  cried  Claude,  as  he  raised  iiis  hat  in  the  air,  and  then  fiung 

it  fifty  feet  above  his  head. 
*'  Bless  you  all,"  shouted  Dick.    **  I  don't  know  how  to  thank   you,  but  if  J 

live  I  won't  forget  the  men  of  Oxford,  nor  the  pretty  girls  either." 
I     The  officers  made  a  desperate  attempt  to  rally,  but  they  were  beaten  down,  and 

disarmed,  and,  half  dead,  they  were  thrown  into  the  cart  one  upon  another.     The' 

sheriff  had,  upon  the  very  first  commencement  of  the  row,  turned  his  horse's  head 

towards  the  city,  and  set  off  at  full  speed,  and  no  doubt  he  would  have  got  back 

first  if  his  horse  had  not  thrown  him  into  a  ditch. 
j     "Clear  the  way  !"  cried  Jack. 
I     A  hundred  voices  immediately  added— "Clear  the  way! — Clear  the  way!" 

and  then,  as  if  by  magic,  a  lane  was  made  for  the  three  friends  to  gallop  through. 

Dick,  with  his  face  flushed,  rode  on,  calling  out  his  thanks  to  the  people.  Claude  j 
'came  next,  laughing  and  waving  his  hand,  and  Jack  v/as  the  last,  and  not  a  little  j 
[pleased  did  he  look.  j 

j     When  they  all  three  got  clear  of  the  vast  throng;  of  people,  Dick  turned  in  his 
•saddle,  and  gave  a  wild  sort  of  shrill  "  Hurrah  !"  which  was  echoed  by  the  mob 

in  tones  of  thunder,  and  then  oft  they  went  like  the  wind. 

i  The  moment  they  were  gone,  the  people  made  another  mad  sort  of  rush  at  the 
{cart  and  the  gallows,  and  pulled  both  fairly  to  fragments  in  a  few  moments.  The 
chaplain  had  his  gown  torn  to  shreds,  and  was  glad  to  get  back  to  Oxford  as  fast 
las  he  could  ;  and  the  officers,  whose  horses  had  all  been  let  loose  in  the  fray, 
likewise  fled  the  best  way  they  could. 
j      The  only  one  who  seemed  to  have  received  rather  a  serious  hurt,  wa?  the  one 

who  had  beea  so  officious  with  his  pistol,  and  who  had  been  knocked  down  hy  i 
Claude  at  the  commencement  of  the  liot.  He  was  unable  to  walk,  so  the  peoil?M 
JYery  considerately  propped  him  up  against  the  road-side  and  left  him. 
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There  was  a  person  hovering  about  the  outskirts  of  the  crowd,  who,  when  the 
affair  was  all  over,  and  the  mob  went  streaming  back  to  Oxford,  was  heard  to 
say— 

"  Dear  me.  Well,  who  would  have  thought  of  such  a  thing  as  this  happening  ? 
I  really  was  neyer  so  much  surprised  in  allmylifCo  The  idea  of  Dick  Turpin 
not  being  hung,  after  all!     Do  tell  me  how  it  ceuld  possibly  happen,  somebody  ?" 

The  person  who  thus  spoke, .  was  no  other  than  Mr.  Zadoc,  and  having  got 
hold  of  one  of  the  well-shaken  officers,  he  treated  him  to  something  warm  and 
comforting  at. the  first  pubhc-house  they  came  to,  and  heard  the  account  of  the 
whole  affair,  to  which  he  listened  without  once  changing  countenance. 

Of  course,  Zadoc's  wish  was  to  find  out  what  the  impression  of  the  officer  was 
concerning  the  rescue;  but  really  this  one  that  he  had  pitched  upon  %vas  in  such 
a  state  of  mental  and  bodily  confusion,  that  he  could  tell  him  nothing.  In  the 
meantime,  our  three  friends  were  miles  from  the  anciect  city  of  Oxford. 


CHAPTER  CCIV. 

A   PLEASANT    RIDE    TO    LONDON. 

"Halt!"  saldlDick. 

Claude  and  Jack  both  drew  up  immediately.  '^  What's  the  matter  ?"  said 
Claude  ;  •'  anything  amiss^  Turpin  ?" 

"No  ;  but  now  that  we  are  far  enough  from  Oxford  to  set  pursuit  at  defiance. 
I  do  not  see  why  I  should  not  shake  hands  with  my  best  friends,  and  try,  however 
inefficiently  I  may  do  it,  to  thank  them." 

"  None  of  that,"  said  Jack.     "  We  don't  want  to  be  thanked,  Dick." 

"  Well,  but— but— "  • 

"Come,  come,'*  said  Claude,  "  we  have  just  done  for  you  what  we  know  very 
well  it  would  give  you  great  pleasure  to  do  for  us ;  and  it's  such  a  grand  thing  to 
have  succeeded  in  it.  that  that  is  quite  congratulation  enough  for  us;  so  don't  say 
another  word  about  it,  Dick.' 

"  Well,"  said  Turpin,  "  you  may  stop  me  for  speaking  about  it,  but  you  can't 
stop  me  from  thinking  ;  and  to  my  dying  day  I  shall  fee  how  nobly  and  how  gallantly 
1  have  been  rescued  from  death." 

*'  There  you  go  again,"  said  Jack.  "  He  will  have  his  say,  Claude,  do  what 
we  will,  or  say  what  we  will." 

'"'  I  am  done  now,"  said  Dick. 

"  And  a  good  job,  too,"  laughed  Claude;  "  for  Jack  is  evidently  getting  into  a 
perfect  fever.  And  now,  tell  me,  Dick,  if  you  knew  vnz  when  I  first  came  into  the 
press-room  of  the  prison  ?" 

"  Not  a  bit." 

"  Then  I  vras  well  disguised,  and  Zadoc  did  his  part  of  the  affair,  after  all,  most 
admirably." 

.  "Ah,"  said  Dick,  "  Zadoc  was  in  it  1  Then,  I  don't  wonder  that  everything  went 
well.  But  you,  both  of  you,  forget  that  it  is  all  guess-work  to  me,  and  that  beyond 
the  result,  I  really  know  little  or  nothing  of  the  affair." 

Upon  this,  Claude  briefly  related  to  him  the  whole  particulars  of  the  proceed- 
ings after  their  failure  in  the  attempt  at  escape  from  the  prison ;  and  Dick,  shak- 
ing his  head,  said— 

"  Ahj  1  gave  it  all  up  as  a  bad  job,  when  that  rascal  of  a  governor  knocked  me 
down  in  the  prison-yard  with  the  ladder." 

*'  He  didn't  get  much  by  that,  though,"  said  Jack. 

"  He  got  what  has  perfectly  satisfied  him,"  said  Dick  ;  "and  so  completely  so, 
that  he  will  not  ask  the  justices  for  his  next  quarter's  salary.  You  shot  him 
dead,  Claude." 
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**  And  He  would  have  it/'  said  Duval,  f'  I  did  not  use  my  pistol  until  he 
played  the  coward." 

"  Don't  apologise,  Duval.  It  was  all  right.  But  what  do  you  hoth  think  of 
doing  now  ?" 

"  Wny,  here  is  a  very  convenient  spot,''  said  Jack,  "for  opening  the  large  val- 
lise  at  my  back,  and  getting  out  some  of  oar  own  proper  clothing,  for  1  don't 
like  the  idea  of  Claude  and  I  going  much  further  in  this  sort  of  costume,  which 
can  be  described  by  so  many  people." 

"  Right,"  said  Dick  ;  '*  and  if  out  of  your  stock  you  can  lend  me  a  coat  of  a 
difFerenc  colour  to  that  which  I  have  on,  I  shall  not  be  sorry  to  wear  it,  for  you 
may  depend  that  the  hue-and-cry  will  be  after  us  sharp  and  fast,  before  many 
hours  are  over  our  heads." 

Claude  fully  agreed  in  these  remarks  both  of  Jack's  and  Dick's;  and  as  they 
were  close  to  a  little  clump  of  trees,  where  they  would  be  quite  hidden  from  any 
casual  observation.  Jack  opened  the  vailise,  in  which  a  number  of  articles  of 
apparel  were  very  closely  packed,  and  in  a  very  short  time,  they  all  three,  by 
changing  their  coats  and  cravats,  altered  their  appearance  amazingly. 

Dick  Turpln  was  accommodated  with  a  handsome  scarlet  coat  belonging  to 
Claude  ;  and  when  they  were  all  three  mounted  again,  Claud  cried  out  with 
a  laugh— 

"  1  think  now  that  we  might  call  upon  all  the  world  to  stand  and  dehver  !— 
Don't  you,  Dick  ?" 

"  It  would  not  be  a  trifle  that  would  stop  us,'*  said  Dick. 

'*  But,"  said  Jack,  *'it  would  be  anything  but  prudent  just  here;  so  come  on, 
and  let  us  get  furth  er  off  from  Oxford  ;  for  you  must  recollect  that  any  of  the 
officers  would  know  us  in  a  moment,  notwithstanding,  by  the  alteration  of  our 
coats,  we  may  not  be  described  by  people  on  the  road." 

"  A  carriage !  A  carriage!"  said  Dick  Turpin,  '*by  all  that's  good!  A 
carriage  !" 

'••Where  V  said  Claude. 

Dick  pointed  in  the  direction  of  across-road,  and  there,  sure  enough,  came  can- 
tering along  one  of  those  immense  old-fashioned  vehicles  called  a  family  coach — 
which,  by-the-by,  despite  all  the  ridicule  that  has  been  cast  upon  them,  are  com- 
fortable things.  The  coachman  had  a  formidable. wig  on,  and  the  footman  the 
same,  while  both  of  them  were  too  fat  to  dream  of  offering  any  resistance  to  any- 
body on  the  road.  The  horses  were  sleek  and  in  capital  flesh,  and  the  whole 
equipage  moved  on  at  about  the  rate  of  five  miles  an  hour. 

Dick  looked  at  Claude  and  laughed  ;  but  Jack  interfered,  saying— 

**  I  cannot  help  thinking  that  it  will  be  very  imprudent  to  stop  that  carriage 
now,  and  so  keep  up  a  kind  of  ferment  on  the  road.  Of  course,  it  will  be  the 
effect  of  pointing  out  exactly  which  way  we  have  come.  I  would  not  think 
of  it." 

"  Come — come.  Jack,"  said  Turpin,  "  withdraw  your  opposition,  I  beg  of  you, 
for  I  really  want  to  see  whether  my  imprisonment  in  Oxford  jail  has  done  me 
any  barm,  and  I  can't  find  out  until  I  stop  something  or  somebody  on  the 
highway." 

♦'  Well — well,'*  said  Jack,  *'  if  you  must,  you  must.  But  let  us  all  go,  and 
then  the  affair  will  be  sooner  over.  1  will  stay  at  the  horses'  heads  while  you  two 
go  to  the  carriage  windows,  and  let  me  beg  oi  you  to  be  quick  about  it." 

'•  All's  right,' '  said  Claude.     '*  Come  on." 

They  then  all  three  trotted  along  the  cross-road  so  as  to  meet  the  carriage,  and 
Jack,  when  they  got  suflBciently  near,  increased  the  speed  of  his  horse,  and  cried 
to  the  coachman — 

**  Pull  up,  unless  you  want  your  brains  blown  out." 

The  coachman  dropped  his  whip  and  turned  purple  in  the  face  with  the  exertion 
he  made  to  pull  up  the  horses  sharply. 

«  That  will  do,"  said  Jack. 

Claude  went  to  one  window  of  the  carriage  and  Dick  Turpin  to  the  other,   and 
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letting  down  both  the  windows  at  once  they  looked  into  the  vehicle.  It  w  s  full 
of  young  ladies,  with  the  exception  of  one  lallgrlni-looking  female,  with  a  pair  of 
blue  spectacles. 

"  Don't  be  at  all  alarmed,"  said  Claude.  "  We  are  only  highwaymen,  ladies, 
that's  all." 

"  Nslhing  more,"  said  Dick. 

The  tall  grim-looking  female  with  the  blue  spectacles  tried  to  rise,  but  struck 
the  top  of  her  head  in  a  moment  against  the  roof  of  the  carriage,  and  then  in  a 
voice  like  a  cracked  trumpet,  she  screamed— 

"  Murder  '  —  thieves  !— murder  I" 

All  the  young  ladies  huddled  together  and  uttered  little  shrieks,  so  that,  for  a 
few  moments  it  was  quite  impossible  for  either  Dick  or  Clajde  to  get  a  word 
spoken  with  a  chance  of  its  being  heard.  They  quietly  waited  until  the  commo- 
tion had  died  away,  and  then  Claude  said  in  a  bland  tone — 

"  My  dear  young  ladies,  don't  be  alarmed.     Where  are  you  going  to  P" 

"  Oh,  sir,"  said  one,  *'  to  school ;  and  this  is  Miss  Blink,  our  governess,  and 
so  cruel  to  us." 

''Indeed  I" 

"  Oh,  yes  !  yes !"  cried  all  the  girls,  in  a  breath. 

"  And  has  she  got  any  money  V  said  Dick. 

**Nota  farihing,  as  I'm  a  living  sinner,"  said  Miss  Blink.  "  Not  a  solitary 
farthing  ;  and  if  any  young  lady  says  I  have,  I'm  afraid  when  we  get  to  Minerva 
House  Academy  that  something  disagreeable  will  happen  to  her.  I  have  not  a 
farthing."  | 

"  Oh,  dear  !"  said  all  the  young  ladies.  I 

**  Well,"  said  Claude,  "we,  of  course,  want  money,  and  however  disagreeable 
it  may  be  to  you  all,  we  shali  have  to  search  every  one  of  you,  and  begin  with 
your  governess.  OF  course,  if  you  hand  us  out  something  handsome,  we  shall  be 
off  in  a  moment." 

'•  Oh,  you  cruel  Miss  Blink!"  said  one  young  lady,  bursting  into  tears.  "How 
can  you  have  us  all  searched  by  two  highwaymen,  when  you  know  pa  paid  you 
thirty  pounds  before  you  left  the  lodge." 

'•  And  my  pa  did  the  same,"  said  another.  ! 

''Here's  all  I  have,"  said  another,  as  she  tremblingly  handed  half-a-guinea 
through  the  open  windows  of  the  carriage. 

"  Keep  it,  my  dear,"  said  Turpin.  "  You  don't  suppose  that  we  are  going  to 
take  anything  from  any  of  you,  surely,  with  your  pretty  faces  ?  Don't  begin  cry- 
ing, now."  i 

"  There's  no  danger  t^any  of  you,"  said  Claude;  "and  only  think  what  lots 
of  letters  yon  can  write  to  all  yout  friends  and  acquaintances  about  this  adven- 
ture ;  you  can  all  say  how  you  saw  Claude  Duval !"  i 

"  Duval  !'  said  all  the  voung  ladies,  in  a  breath.     "  Oh,  my  !*' 

"  Yes."  adder!  Claude,'"  I  am  that  person.     Jack  !  Jack  !" 

*'  Yes,"  said  Jack. 

"  Get  the  large  shears  rtady !  The  shortest  way  of  searching  an  oW  lady  here 
with  spectacles,  who  has  got  sixty  pounds,  and  won't  give  it  up,  will  be  to  cut 
her  skirts  off."  I 

Mi&s  Blink  uttered  an  ear-piercing  shriek,  and  involuntarily  laid  hold  of  the 
lower  part  of  her  dress.  "  I'll  give  the  money,  you  wretches  !"  she  said.  "  1*11, 
give  the  money  !     Here  it  is  !     Here  it  is !'' 

"That  will  do,  madam,"  said  Dick, 

"  And  hark  you,"  said  Claude.  "  I  have  means  of  information  about  what 
I  wish  to  know,  that  you  little  dream  of ;  and  if  I  hear  that  any  one  of  these 
young  ladies  suffer  any  punishment  or  harshness  in  consequence  of  what  they 
have  said  to-day,  we  will  come  to  Minerva  House,  in  the  dead  and  still  hour  of 
the  night,  and  make  you  remember  it." 

"Oh,  thank  you  !"  said  all  the  young  ladies. 

"  How  good-looking  he  is,''  whispered  one  of  them. 
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•*  Oh,  very  !"  said  another.     "  Black  eyes  !" 

Miss  Blink  looked  absolutely  frozan  with  rage  and  terror.  Her  nose  almost 
enfiUlated  the  colour  of  her  blue  spectacles,  and  althjugh  she  opened  her  mouth 
several  limes,  like  some  expiring  tish,  she  could  not  say  another  word. 

*•  Good  day,"  said  Dick  ;  and  he  closed  the  window,  at  which  he  had  stationed 
himself.     Claude  smiled  an  adieu,  and  closed  his  window. 


THE  DISCOVEHY  OP  THE  DEAD  BODY  IN  THE  "  BUNCH  OF  GRAPES."' 


"  All  over  V  said  Jack. 

*•  Yes,  Jack." 

"  Very  good.  Now,  Mc  Coithnan,  the  veiy  b?s'  thin?  you  cm  do  is  to  move 
on  as  quick  as  is  at  all  co.l^eniirJt  to  you  end  your  laz/  1  O'ses,  t )  where  you  were 
going  to  when  we  met  yju." 


No.  109. 
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*'  Hurrah !  hurrah  !'*  said  a  voice  at  some  little  distance  behind  the  carriage. 
Hurrah  !  there  are  the  rogues  !  Down  with  them  !  There  thej^are  !  The  squire 
vrill  pay  well !  Come  on!  Charge  at 'em  !  Never  mind  about  hurting  them! 
They  deserve  all  they  get !" 

"  What  the  deuce  is  all  this  V  said  Claude. 
"  What,  iadeed?"  said  Dick. 

"  We  forgot  the  footman,"  said  Jack,  "  and  he  has  run  oiF  and  got  a  dozen  of 
country  fellowrs  with  pitchforks  and  hedge-scakes.  By  the  promise  of  a  heavy 
recompense^  they  had  made  good  speed  ;  and  being  told  there  were  only  three 
highwaymen,  they  thought  thar  they  could  easily  overcome  them." 

*'  Upon  my  word,"  said  Claude,  *'  we  are  going  to  be  taken  by  storm  by  the 
yokels."  , 

•*  It  looks  like  it,"  said  Dick.     "  What  is  to  be  done  ?"  ■ 

i     "  Frighten  them,  by  firing  a  iew  shots  over  their  heads.     I  don't  wish  to  kill 
them,  but  if  they  give  my  horse  a  touch  with  one  of  their  pitchforks,  I   won't 
answer  exactly  for  what  I  may  do  then." 
1     "Nor  V  said  Dick. 

I     "  Come  on — come  on,"  shouted  the  footman,    "  there  .-^'^  ti^e  rogues.     You 
will  have  five  gaineas  a-piece  for  taking  them.     Come  on,  n.-o   take  the  rogues. 
Lay  hands  on  'em.     They  are  all  cowards — Knock  'em  dowu  -  down  with  'em  !* 
"Will  you  be  so  good,"  cried  Claude,  **  as  to  shut  your  n.oaih  V*  i 

"Ah  !  that^s  the  worst  of  the  lot.     Stick  him  !"  cried  iho    ^'inoaQ.  ! 

Claude  levelled  a  pistol  at  him,  and  fired.  It  would  have  oeer!  «^  easy  thin?  ^or 
Duval  to  have  hit  him,  had  he  felt  at  all  inclined  to  do  so ;  but  he  had  no  suca 
intention,  although  he  did  not  wish  to  run  the  risk  of  going  so  close  to  him  as  he 
did,  for  the  bullet  carried  off  his  hat  and  wig. 

"The  footman  thought  that  he  was  shot,  and  he  fell  flat  upon  his  back,  crying 
out — 

"  I  am  a  dead  man  !** 

*'  Blaze  a^ay  !"  said  Claude.     "  Kill  them  all !" 

Both  Dick  and  Jack  now  fired  over  the  heads  ot  the  country  fellows,  who  now 
lingered  but  just  leng  time  enough  to  enable  them  to  throw  down  their  pitch- 
forks and  hedge-stakes,  and  then,  in  a  wild  riot,  head  over  heels,  and  impeding 
each  other  in  their  efforts  to  get  away,  oft  they  set. 

It  was  a  decided  defeat  ;  and  our  three  friends  amused  themselves  by  sending 
three  more  shots  after  them,  which  made  them  yell  again  with  dismay ;  and  there 
was  not  one  of  the  party  that  did  not  in  imagination  feel  the  bullet  running  riot  in 
his  inside. 

*f  Now,"  said  Jack  to  the  coachman.     "  Drive  on." 

He  did  so  immediately;  and  Diek  dismounting,  took  up  the  prostrate  foot- 
man and  threw  him  right  into  the  middle  of  a  stagnant  ditch,  where  he  came  with 
a  frightful  splash,  and  then  they  left  him  floundering  about,  while  they  again 
sought  the  high  road  to  London. 


CHAPTER  GOV. 

MORE    ADVENTURES    ON    THE    OXFORD    ROAD. 

*•  This  is  not  a  very  bad  beginning,*'  said  Jack. 

"  Far  from  it,"  laughed  Claude.  "  If  we  go  on  in  this  way,  we  shall  soon  make 
up  the  little  expenses  at  Oxford." 

"  Not  a  doubt  of  it,"  said  Dick  Turpin  ;  "  but  it  would  please  me  much  better, 
if  the  whole  of  tho«e  expenses  could  be  by  any  means  got  out  of  the  Oxford 
authorities  ;  and  if  it  were  to  be  years  hence  that  I  come  across  any  of  them..  I 
shall  insist  upon  it  that  they  o.we  me  the  amount,  and  enforce  payment." 

*'  Yes  J  according  to  law,"  said  Jack. 
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*'  The  law  of  the  road,"  cried  Claude,  **  you  mean.  That  is  the  best  law  for 
us.  Its  jurisdiction  is  undeniable,  let  the  country  l»e  where  it  may,  and  the  pro- 
ceedings are  all  of  the  most  summary  character,  and  nobody  is  incommoded  by  any 
vexatious  delays." 

"  That  is  true  enough,''  responded  Dick,  **  and  I  do  believe  it  would  save 
many  a  man  many  a  heart-ache  if,  instead  of  being  placed  ia  the  court  of  chancery, 
he  would  just  put  his  money  in  his  pocket,  and  come  out  on  the  road  and  have 
it  taken  from  him  by  us,  in  a  quiet  and  gentlemanly  manner." 
<^''  Not  a  doubt  of  it,"  said  Jack.  *•  It  ought  to  be  recommended  in  some  of 
the  public  papers.*' 

"  Stop,"  cried  Claude, ''  we  are  in  luck's  way  surely  to-day,  as  regards  carriages, 
for  here  is  another.     Look,  it  will  be  in  the  high-road  in  a  few  moments." 

They  all  looked  in  the  direction  that  Claude  pomted,  and  they  saw  a  curricle, 
which  was  then  a  very  fashionable  description  of  carriage,  coming  rapidly  on. 
Only  one  person  was  in  it,  and  he  was  dressed  up  to  the  very  height  of  fashion, 
and  what  was  then  considered  to  be  elegance.  The  hat  he  wore  was  like  that 
with  which  Mother  Shipton  is  now  accommodated,  being  the  shape  of  a  sugar- 
loaf,  and  the  rest  of  his  costume,  to  our  present  notions,  was  equally  outrageous. 
The  only  thiigs  very  natural  about  the  whole  affair  were  the  horses,  and  they 
were  as  nature  made  them  and  intended  they  should  look. 

"Now,  what  do  you  think  that  fellow  is  ?"  said  Dick. 

"  Can't  say,"  replied  Jack. 

"Doubtful,"  said  Claude  ;  '<  but  you  two  stay  here  while  I  go  and  stop  him. 
It  would  perhaps  terrify  him  to  death,  poor  devil,  if  we  were  all  three  to  appear 
at  once  upon  him," 

"  Very  good,"  said  Dick.  **  Go  on,  Claude.  We  will  consider  this  to  be  your 
adventure,  now." 

Claude  did  not  wait  to  make  any  further  remark,  but  trotting  up  to  the  corner 
of  the  lane,  from  which  the  curricle  was  about  to  emerge  into  the  high-road,  he 
cried — 

"  Pull  up,  sir,  unless  you  want  to  be  a  dead  man  !" 

At  these  words  the  dandified  personage  in  the  curricle  at  once  dropped  his  reins, 
and  slid  off  his  seat  on  to  the  mat  at  the  bottom  of  the  curricle. 

*'  Oh,  spare  my  life  !"  he  said.  "  Spare  my  life,  my  dear  sir ;  do,  if  you  please. 
Only  spare  my  life  i     Oh,  do !" 

"Upon  some  conditions  I  will,"  said  Claude. 

"  Oh,  yes,  anything,  my  dear  sir.  Anything  in  the  worl  1  that  you  like.  I 
suppose,  my  dear  sir,  that  you  are  a  highway-gentleman,  are  you  not?" 

"I  am,  aod  my  principal  pleasure  is  in  cutting  peoples'  throats  if  they  do  not 
do  as  I  wish  them.     In  the  first  place,  who  are  you,  sir?" 

"  Oh  dear.  My  name  is  Hannibal  Popham,  commonly  called  Hannibal 
Popham,  Esq. ;  and  I  am  going  to  the  christening  of  a  baby,  I  am,  that  belongs 
to  Mr.  Scatters,  at  the  lodge  about  a  mile  on.  They  are  new  people  in  the 
neighbourhood,  and  have  invited  all  the  respectable  people;  and  I  am  to  be  the 
godfather  of  the  dear  infant ;  and  here's  the  silver  mug  that  I  have  gone  to  the 
expense  of  four  pounds  ten  shillings  to  purchase  as  a  present  for  it." 

"  Indeed  ?  ' 

"  Yes,  sir.     Here  it  is." 

"  Very  good,"  said  Claude,  as  he  took  the  mug  and  put  it  in  one  of  the  capa- 
cious pockets  of  his  coat. 

Mr.  Popham  groaned. 

"Now,  tell  me,  sir,"  added  Duval,  "  if  you  are  personally  known  to  the 
Scatters  family  ?" 

''  Oh  dear,  yes;  that  is  to  say,  they  have  heard  of  me,  my  d^ar  sir,  as  a  highly 
respectable  resident  in  the  county,  but  they  never  saw  me,  if  you  mean  that." 

"And  what  is  the  name  of  their  place?" 
•  "  It  is  called  Athens  Lodge,  and  they  do  tell  mc  that  the  Scatters  have  made 
it  quite  charming." 
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"  Very  well,  Mr.  Pophain,  now  listen  to  me.  I  have  nothing  to  do  in  this 
woild,  but  to  fulfil  my  promises,  and  I  here  solemnly  promise  you,  that  if  you  do 
not  get  out  of  your  curricle  and  Avalk  to  Oxford,  I  will  hunt  you  up  if  you  be 
twenty  miles  in  the  bowels  of  the  earth,  and  make  your  brains  into  a  supper  for 
a  favourite  cat  I  have  at  home.  If  you,  however,  do  what  I  tell  you,  to  walk  to 
Oxford,  and  stay  there  an  hour  and  then  go  home,  your  curricle  will  be  restored 
to  you,  and  I  will  give  you  a  pass  which  shall  for  ever  save  you  from  being  stopped 
on  the  road  by  any  highwayman.    Now,  sir,  which  do  you  decide  upon  doing?'' 

"  Oh,  dear,  can  you  doubt  ?" 

*'  Decide,  sir." 

**  I  will  go  to  Oxford,  certainly  ;  but  I  would  rather  ride,  do  you  know,  for  I 
am  not  a  very  good  walker.     Perhaps  you  will  let  me  have  the  curricle  ?" 

"  Decidedly  not.  There  is  a  person,  just  at  the  entrance  to  Oxford,  who  will 
let  nae  know  if  you  pass  his  house,  and  it" you  do  not,  woe  be  to  you.  It  is  a  red- 
brick house,  with  the  name  of  Jenkins  on  the  door,  and  as  you  pass  you  must 
throw  a  htone  through  one  of  the  window-panes.  Do  you  quite  clearly  under- 
stand that  V 

**  Yes,  sir,  quite — oh,  quite  clearly !  But  you  have  not  given  me  the  sign 
that  is  to  carry  me  free  and  harmless  from  the  attacks  of  all  gentlemen  of  your 
honourable  profession,  fcir.*' 

•*  This  is  it." 

*' You  don't  say  so  V 

The  sign  which  Chude  gave  to  Mr.  Popham  was  merely  to  place  the  point  of 
his  thumb  upon  the  tip  of  his  nose,  and  to  spread  out  the  rest  of  the  fingers  in 
the  manner  vulgarly  called  '*  taking:  a  sight." 

?'  Well,"  added  the  simple-minded  Mr.  Popham,  "  who  would  have  thought 
it!     And  if  there  are  two  of  them,  sir,  I  suppose  you  do  this — 

Mr.  Popham  perpetrated  what  is  known  popularly  as  a  "  double  sight," 

"Precisely,"  said  Claude.  •' Nothing  can  be  clearer,  my  good  sir— nothing 
in  the  w^crld  can  be  more  apt  than  your  mode  of  doing  it ;  and  I  can  assure  you 
that  from  henceforward  you  will  have  the  singular  and  most  unprecedented  adran* 
tage  of  passing  along  the  public  roads  free  from  the  exactions  of  highwaymen;  and 
for  your  readiness  in  coming  to  my  conditions,  I  shall  not  ask  you  for  yor.r  purse, 
but  permit  you  to  carry  it  with  you,  provided  you  set  oif  at  once  to  Oxford."        I 

"  Pm  off,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Popham,  *' I'm  off!  Thank*,  Mr.  Highway-gentle-! 
man,  I'm  very  much  obliged  to  you, sir  !    Good  day!"  I 

With  this,  Mr.  Popham  got  out  of  his  curricle,  and  summoning  all  his  energies: 
to  assist  him,  he  set  off  on  his  rather  long  walk  to  Oxford  alone. 

"  Now,  of  all  the  idiots  that  ever  I  came  near,*'  said  Claude,  "this  fellow  is 
about  one  of  the  worst.  This  is  too  easy  a  triumph,  and  is  hardly  to  be  con- 
sidered as  one.  There  he  goes  !  Poor  devil !  Now  he  gets  to  that  turn  of  the 
road,  and  then  he  disappears.  Ha!  ha!  Jack!  Jack!  Dick!  Come  here!  It 
is  as  good  as  a  play.  Come  here,  both  of  you,  I  have  something  famous  to  tell 
you.     Come  on  !' 

Jack  and  Dick  at  once  rode  up  full  of  curiosity  to  know  how  Claude  had  pos- 
sessed himself  of  the  curricle,  and  sent  the  owner  of  it  off  on  foot,  apparently  so 
well  contented.  Claude  could  really  hardly  teP  them  the  story  for  langhing ;  but 
he  did,  at  length,  manage  to  do  so,  and  they  were  as  highly  amused  as  he  was, 
and  could  not  contain  their  laughter,  which  broke  forth  in  vociferous  peals. 

"Upon  my  word  It  was  almost  too  bad,"  said  Jack,  *' to  send  the  poor  devil 
off^on  such  an  errand." 

"  Not  at  all,"  said  Claude  ;  **  he  will  he  M'iser  for  ever  after  for  it." 

"But  what  do  you  mean  to  do,"  said  Dick,  "with  the  curricle?  Here  we 
are  all  mounted." 

*'  Well,  I  tell  you  what  I  should  like  to  do  with  it.  We  have  had  quit3  enough 
of  gravity  in  Ox'ord,  and  1  am  inclined  for  a  frolic,  just  for  the  purpose  of  knock- 
ing out  of  one's  brains  the  recollection  of  the  proceedings  of  the  last  few  days. 
I  should  like  very  much  to  go  to  the  christening." 
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"  Oh,  Claude/'  said  Jack,  shaking  his  head. 

Dick  said  nothing. 

"  Yes,"  added  Claude,  *'  I  own  I  should,  and  wliat  I  propose  is  that  we  put  up 
oar  horses  somewhere,  and  make  what  change  we  can  in  our  apparel,  and  then 
all  three  get  into  the  curricle,  which  you  s-ee  is  quite  ro3my  enough,  and  drive  to 
Athens  Lodge,  where  I  will  personate  Mr.  Popham,  and  pass  you  off  as  two  friends 
whom  I  hftTe  brought  with  me  to  do  honour  to  the  soleranitr.  What  say  vou  to 
that?" 

'•That  it  won't  do/*  said  Dick. 

♦•  Indeed  !     Why  not  ?" 

"  Jasl  because,  although  it  may  well  happen  that  this  Scatters  family  may  not 
know  Mr.  Hannibal  Popham  by  sight ;  if  they  have  visited  this|neighbourhood  to 
the  christening,  there  will  be  many  there  who  do,  and  detection  would  be  imme- 
diate to  our  very  great  danger  and  discomfiture/' 

''Confound  it,  yes/*  said  Claude;  "  that's  true." 

"  Give  it  up/*  said  Jack. 

**  No,  there  is  no  occasion  to  do  that/'  added  Dick.  <•  If  Claude  has  a  fancy 
for  the  freak,  and  if  we  can  find  any  really  safe  place  to  leave  our  steeds  at,  I 
think  it  may  be  done  by  representing  that  the  captain  is  rather  indisposed  and 
cannot  come,  but  that  he  has  sent  us,  as  three  London  friends  of  his  in  his  stead, 
and  lent  us  his  curricle,  which,  most  likely,  he  is  well-known  to  come  in.** 

"  Yes,  that  will  do/'  said  Claude. 

•*  With  the  difficulty  of  safely  bestowing  our  cattle,"  said  Jack.  "  That  seems 
to  me  to  be  the  point  upon  which  all  the  affair  ought  to  turn.  If  that  can  be 
done,  I  am  as  willing  as  possible  to  go  into  it,  but  it  would,  indeed,  be  a  Ttry 
seriout  thing  if  we  were  for  the  mere  sake  of  a  frolic  to  deprive  oursehvs  of  oui 
horses,* 

"It  would,'*  said  Claude,  <'but  by  a  gallop  of  about  three  miles  along  the 
road,  we  shall  come  to  an  old  public-house  called  the  Yew  Tree,  and  I  will  engage 
that  there  our  cattle  will  be  safe  enough  as  long  as  we  like  to  leave  them."  i 

•'  If  that  IS  the  case/'  said  Dick,  "  I  have  no  objection  ;  but  I  must  own  that  it 
would  cut  me  to  the  h^art,  now,  to  part  with  my  bonny  Bess,  after  having  been 
depriyed  of  her  so  long,  and  only  again  renewing  the  acquainlr.nce  for  a  few 
hours/'  I 

"Then  I  give  up  the  scheme,*  said  Claude.  "If  there  should  be  any  doubt 
lingering  in  your  mind,  Dick,  about  the  safety  of  your  steed,  you  would  not  enjoy 
the  joke,  so  I  would  rather  give  it  up."  I 

"Not  so,  Claude — not  so.  I  have  no  doubt  when  you  say  all  is  safe,  yon 
know  the  inn  to  which  you  refer.'*  I 

"  Well ;  and  our  horses  will  be  as  safe  there  as  they  arc  now,  v^hile  we  have 
our  bands  upon  the  bridlee." 

"Come  on,  then — I  am  for  the  frolic,"  said  Dick. 

"And  I,"  said  Jack. 

"  Then  I  will  drive  the  curricle,"  said  Claude,  "and  you  be  so  good,  Jack,  as 
to  lead  my  horse.  The  creature  knows  you,  and  will  trot  along  by  your  side 
comfortably.     Here  we  go," 

This  arrangement  was  speedily  enough  effected,  and  off  they  all  went,  Duval 
taking  the  lead  in  the  curricle.  The  three  miles  he  had  spoken  of  was  rapidly 
enough  passed  over,  and  there  snugly  ensconced  among  some  trees  in  a  very 
pretty  situation,  the  old  Yew  Tree  Inn  was  discerned. 

" There  is  the  house,"  said  Claude,  "and  there  is  the  landlord  shading  his' 
eyes  with  his  hand  at  he  looks  down  the  wood  to  ?ee  who  is  coming  at  such  a 
dashing  pace."  I 

Claude  drew  up  sharply  at  the  door  of  the  inn.  The  landlord  lifted  up  his 
hand,  and  in  a  strong  Scotch  accent,  ?aid-- 

"  Gude  guide  !  is  that  you  !" 

**  Yes,''  said  Claude.  "  I  have  taken  lo  travel  the  road  on  wheels,  now,  instead 
of  on  horseback.     How  do  you  think  it  will  do?*' 
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"  Eh,  sirs?  not  at  all— not  at  all.*' 

"  Then  I'll  give  it  up,  and  all  I  want  you  to  do  now,  is  to  let  our  horses  stand 
in  your  stable  ready  saddled  for  the  road  at  a  minute's  notice,  while  we  go  after  a 
bit  of  fun  in  this  curricle.     Can  you  do  it  ?'*  \ 

"■  Can  I  ?  surely  I  can— surely  I  can,  but  just  be  taking  care  of  your  necks,' 
my  braw  callants,  or  ye'll  rue  the  day,  but  make  yersels  easy  about  the  beastes. 
They  will  be  all  right  enough.     What  will  take  a  taste  of?"  j 

••  Anything  you  like."  .     ,      -  I 

The  landlord  upon  this  rather  general  order,  retired  into  the  house  and  brought 
out  a  silver  flagon,  half  full  of  brandy, 

"Take  a  sup  of  this,"  he  said,  *'  it's  only  a  strong  kind  of  ale,  if  you  look  at^ 
it  with  the  eye  of  philosophy."  I 

*'  It  just  is  a  strong  kind  of  ale,"  said  Claude.  "  It's  enough  to  make  one 
wink  again."  ^       j 

They  all  three  took  a  drop  of  the  brandy  and  then  they  rode  the  horses  into, 
the  inn-yard,  and  left  them  up  to  the  mid  leg  in  fodder,  after  which  they  got  into 
the  curricle,  and  Claude  waiving  his  whip  as  an  adieu  to  the  landlord,  turned  the 
horses  heads  on  the  route  they  had  come,  but  before  he  started  he  called  out — 

**  Do  you  know  a  place  called  Athens  Lodge  ?" 

*'  Do  1  know  it  ?  To  be  sure  I  do.  You'll  see  it  only  a  mile  from  here.  It 
has  the  oddest  crinkum  crankums  of  chimneys  that  ever  jou  saw  in  all  your; 
life."  i 

"All's  right,"  said  Claude.  '*  I  saw  the  very  chimneys  as  we  came  along,! 
but  did  not  know  it  was  the  place  w.e  sought.  We  shaU  be  soon  back,  Sanders. 
Good-by  for  the  present." 


CHAPTER  eCVI. 

dBtaili  some   adventures  at  a  CHRISTBNIN©, 

"  Now  Dick,"  said  Clauda,  "  is  yonr  mind  easy  about  your  horse  P" 
"  Quite.     It  was  before,  too,  after  your  assurance.'' 
"  Some  people,  Dick,  have  a  decided  objection  to  my  assurance.'* 
'*  And  well  they  may,  in  one  sense.'* 

<*  Not  a  doubt  of  it,"  said  Jack;  "  but  only  look— there  among  the  trees  a 
good  way  on,  you  may  see  the  very  chimneys  that  our  friend  of  the  old  *  Yew 
Tree  '  calls  crinkum  crankums." 

"  To  be  sure,"  said  Claude.  "  There  they  are,  and  here  we  are  ia  a  nice 
shady  bit  ot  road. — How  do  we  all  look  for  guests  at  a  christening?"' 
j  '♦  Well  enough,"  said  Dick,  "  we  can  make  an  excu?e  for  not  being  in  full 
dress,  as  we  can  say  we  only  came  down  to  see  our  frend,  Popham,  and  did  not 
expect  the  honour  ot  being  asked  to  represent  him  upon  the  auspicious  occasion, 
'and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  you  know.'' 
i     <'  Capital,"  said  Claude,  "you  shall  make  the  speech." 

I     "  Not  I,"  said  D'ck,  *'it  is  your  joke,  Claude,  and  you  .shaU  carry  it  out,  I 
I  will  bavo  nothing  of  that  sort  to  do  with  it,  and  if  you  try  to  let  me  in  for  any 
of  tl>.c  >.)  och-making,  I  shall  be  ofl"  back  to  the  'Ycv  Tree  '.  and  there  wait  for 
you  both." 

''  Well.  well. — I'll  do  the  speeclies— I'll  do  all  that,  but  mind  you  keep  a 
sharp  look  out,  both  of  you,  in  ca^e  any  of  the  Philistines  should  be  about,  for 
we  don't  know  exactly  who  may  be  invitea  to  this  affair  at  the  lodge.*' 
i  *'  Trust  me  for  that,"  said  Jack.  "  I  know  an  officer  by  the  look  of  his  eye 
in  a  moment.  They  can  never  deceive  me  let  them  be  disguised  hew  they  may. 
There  is  always  a  particular  white  WLoden  look  about  their  faces  that  they  cannot 

get  rid  of." 

I     Both  Dick  and  Claude  laughed  heartily  at  this  odd  idea  of  Jacks  concerning 

'officers,  and  then  as  the  gates  of  Athens  Lodge  appeared  in  sight,  they  thought 
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lit  prudent  to  put  on  a  grave  aspect,  and  to  commence  playing  their  parts  ag  they 

^intended  to  play  them,  ^  j 

'     Several  vehicles  of  different  descriptions  were  already  at  the  gates  of  the  lodge,; 

and  there  was  quite  a  bustling  aspect  about  the  servants  who  were  lounging  / 

about.     The  moment  Claude,  who  was  driving,  drew  up  at  the  gate,  a  servant' 

came  to  him  and  touching  his  hat  respectfully,  said — ■ 

[     "  I  will  take  charge  of  the  curricle,  sir,  if  you  please."  j 

I     ''Very  well,"  said  Claude.     ''  I  hope  all  the  family  is  well?'*  j 

!  **  Quite  well,  sir.  They  say  that  Julius  Ceesar  is  a  little  fractious,  this  morn- 
ing, that  is  all.''  '• 
«<Who?"  i 
i  "Julius  Caesar,  sir,  who  is  going  to  be  christened  to-day,  but  the  nurse  don*t 
think  it  is  anything  serious  at  all,  and  master  and  misses,  sir,  believes  that  he 
I  Will  be  able  to  go  through  the  ceremony  quite  properly,  sir," 

The  man  delivered  all  this  with  such  an  abominable  stupid  solidity  that  it  was 
really  quite  dreadful  to  hear  him,  and  it  was  only  with  the  greatest  possible  diffi'* 
culty,  that  Claude  prevented  himself  from  bursting  into  a  general  roar  of  laughing,  \ 
but  as  that  would  have  spoiled  everything,  he  resisted  the  impulse  to  do  so,  and 
said  with  great  gravity — 

"  Julius  Csesar  then,  I  presume,  is  to  be  the  name  of  the  child  V* 
\     "  Oh  dear,  yes,  sir,  that's  quite  settled." 
!     •'Very  good.     We  will  go  at  once  to  the  house,  if  you  please." 

*'  Yes,  gentlemen — certainly.  You  will  find  the  whole  family  in  the  lodge, 
gentlemen.  It's  only  round  those  trees,  you  see  them  right  on  a-head,  gentle- 
men," 

i     "Thank  you,  that  will  do.    That  will  do,  we  know  the  way.    It  is  all  right.*' 
'     The  servant  took  charge  of  the  curricle,  and  Claude — with  Jack  on  one  side 
and  Dick  Turpin  on  the  other — deliberately  walked  up   the  trim  and  well-kept 
^gravelled  path  that  led  to  the  lodge,  which  they  soon  came  in  sight  of,  and  which  I 
they  could  not  help  admiring.     It  was  a  very  pretty  structure,  indeed,  built  after, 
the  Greek  model,  and  with  a  row  of  Corinthian  columns  before  it,  that   lent  an 
air  of  great  grace  and  elegance  to  the  whole  structure. 

I     "Upon  my  word,"  said  Claude,  *'  our  dear  friends,  the  Scatters,  are  very  well: 
lodged  here."  i 

"  They  are,  indeed,*'  said  Jack, 

"  It  is  not  owing  to  their  taste,  though,"  said  Dick  ;  *'  you  may  quite  depend 

upon  it.    Money  has  purchased  this  place,  which  probably  has  been  the  abode 

of  one  whose  taste  has  outrun  his  means."  ' 

"  Not  a  very  rare  circumstance,*'  said  Claude,  I 

"  By  no  means.     But  who  have  we  here  ?"  ; 

A  servant  out  of  livery  came  to  meet  them,  for  they  had  been  seen  from  the 

windows  of  the  lodge,  and  as  everybody  in  the  drawing-room  had  disclaimed  any 

acquaintance  with  them,  it  had  been  thought  advisable  to  send  out  for  the  purpose 

of  ascertaining  who  they  really  were.     The  servant  executed  a  bow,  and  then 

said — 

*'  If  you  please,  gentlemen,  I  will  announce  you  names." 
"Very  well,"  said  Claude.     "  I  am  Mr.  Green,  this  is  Mr,  Brown,  and  this 
Mr.  Grey." 
The  servant  bowed  again. 

*'  You  can  tell  your  master  that  we  are  all  intimate  friends  of  Mr.  Popham, 
who  was  to  have  stood  as  god-father  to  Julius  Caesar  ;    but  as  he  is  very  much 
indisposed,  and  under  medical  advice,  dare  not  leave  his  room,  he  hopes  that  I 
shall  be  permitted  to  officiate  in  his  stead  on  this  interesting  occasion,   and   we 
have  come  here  in  his  curricle.*' 
**Pray  step  this  way,  gentlemen.     I  will  tell  master  directly," 
"Very  good  ;  you  go  on  before  and  let  him  know  the  state  of  affairs^  and   we 
will  follow  you,"' 
Thus  authorised  to  carry  his  news  as  quickly  as  he  chose,  the   tervaat  dart*d 
L  — ^ '  -:  - 
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off  into  the  house,  and  Claude,  with  his  two  friends,  purposely  we&t  on  very 
slowly,  in  crder  that  there  should  be  time  for  the  master  of  the  house  to  be  made 
acquainted  with  their  pretensions,  which  would  take  off  a  great  deal  of  the 
awkwardness  of  the  meeting. 
!     "  Will  it  do,  do  you  think  ?"  said  Dick. 
I     "  To  be  sure,"  said  Claude.     "  What  can  they  gay  V* 

•  "  Well,"  said  Jack,  "  I  don't  see  how  they  can  get  out  of  it  very  well  ;  but 
here  w«  are,  and  there  are  no  end  of  eyes  looking  at  us  from  the  drawing-room 
windows.  If  there  should  be  any  there  who  know  us  it  will  be  rather  a  treat, 
I  think." 

[     ♦'  We  will  not  think  such  a  thing  possible.' 

'  '^  It  will  be  quite  sufficient  if  we  do  not  think  it  probable,"  said  Jack.  *^But 
here  comes  some  one  else." 

I  A  pompous-looking  man  now  made  his  appearance  in  so  ren.arkably  stift  a 
oravat,  that  it  was  quite  impcssible  he  could  look  down  or  turn  his  head  without 
turning  his  whole  body  at  the  same  time.  This  was  no  other  than  Mr.  Scatters 
himself,  and  as  he  advanced  towards  his  guests  he  made  a  very  condescending 
kind  of  bow,  and  said — 

I  ''Gentlemen,  you  are  extremely  welcome,  indeed — I  may  say  extremely  wel- 
come ;  and  it  is  to  me  a  source  of  very  great  regret  that  Mr.  Popham  is  indis- 
posed and  cannot  d»  us  the  pleasure  of  coming  to  the  lodge  upon  this  little,  rather 
interesting,  occasion.' 

•'  Sir,"  said  Claude,  "  it  is  to  us  likt^wise  a  matter  of  great  regret  that  our 
esteemed  friend  cannot  come  ;  but  if  my  humble  services,  as  his  representative, 
will  suffice,  I  tender  them  with  pleasure,  otherwise,  sir,  we  will  not  intrude  upon 
you  any  further." 

*'  Don't  mention  that,  gentlemen.  Come  in — come  in,  I  pray  you.  I  am  very 
happy,  indeed,  to  see  you  at  my  poor  little  place  here.  Ah  ! — hem  !  A  nice 
little  lodge,  you  see,  with  no  pretensions.  Some  of  these  days  1  may,  perhaps, 
take  it  into  my  head  to  build  a  mansion — A-hem  !'* 

It  was  qiiiie  clear,  that  the  weak  point  of  Mr.  Scatters  was  vanity  ;  so  Claude 
was  quite  resolved  upon  exhibiting  a  tolerably  large  dose  of  flaitery,  and  he 
said  — 

"Sir,  this  place,  to  my  humble  judgment,  is  superb  ;  and  I  can  mly  answer, 
that  it  Could  have  had  its  oriijin  in  the  fine  taste,  and  exquisite  imagination  of  a 
Scatters."  • 

*'Then,"  said  Dick  to  Jack,  in  a  whi.-^per;  ''if  he  will  swallow  that,  he  will 
stop  at  nothing.*' 

Mr.  Scatters  bowed  as  he  replied — 

"  Sir,  I  rejoice  to  find  that  Mr.  Popham's   representative,  upon  this  little  oc 
cision,  is  a  gentleman  of  so  discriminating  a  character."  | 

Upon  this,  Claude  bowed  ;  and  all  the  bowing,  and  the  movements  of  the  arms 
were  exceedingly  interesting,  no  doubt,  to  the  people  in  the  drawing-room,  who 
had  not  the  smallest  idea  of  what  it  was  all  about.  It  was  with  no  small  difficulty, 
that  Jack  and  Dick  kept  themselves  in  a  decorous  state  of  gravity;  and  as  for 
Claude,  he  was  ready  to  burst  with  laughter  at  the  antics,  and  the  vanity  of  Mr, 
Scatters.  _  j 

They  all  ascended  the  flight  of  steps  that  led  under  the  columns  with  their 
Corinthian  capitals;  and  then  passing  through  a  hall,  paved  with  marble,  they 
entered  the  drawing-room,  where  there  was  an  assemblage  of  some  twenty  or, 
thirty  people,  waiting  for  the  ceremony  to  commenca. 

"Allow  me  to  introduce,"  said  Mr.  Scatters,  "the  representative  of  our  ex- 
cellent neighboar,  Mr.  Popham,  who  is  too  unwell  to  attend  upon  this  little 
auspic  ous,  and  interesting  occasion.  I  beg,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  to  introduce 
to  you  all,  Mr. — a— a——'* 

"Brown,"  said  Claude. 

"  BioATB,'*  said  Mr.  Scatters,  **  anl  this  is  his  fritnd,  Mr.— Mr. * 

*'G  e.n,"  said  Cliude. 
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*'  Green,"  added  Mr.  Scatters,  and  then  in  ]\ke  manner  Jack  was  introduced 
as  Mr.  Grey  ;  and  then  all  the  guests  smiled,  and  bowed,  and  awarded,  in  a 
pleasant  sort  of  smiling  way,  their  satisfaction;  and  just  as  Claude  was  abuut 
to  say  something,  a  tremendous  squall  came  upon^the  ears  of  the  company,  and 
Mr.  Scatters  exclaimed — 


THE  THREE  ADVENTURERS   FOI,LO\YI>;G  BOB   THROUGH   THE   VAULTS. 

"  It  is  Julius  Caesar!  Oh,  it  is  Julius  Css-ar  !  What  are  they  doing  fo  that 
aoorable  infant  ?" 

"  Here  he  is  I—here  he  is  !"  cried  everybody.  "  Here  he  is  1  Oh,  the  love  ! 
Come  along!     Ob,  the  duck  !" 

A  succession  of  httle  howls  and  squalls  now  proceeded  from  the  further  end 
°^  *^^  drawing-room,  and,  in  a  few  moments,  an  amazingly  fat  nurse  made  her 

No.  110.  """^         '~ 
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appearaace,  carrying  the  baby,  and  the  mother,  no  less  a  personage  than  the 
female  Scatters,  following  closely,  dressed  up  to  the  eys  in  a  profusion  of  satins, 
and  laces,  and  flounces,  and  jewellery. 

"He  comes-  he  comes !'  cried  Mr.  Scatter?.     "  Oh,  he  comes  !" 

And  then  all  the  ladies  surrounded  the  iiifj...:  Scatters;  and  such  a  fassing,  and 
kissing,  and  squealing  was  never  seen. 

"This  is  affecting,"  said  Mr.  Scatters. 

**  Very,"  said  Claude. 

*'  The  man,"  said  Dick,  "  who  could  refuse  the  sympathetic  tear  to  a  scene 
like  this,  would  think  nothing  of  sending  his  own  father  to  he  baked  for  a  Christ- 
mas dinner." 

"  Where  is  Mr.  Popham  ?"  said  Mrs.  Scatters,  in  a  sighing  tone  of  voice.  "  Oh, 
where  is  Mr.  Popham,  who  is  to  assist  in  placing  Julius  Csesar  in  the  pale  of  the 
chnrch  ?" 

"My  dear/'  said  Mr.  Scatters,  *'calm  yourself.  Mr.  Popham  can't  come, 
but  he  has  sent  a  most  elegant  gentleman,  of  the  name  of  Brown." 

**  Oh,  gracious  !" 

*'  My  love  !  My  life !  Be  calm.  Allow  me  to  introduce  Mr.  Brown  to 
you,  and  I  am  sure  you  will  be  quite  pleased  to  find  so  very  gentlemanly  and 
appreciating  a  person.  Mr.  Brown,  allow  me  to  present  you  to  Mrs.  Scatters. 
My  love,  this  is  the  representative  of  Mr.  Popham." 

I  Mrs.  Scatters  took  a  glance  at  Claude,  and  finding,  as  it  was  easy  enough  to 
find  at^a  very  transient  glance,  that  he  was  decidedly  well-looking,  she  bestowed 
quite  a  favourable  regard  upon  hira,  and  murmured  out  that  he  was  very 
j  welcome. 

"  I  am  much  obliged,  madam,"  said  Claude;  "it  is  a  pity  that  child  is  not 
a  girl." 

*' Indeed,  sir.     Why  so  ?" 

"  Because  then  there  might  be  a  chance  that  the  world  would  have  such  another 
face  and  form  as  her  mother's  to  gaze  upoa." 

"  Oh,  sir." 

The  lady  bestowed,  now,  upon  Claude  a  very  gracious  smile,  indeed,  and  it 
was  quite  clear  that  she  was  just  as  fond  of  flattery  as  Mr.  Scatters,  and,  indeed, 
as  all  the  world  is. 

"  The  most  reverend,  the  dean,"  announced  a  servant,  and  then  all  eyes 
were  turned  towards  the  door,  at  which  entered  a  clergyman  with  a  very  white 
placid,  stupid-looking  face,  who  was  to  perform  the  ceremony  of  christening ;  and 
who  being  the  second  cousin's  nephew  of  a  member  of  the  government,  was 
made  a  Dean  in  the  church. 

"  Dear  me,"  said  Mr.  Scatters,  "  this  is  yery  delightful.  Here  we  are  all,  and 
Julius  Caesar  quite  quiet." 

A  terrific  squall  at  that  moment  from  the  young  scion  of  the  Scatter's  stock, 
contradicted  the  rash  assertion,  and  several  of  the  guests  placed  their  hands  to 
their  ears  to  shut  out  the  sound. 

"Oh,  Gracious!"  cried  Mrs.  Scatter?,  *'what  is  the  matter  with  Julius 
I  Csesar  ?»' 

I  "  N^othing,  mum,"  said  the  nurse.  "  It  was  nothing,  mum.  It's  only  one  of 
:  his  little  ways,  mum,  bless  his  heart,  that's  all.  There,  now,  he  is  for  all  the 
j  world  just  like  a  lamb  again." 

The  dean  was,  now,  the  centre  of  a  circle  of  ordinary  ladies,  who  thought 
.that  in  every  stupid  common-place  sentence  that  came  from  his  lips,  there  must 
{be  hidden  some  very  proficient  piece  of  wisdom,  and  so  they  admired  it  upon 
trust,  accordingly. 

"  Ladies  and  gentlemen  !"'  said  Mr.  Scatters,  suddenly. 

Every  eye  was  turned  at  once  upon  him, 

"  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  the  little  interesting  ceremony  will  be  performed 
in  this  room  first,  and  then  when  it  is   ail  over,  there  will  be  a  Dejuner  a  la  Fa- 
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chette  in  the  dining-room,  and  we  shall  all  have  the  pleasure  of  drinking  the 
health  of  Julius  Caesar.     Are   you  quite  ready,  Mr.  Dean  ?""' 

i  *'  Oh,  dear  yes  ;  as  I  was  saying,  after  the  rain  you  generally  have  it  a  little 
fine,  you  see,  in  consequence  of  a  change  in  the  weather,"  said  the  sapient 
dean. 


CHAPTER  CCVII. 

DUVAL    MAKES    AN    EXTRAORDINARY    SENSATION    AT    THE    LODGE. 

This  announcement  from  Mr.  Scatters  appeared  to  give  the  most  unqualified 
and  general  satisfaction,  as  such  announcements  seldom  fail  to  do  ;  for  upon  such 
occasions  as  that  one,  the  geod  people  who  had  come  to  the  lodge,  were  rather 
more  intent  upon  what  they  were  to  get  in  the  shape  of  good  things  to  eat  and 
drink,  than  upon  anything  at  all  concerning  the  fate  or  prospects  of  Julius 
Caesar.  I 

Claude  was  close  to  the  dean  when  that  miracle  of  wisdom  made  the  remark' 
with  which  we  concluded  our  last  chapter,  and  he  could  not  resist  the  very  natural 
impulse  to  reply  to  him  something  after  his  own  fashion.  I 

"  That,  sir,"  said  Claude,  '*  is  a  very  just  observation  of  yours,  and  I  have 
frequently  remarked  that  when  the  wind  is  blowing  in  this  country,  it  raises  the  J 
dust,  and  that  if  any  of  it  gets  into  the  eyes,  it  has  quite  an  effect,  for  the  time, 
upon  the  vision,  and  in  some  constitutions  induces  a  sneeze." 

"Really,"  said  the  dean,  ''that  is  a  remarkable  fact.  You  are,  sir,  a  most 
observing  individual.' 

'*  I  pride  myself  upon  being  so,  sir.'' 

"And  you  may  with  justice,  sir.  That  last  remark  of  yours  about  the  dust 
strikes  me  as  being  both  original  and  true.  I  will  make  a  note  of  it  when  I  get 
home." 

'*  Oh,  sir,  you  do  me  too  much  honour.*' 

"  Not  at  all.  Not  at  all.  But  we  are  really  the  only  persons  conversing,  and; 
I  see  that  our  kind  friend,  the  gentleman,  is  anxiously  waiting  for  the  christening' 
of  the  baby." 

*'  Do  not  let  me  interrupt  you,  my  dear  sir." 

The  dean  and  Claude  bowed  to  each  other  very  ceremoniously,  indeed,  and  then 
the  company  assumed  extremely  decorous  attitudes  in  which  to  witness  the 
ceremony. 

A  silver  mug  of  water  was  brought  to  the  dean,  by  the  aid  of  which  he  was  to 
sprinkle  Julius  Caesar,  and  then  lifting  up  his  eyes  like  a  dying  duck,  he  commented 
the  ceremony. 

j  Several  of  the  ladies,  particularly  those  who  happened  to  be  the  nearest  to  Mrs. 
Scatters  pretended  to  be  deeply  affected  at  what  was  going  on,  and  made  con- 
siderable snufflmg  with  their  noses  to  indicate  the  extent  to  which  their  feelings 
were  afi'ected,  and  Mr.  Scatters,  with  his  eyes  half  shut,  looked  as  though  he  fully 
believed  that  a  choir  of  angels  were  invisibly  assisting  at  the  ceremony. 

In  a  very  few  minutes  it  came  to  be  Claude's  turn  to  make  the  responses,  and 
everything  went  smoothly  enough,  until,  in  a  very  bland  kind  of  voice,  the  dean 
asked  what  name  was  to  be  given  to  the  child. 

!  Of  course,  everybody  fully  expected  that  it  was  as  fixed  as  fate  that  Julius  Caesar 
was  to  be  the  name,  and  it  was  not  for  the  moment  imagined  that  any  combination 
of  circumstances  could  possibly  occur  to  alter  such  a  thmg.  The  consternation  of 
the  whole  assembly  may  therefore  be  imagined,  but  certainly  not  described,  when 
Claude  Duval  proceeded  to  enact  this  most  extraordinary  part  in  the  performance, 
and  which  no  earthly  consideration,  connected  with  his  own  safety,  could  possibly 
have  induced  him  to  alter. 

In  a  clear  voice — alas !  a  world  too  clear  for  the  peace  of  the  Scatters  family, 
Claude  replied  to  the  dean,— 
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"Tke  name  of  this  sweet  infant  will  be  Dick  Turpin  Jack  Claude  Duval  !" 

The  dean  very  nearly  dropped  the  hopes  cf  all  the  Scatters  on  to  the  floor, 
and  as  he  had  his  hand  in  the  water,  ready  for  the  very  polite  sprinkle  he  had 
been  ^oing  to  give  the  child,  he,  on  the  surprise  and  the  impulse  of  the  momtnt 
gave  it  such  a  dash  with  the  cold  fluid  in  the  face,  that  Julius  Ccesar,  who  had  for 
the  last  few  mom'ints  behaved  with  the  utmost  decorum  burst  into  a  roar  that 
I  was  perfectly  terrific,  and  made  everybody  wink  again. 

I  *'  Goodness  Gracious  !**  shouted  Mr.  Scatters,  trying  to  make  himself  heard  over 
!  the  cries  of  his  infant  heir ;  *'  what  do  I  hear  ?  This  must  be  some  terrible  dream, 
surely?" 

j  The  dean  looked  aghast,  and  Mrs.  Scatters  would  have  fainted,  only  there  was 
no  one  near  to  her  but  a  very  small  gentleman,  who  looked  as  though  he  would 
be  quite  certain  to  let  her  drop  if  she  ventured  upon  the  very  hazardous  feat  of 
falling  into  his  arms. 

Claude  pretended  to  look  astonished  at  the  sensation  he  had  created,  and  Jack 
and  Dick  had  the  greatest  difficulty  to  keep  themselves  from  bursting  into  a  roar 
of  laughter. 

*'  My  dear  sir,"  gasped  the  dean  ;  *'  you  don't  really  mean  to  say  that  the  shild 
is  to  be  christened  in  so  many  names  ?" 

"  I  believe,"  said  Claude,  "  that  as  the  good  father,  I  may  name  the  child  what 
I  like." 

"  Yes  ;  but— but— Oh,  dear  !     Oh,  dear  !" 

*'  And  I  further  believe,  sir,  that  you  are  bound  to  go  on  with  the  ceremony 
which  is  thus  scandalously  interrupted.  I  have  given  you  the  name,  sir,  and  must 
beg  you  to  be  so  good  as  to  finish  christening  the  child,  and  here's  the  silver  mug 
that  I  intend  to  give  it." 

"  No — no — no  !"  cried  Mr.  Scatters,  rashing  forward,  "  I  can't  have  it  chris- 
tened Jacii  and  Dick  and  all  that  sort  of  thing.  It  can't  be  done  I  Stop  it — stop 
it,  1  won't  hear  it  !" 

"  But  my  dear  sir,"  said  Claude,  *' are  you  aware  that  you  are  interrupting 
one  of  the  most  awful  and  serious  ceremonies  of  the  church  ?  Really  this  is 
shocking  conduct." 

**  Bother  the  church  and  the  ceremonies,  too.  I  am  a  man  of  ample  means, 
sir,  1  can  tell  you,  and  as  regards  the  church  and  its  ceremonies,!  am  willing  to 
uphold  them,  as  all  highly  respectable  people  do,  as  long  as  they  are  convenient 
to  me,  but  no  longer,  sir.  Stop  the  christening — stop  the  christening  !  There 
is  some  horrid  mistake  !  I  can't  have  Julius  Caesar  called  such  frightful 
names." 

*'  If  the  dean,"  said  Claude,  "don't  go  on  with  the  christening,  and  give  the 
child  the  names  I  mention,  I  shall  represent  his  conduct  to  the  bishop  of  the 
dioscese." 

**That,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Scatters,  "allow  me  to  tell  you,  will  not  be  of  the 
slightest  consequence,  for  the  bishop's  wife's  cousin's  aunt  is  the  twin  sister  of 
the  dean's  wife." 

"  Oh,  ah,  to  be  sure  then,"  said  Claude,  "  of  course  the  dean  may  do  just 
what  he  likes," 

"  Exactly  so,  sir.  Therefore,  Mr.  Dean,  Ibeg  that  you  will  be  so  good  as  to 
put  an  immediate  stop  to  the  christening." 

'•  Very  well  then,"  said  Claude,  "  I  shall  go,  and  my  friends  will  go  with  me, 
I  have  no  doubt,  "'iou  may  all  say  what  you  like,  and  do  what  you  like,  but 
that  child's  proper  name  now  is  Dick  Turpin  Jack  Claude  Duval,  and  that 
is  the  name  he  will  have  to  go  by  in  spite  of  you  all.  There  is  the  mug  that  I 
brought  to  him,  and  which  I  scorn  to  take  away  again ;  and  now,  ladies  and  gen- 
tlemen, I  and  my  friends  bid  you  all  good  day,  and  when  there  is  another  chris- 
tening here  we  hope  to  come  again." 

These  words  were  scarcely  out  of  Claude's  lips,  when  a  servant,  with  much  less 
ceremony  than  the  Scatters'  family  usually  looked  for  in  their  domestics,  rushed 
into  the  room,  ciying  aloud— 
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'•  Oh,  sir — oh,  sir— oh,  missus,  oh  I" 

**  What  is  it?"  shouted  half  a  dozen  voices, 

**  Why,  sir,  there's  come  a  mounted  ofl5cer  from  Oxford,  sir,  and  missus  and 
he  says  that  three  notorious  highwaymen,  named  Claude  Duval,  Dick  Turpio, 
and  Jack  Somebody,  are  on  the  road,  and  that  everybody  ought  to  be  warned 
about  them,  and  to  go  about  with  loaded  pistols  and  all   that  sort  of  thing." 

All  the  ladies  present  raised  a  simultaneous  scream,  and  looked  at  our  three 
adventurers. 

*'  The  game  is  up,"  whispered  Dick  to  Claude. 

*'  Rather,"  said  Claude.  *'  Jack,  go  to  the  door  of  the  room,  and  don't  let  a 
soul  out  of  it." 

Jack  did  so,  and  then  Claude,  with  cue  bound,  sprang  upon  a  table,  and 
looking  around  him  with  an  air  of  haughty  defiance,  he  said— 

**  Ladies  and  gentlemen — It  don't  matter  much  who  I  am,  or  who  my  two 
friends  are.  Let  it  suffice  you  that  we  are  willing  to  leave  this  house  in  peace, 
and  that  it  will  be  highly  dangerous  to  prevent  us." 

The  ladies  gave  another  scream, 

**Nothing,'*  added  Claude,  "can  possibly  be  to  me  more  afflicting  than  to  be  a 
sourceof  terror  to  the  ladies.  I  sincerely  hope  [that  among  all  the  beauty  and 
bright  eyes  and  lovely  forms  that  I  see  around  me,  I  shall  not  occasion  one  pang 
of  alarm  ;  such  is  far,  very  far  distant  indeed  from  my  intention." 

**  He  is  really  a  very  nice  man,"  whispered  one  lady  to  another,  who  was 
close  to  her. 

**  And  handsome,  decidedly  so,"  said  the  other. 

**  And  so  discriminating,"  said  a  third,  joining  the  conference,  *'  such 
evident  taste  he  has." 

"  Oh,  great — great.'* 

'*  But,"  cried  Mr.  Scatters,  ''  goodness  gracious,  we  cannot  put  up  with  this. 
I  am  a  respectable  man,  and  cannot  think  of  it  for  a  moment.  Police— pohce  ! 
Murder  I" 

"  Hark  you,  sir,"  said  Claude.  "  The  pattern  upon  this  wall  is  very  pretty,  but 
I  shall  be  compelled  to  alter  it,  if  you  make  any  more  disturbance.  Be  warned, 
sir." 

*^  Alter  the  pattern  on  the  wall  ?  What  d©  you  mean,  sir  ?  What  do  you 
mean,  you  low  highwayman  ?'' 

"  I  mean  that  I  will  plaster  one  of  the  panels  with  the  few  brains  you  possess. 
Do  you  understand  me  now,  sir  ?" 

Mr.  Scatters  staggered  back  until  he  was  supported  by  the  wall,  and  then 
Claude  said  to  Dick — 

"  Be  so  good  as  to  shoot  that  young  gentleman  who  is  trying  to  get  out  of  the 
room  by  yonder  window." 

"Certainly,"  said  lurpin,  as  he  drew  a  pistol  from  his  pocket,  and  presented 
it  at  a  lanky  youth  who  had  thought  he  might  make  an  escape  without  being 
noticed,  and  who  certainly  would  have  done  so  if  Claude  had  not  been  so  elevated, 
from  his  position  upon  the  table,  that  he  could  see  everything  that  was  going  on 
remarkably  well. 

When  the  youth  found  that  his  clever  device  did  not  succeed,  he  rolled  upon 
his  back  in  an  agony  of  terror,  and  sought  for  safety  among  the  feet  of  the  ladies. 

"  Oh,  well,  let  him  be,"  said  Claude.  "It  is  sufficient  that  he  is  stopped  in 
his  design];  and  now  we  will  go." 

With  this  Claude  jumped  from  the  table,  but  the  dean  came  up  to  him,  and  in 
a  mild  voice,  said — 

'•  I  sincerely  hope  that  you  and  your  friends  will  be  so  good  as  to  give  your- 
selves up  to  justice  ;  and  I  beg  to  assure  you  that  such  a  proceeding  on  your 
part,  will  be  highly  satisfactory  to  the  authorities." 

*'  You  don't  say  so  ?"  said  Claude,  as  he  lifted  the  silver  ewer  of  water,  that 
had  been  brought  for  the  christening,  from  the  table,  and  discharged  the  whole 
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contents  into  the  dean's  face.  "  You  don't  say  so  ?  There,  now  I  have  christened 
you,  and  you  may  take  the  name  of  Tom  Noddy,  forthwith."  j 

"Bless  me,"  said  the  dean,  as  he  went  spluttering  away.  "How  water 
does  wet  you,  to  be  sure."  ^  ! 

'*  Come,"  whispered  Dick  to  Claude,  "  come.  Every  moment  now  is  fraught 
with  its  own  particular  dangers."  i 

"  I  know  it.  These  people  must  all  be  locked  into  this  room.  Is  there  a  key 
in  the  door  ?" 

''Yes.'* 

"  Then  lock  it  on  the  outside,  and  then  we  will  make  the  best  of  our  way  to 
our  horses  and  be  off,  for  the  neighbourhood  of  the  lodge  will  soon  be  decidedly 
too  hot  to  hold  us.'' 

"It  is  DOW." 

*'  Come,  then.     Ladies,  once  more,  adieu." 

Claude  made  for  the  door,  and  in  a  moment  they  were  all  three  on  the  outside 
ot  it ;  Dick  locked  it,  and  took  the  key  away  with  him,  and  then  they  ran  out  of 
the  house. 

"  Stop  one  moment,"  said  Claude,  as  they  halted  within  a  side-view  of  the 
windows  of  the  room.     *'  Stop  a  moment." 

"What  for,  Claude?" 

'*  You  will  see  directly.  Some  one  will  make  an  attempt  to  get  out  at  one  of 
the  windows,  and  I  want  to  put  a  stop  to  that  sort  of  thing  for  the  next  ten 
minutes." 

*'  I  understand  you." 

The  anticipations  of  Duval  regarding  what  would  occur,  turned  out  to  be 
quite  correct,  for  in  the  course  of  half  a  minute  the  head  and  leg  of  some- 
body was  projected  from  one  of  the  windows  that  opened  on  to  the  terrace, 
that  went  partially  round  the  house.  Claude  had  a  pistol  in  his  hand,  and 
he  immediately  fired,  but  he  did  not  intend  any  mischief.  All  he  wished  was 
to  give  a  salutary  fright  to  the  owner  of  the  head  and  the  leg,  and  through  him  a 
warning  to  the  whole  of  the  company. 

The  bullet  flew  past  the  window,  and  the  head  and  leg  disappeared  into  the 
room  again  in  a  moment,  while  a  loud  scream  testified  to  the  effect  that  the  shot 
had  had  upon  the  nerves  of  the  person  to  whom  those  members  belonged.  ^ 


CHAPTER  CCVIIL 

CLAUDE    REDRESSES   SOME  GRIEVANCES    ON    THE   ROAD   TO   LONDON. 

«  That  will  do,  I  think,"  said  Claude. 

"  Tt  ought,"  said  Jack,  "  but  the  panic  won't  ^.ast  very  long,  so  let  us  be  off  at 
once.  It  won't  do  to  have  Mr.  Scatters  and  all  his  guests  yelping  at  our  heels' 
like  a  lot  of  curs,  and  Julius  Caesar,  for  all  we  know  to  the  contrary,  bringing  up 
the  rear."  I 

Both  Claude  and  Dick  laughed  at  Jack's  description  of  what  might  be,  but  they 
did  not  neglect  the  sound  advice  that  his  words  contained,  and  they  all  made  off 
now  as  quickly  as  they  possibly  could  from  Athens  Lodge.  I 

No  doubt  the  servant  who  had  brought  the  information  into  the  drawing-; 
room,  of  there  being  upon  the  road  three  such  very  desperate  personages  as 
Duval,  Jack,  and  Dick  Turpin,  was  not  the  only  one  oT  the  domestics  at  thej 
lodge  entrance  who  had  heard  the  tale  of  the 'mounted  man  from  Oxford; 
and  now  when  the  three  friends  where  seen  advancing  in  haste  towards  the 
gates,  it  struck  everybody  there  that  they  might  be  tiie  very  personages  men- 
tioned by  the  officer,  who  had  got  off  his  horse,  and  with  the  bridle  of  it 
hanging  upon  his  arm,  and   a  pot    of  ale   in  his  hand,  was  listening   with   a 
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look  of  sharp  suspicion  upon  his  face  to  the  echoes  of  the  pistol-shot  that  Claude 
had  just  fired. 

**  Look/'  saia  Jack. 

"  At  what  ?"  cried  Claude.     '*  Which  way.  Jack  1" 

**To  the  gate — there  is  one  of  the  Oxford  officers.  He  was  with  us  all  at  the 
■foot  of  the  gallows  on  a  recent  occasion,  Dick.*' 

'     "  Don't  mention  it/*  said  Turpin.     <*  it  gives  one  almost  a  crick  in   the  neck 

to  hear  of  it,  but  we  must  not  allow  him  to  be  at  all  mischievous.    I  will  run  on.*' 

j     As  he  spoke,  Dick  run  on,  but  the  officer  saw   that  there  was  danger,  and  not 

probably  feeling  himself  to  be  quite  a  match  for  three  stout  men,  he  threw  down 

the  pot  of  ale,  and  made  a  rapid  and  vigorous  attempt  to  mount  his  horse  again. 

i     *'  Stop  that  !'*  cried  Dick.     "  Stop  that !"  and  then  he  just  reached  the  officer 

in  time  to  lay  hold  of  his  leg,  and  prevent  him  from  mounting  the  horse,  and  not 

only  did  Dick  do  that,  but  he  pulled  the  officer  right  on  to  the  ground,  saying — 

"  Resistance  will  be  madness.     You  may  preserve  your  life  by  lying  stilL" 

!     "  When  I  can't  help  it/'  said  the  officer,  "  I  will,  but  not  before.     You  are  my 

prisoner,  and  I  caU  upon  all  here  to  aid  me  in  the  king's  name." 

!     He  then  laid  hold  of  Dick  by    the  ancles  and   tried    to    throw  him    down, 

but  as  Dick  resisted  the    first    shock,  the   officer    did    not    succeed    in    doing 

that.    The  servants  who  were  about    made    a    slight   kind    of   movement,  as 

though  they  fully  intended  in  some  sort  of  way  to  answer  the  appeal  of  the 

officer;  but  Claude  stepping  up  with  a  pistol  in  each  hand,  cried  out  in  a  loud 

stern  voice — 

j  "  If  any  man  here  present  is  tired  of  his  life,  let  him  only  move  hand  or  foot  to 
interfere  with  us,  and  away  goes  the  top  of  his  skull,  as  sure  as  he  now  breathes, 
and  that  there  are  a  couple  of  slugs  in  each  of  these  barrels  that  will  do  that 
business  for  him  most  effectually/' 

j  This  was  a  threat  that  had  the  desired  effect,  particularly  as  Jack  appeared  close 
•to  Claude  similiarly  armed;  and  as  Dick  dealt  the  officer,  who  would  not  leave 
go  of  his  ancles,  a  blow  with  his  clenched  fist,  that  sent  him  rolling  over  and  over 
to  some  distance,  where  he  lay  insensible,  or  affecting,  from  prudential  considera- 
|tions,  to  be  so ;  for  by  this  time  he  must  have  seen  that  the  only  chance  he  had 
jin  the  affair,  was  of  a  broken  head, 

I  Not  one  of  the  servants  now  ventured  upon  anything  in  the  shape  of  inter 
iference;  and  our  three  adventurers  passed  out  by  the  open  gate  into  the  roadway. 
I  *'  Don't  hurry,"  said  Claude,  "but  the  sooner  we  are  on  horseback,  the  better 
it  will  be  for  our  healths,  I  think.** 

"  Not  a  doubt  of  it,  for  if  I  mistake  not,"  said  Dick,  *'  we  shall  have  the  whole 
parish  up  in  arms  in  the  course  of  another  half-hour,  and  we  may  yet  have  a  hard 
tussle  to  escape/' 

"Don't  say  that,  Dick,"  added  Claude,  "or  you  will  make  me  something 
worse  than  miserable,  for  I  cannot  forget  that  it  was  I  who  brought  you  both  into 
this  scrape/' 

**  I  forgot  it  then,  Claude,  or  1  should  not  have  spoken ;  but  let  what  will 
happen,  don't  you  fancy  that.  It  is  true  you  suggested  the  affair,  but  it  is 
equally  true  that  we  both  joined  in  it  of  our  own  free  will ;  so  it  is  the  special 
fault  of  no  one  in  particular ;  and  now  I  think,  as  we  have  got  some  distance  from 
the  lodge  gates,  we  may  as  well  take  a  run,  and  get  to  our  steeds  as  fast  as 
possible/' 

"  Agreed,"  said  Claude. 

Upon  this,  they  all  three  went  at  a  good  hard  run  towards  the  public-house,  at 
which  they  had  left  their  steeds  ;  and  it  was  rather  ridiculous  to  see  them  all  ge« 
there  out  of  breath ;  but  then  they  did  not  consider  that  to  be  of  any  consequence, 
as  they  knew  that  when  mounted  their  fatigue  would  be  over. 

The  landlord  of  the  inn  had  kept  a  good  look  out,  for  he  guessed  that  they 
might  came  back  at  speed,  and  the  moment  he  saw  them  on  the  scamper,  he  got 
their  cattle  out,  so  that  they  really  had  nothing  to  do  but  to  spring  to  their  saddles; 
and  then  Claude  burst  into  a  hearty  laugh,  as  he  said-— 
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**  All's  right.  I  feel  as  if  every  danger  was  all  but  over,  when  I  am  once  fairly 
mounted." 

*•  I  am  not  good  at  such  a  sharp  hunt  as  this  we  have  had,"  said  Jack,  panting 
for  breath ;  "  but  it  was  just  as  well,  for  a  minute  sayed  may  be  a  life." 

'*  Are  they  after  you  ?"  said  the  landlord. 

"Oh,  no,"  gaid  Claude,  **but  they  will  be,  without  a  doubt.  Come  on,  Dick, 
we  must  try  back  a  little  way  and  get  into  some  cross-road.  Ah  !  well  done  ! 
Here  they  are,  and  in  some  strength,  too.  Come,  this  is  interesting.  Keep 
together,  and  don't  fire  hastily,  whatever  you  do.  It  may  not  come  to  anything 
serious  after  all,  though  they  do  show  such  a  gcod  front." 

The  occasion  of  these  words  from  Claude's  lips,  was  quickly  and  easily  observ- 
able, for  along  the  road,  which  they  had  so  recently  traversed  at  speed  upon  foot, 
cams  about  a  dozen  horsemen,  headed  by   the  officer,  who  had  thought  proper, 
when  his  affairs  did  not  look  well,  to  be  quite  unconscious  of  what  was  going  on,' 
but  who,  the  moment  Claude  Duval  and  his  friends  had  turned  their  backs,  andj 
left  the  lodge  gates,  revived,  and  by  the  promise  of  large  rewards,  induced  the! 
grooms  and  others  who  were  waiting  for  the  guests  at  the  christening,  to  mount 
and  aid  him  in  an  endeavour  to  capture  the  highwaymen  ;  and  it  was  this  party,  i 
so  hastily  got  together,  that  had  attracted  the  attention  of   Claude.  { 

The  officer  having  two  pairs  of  pistols  with  him,  kept  one  pair  to  himself,  and' 
divided  the  other  between  two  of  the  grooms,  so  that  there  was  the  appearance 
of  three  men  being  well  armed  with  pistols. 

An  old  gun,  too,  had  beea  brought  out  of  the  gate-keeper's  little  residence,  and 
that  made  a  formidable  show.  As  for  the  rest  of  the  paity»  they  were  armed  with 
such  desu'tory  weapons,  in  the  s'l^pe  of  pitchforks  and  shovels,  as  upon  the  spur 
of  the  moment  the  gardener's  lodge  afforded.  ! 

**  This  is  too  bad,"  said  Dick.  j 

"  How  do  you  mean  by  too  bad  ?"  askmil  Jack.  ' 

*'  Why,  first,  that  w^e  shall  be  obliged  to  do  a  mii>chief  to  some  of  these  stupid 
fellows,  and  it's  all  owing  to  the  officer,  who  won't  let  we  three  alone."  ' 

•*  We  must  protect  ourselves,"  said  Claude;  "  and  if  they  will  run  their  heads 
into  mischief,  it's  their  own  look-out.  See,  they  hang  back  already.  The  only 
thing  to  put  them  all  intJ  wonderful  spirits  would  be  for  us  to  run  aivay."  | 

"  No  ilonbt.  Keep  a  good  look-out  upon  that  fellow  with  the  gun.  Ke  seems 
as  if  he  were  very  much  inclined  to  fire  it  at  i^jt.     Jjook  at  him." 

Claude  did  look  at  him,  and  then,  a>  he  held  out  his  hand  with  n  long  hiffhly- 
polished  pistol  in  it,  he  called  out, — "  The  man  who  fires  the  fi'-st  shot  dies,  if  he 
bad  as  many  lives  as  a  cat." 

Upon  this,  the  valorous  personage  who  had  the  gun  reversed  it  so  suddenly ' 
that  he  poked  the  muzzle  of  it  into  the  eye  cf  the  person  behind  him,  and  gave  a 
sound  rap  upon  the  back  lo  one  who  was  before  him  with  the  butt  of  it.  Probably 
the  officer  did  not  think  his  party  that  he  had  so  hastily  collected  was  half  so 
[formidable  as  it  looked,  foi  waiving  his  hand,  he  advanced  a  few  paces — they  were 
very  few  though — and  spoke — 

*'  You  are  welUknown,  all  three  of  you,"  he  said,  '^  and  it  is  quite  impossible 
you  can  getaway.     You  know  that  bj' resistance  and  open  vio.'ence  you  can 
only  make  your  case  much  worse  than  it  is,  and  bring  down  upon  you  the  ven-J 
geance  of  the  law;  whereas,  if  you  give  in  now  at  once,  without  causing  iiuyj 
bloodshed,  I  shall  be  very  happy  to  say  all  1  can  in  your  favour." 

*'  You  are  very  kind,"  said  Claude  ;  "  but  we  beg  to  decline  your  good  offices, 
my  friend." 

"  Corae— come,  only  consider.  We  must  have  you.  I  and  my  gallant  fellows 
here,  will  have  you." 

I  **  Where  are  the  gallant  fellows  ?"  said  Claude.  "Since  you  are  so  fond  of 
talking  and  giving  advice,  allow  me  to  tell  you  that  at  the  first  shot  that  is  fired  by 
jus,  th«  gallant  fellows  will  run  away  and  leave  you  to  any  fate  that  you  may  pro- 
I  voke  us  to  inflict  upon  you.  For  myself,  1  beg  to  say  that  I  am  very  well  as  long 
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as  I  am  in  tolerable  humour,  but  I  won't  ans^rer  for  myself  if  you  carry  this  affair 

too  far."  .    ,    ,  ^•  1  <.   u  \ 

The  officer  was  a  little  staggered,  and  when  he  replied,  there  was  a  slight  shake 

in  his  voice.  ,,   -    ,        i    i.  -t     -n  u 

'-  Claude  Duval,"  he  said,  "I  know  you ;  and  I  can  well  judge  that  iv  will  be 


THE  THREE   ADVE^^TURERS   IN   THB   KEN   IN   THE   OLD   MINT. 

no  easy  matter  to  get  the  better  of  you  ;  but  I  am  bound  to  try  it  if  my  death 
were  certain.'' 

"  Well,  try  it  then.*' 

•*  I  must.     Will  you  surrender  ?" 

«  Certainly  not." 

The  officer  rode  a  little  aside,  and  cried— 
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«•  Fire  !" 

Immediately  he  discharged  one  of  his  pistols  at  the  party  of  three,  and  the  two 
grooms,  "who  had  been  by  hira  supplied  with  fire-armSt  likewise  used  theirs,  but 
with  so  little  judgment,  that  the  bullets  went  at  least  six  feet  over  the  heads  of 
Claude,  Dick,  and  Jack.  The  officer  took  a  better  aim,  and  the  bullet  from  his 
weapon  went  through  Dick's  hat. 

The  most  extraordinary  effect  though  was  produced  by  the  man  with  the  gun, 
for  when  he  got  the  order  to  fire,  he  managed  to  pull  the  trigger  without  caring  in 
what  direction  the  muzzle  was,  and  accordingly,  off  it  vvent,  and  nearly  shot  one 
of  his  own  friends,  at  the  same  time  that  it  burst,  and  the  stock  of  it  hit  him  a 
blow  in  the  face  that  knocked  him  off  his  horse,  sprawling  in  the  road,  and 
shouting  "Murder!"  at  the  top  of  his  lungs. 

*•  Now  for  it,"  cried  Duval. 

The  words  had  no  sooner  escaped  his  lips,  than  the  whole  party  toek  to  flight, 
with  the  exception  of  the  man  who  had  had  the  gun,  and  who  could  not  get  up, 
and  the  officer,  who  gallantly  kept  his  ground. 

"Surrender!"  he  cried  again,  **  surrender  !*' 

"Are  you  mad?'*  said  Claude. 

"  Perhaps  so.     Take  that." 

He  fired  his  other  pistol,  or  meant  to  fire  it  right  in  Claude's  face,  but  it  only 
flashed  in  the  pan,  and  in  an  instant  Claude  now  fired  fairly  at  him,  for  he  was 
put  past  all  patience  by  the  officer's  pertinacity.  The  bullet  hit  him  in  the 
shoulder. 

"  You  have  killed  me,  Claude  Duval,"  said  the  officer. 

As  he  spoke  he  turned  of  a  deathlike  paleness,  and  hung  partly  over  the  neck 
of  bis  horse.  Claude  rode  up  to  him  and  held  him  by  the  arm  to  look  where 
the  wound  was,  and  he  at  once  saw  that  it  was  too  high  on  the  shoulder  to  be 
necessarily  fatal  to  the  man. 

'*  Nonsense,"  he  said,  "you  are  not  much  hurt,  and  you  and  I  may  have  a 
brush  at  some  other  time  for  all  this." 

**  Then  you  don't  mean  to  kill  me   outright  ?'* 

**  No.     I  am  quite  content,  if  you  are." 

The  officer  tried  to  say  something  else,  but  he  could  not,  for  at  this  moment  he 
fainted,  and  but  for  the  aid  of  Claude's  arm,  he  would  have  fallen  from  his  horse 
to  the  ground;  but  Duval  held  him  up,  »nd  cried — 

"Jack,  dismount  a  moment  and  help  him  off  the  saddle.  Dick  will  hold 
your  horse." 

*'  Dead  V  said  Jack. 

*'  Not  a  bit  ot  it.  It's  only  a  faint — prrtly  from  pain  and  partly  from  vexation  ; 
but  he  is  a  brave  fellow,  and  as  sach,  I  will  do  him  no  more  harm  than  I  can  help." 

Jack  dismounted  and  assisted  the  officer  from  his  horse,  and  placed  him 
against  the  step  of  the  i/in.  They  then  all  set  otf  at  a  hard  trot  towards  Oxford, 
but  they  took  the  very  first  turning  they  came  to  on  their  right  hand,  in  hopes  of 
getting  by  a  round  into  the  London-road  again. 


CHAPTER  CCIX. 

A    STRANGE    ADVENTURE    NEAR    THE    METROPOLIS* 

**  Shali  we  get  to  London  with  whole  bones  V*  said  Jack. 

"  Why  not  V  replied  Claude.  "  I  hope,  for  one,  to  be  able  to  acco  mplish 
that  feat.     What  do  you  say  to  it,  Dick  ?" 

"And  I,  for  another,*'  said  Dick.  "  After  what  we  have  already  gone  throv'^gh, 
I  do  think  vk'e  may  almost  laugh  at  fate.  For  my  part,  I  believe  we  shall  esca  pe 
all  our  perils,  and  in  some   comfortable  ken  in  London,  I  shall  live  to  tell  ho  w 
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you  and  Jack  saved   mr.  from   what  looked  as  like  inevitable  death  as  anything 
could." 

"  If  you  do,"  said  Claude,  "  I  shall  take  it  as  the  very  worst  return'you  can 
make  me." 

*'  And  I,"  said  Jack. 

*'  Indeed?     You  surprise  me." 

'*  Say  not  one  word  about  it,  Dick,  if  you  have  any  feeling  for  either  of  us,  my 
dear  fellow.     All  Jack  or  I  want  you  to  do,  is  just  what  we  know  you  will  do." 

"  And  what  is  that  V 

"  Serve  us  as  w^e  served  you  if  you  hear  that  we  are  in  the  same  predicament,* 

j       "  Yes,"  said  Jack,  "  that  I  will.     So  novv  let  us  push  on,  for  the  horses  are  m 

']'   good  trim,  and  there  is  now  no  reason  on  earth  why  we  should  not  make  a  good 

twenty  miles  witliout  a  stop  of  any  importance.     Let  me  beg  of  you,  Claude,  not 

to  engage  in  any  fresh  adventure  just  row,  unless  it  should  be  torced  upou  us." 

"Agreed,  Jack." 

"  Amen,  say  I,  to  that,"  cried  Dick  ;  "so  now  let  us  do  gently  and  comfortably 
as  much  of  this  twenty  miles  that  Jack  is  so  anxious  to  get  over  as  we  can." 

With  this,  they  left  off  conversing,  and  separating  as  much  as  possible  from 
each  other  upon  the  road,  so  as  not  to  impede  each  other's  movements,  they  put 
the  horses  to  a  long  trot  that  did  not  distress  them,  but  really  got  over  an  amazing 
quantity  of  ground  in  a  short  space  of  time. 

This  they  kept  up  for  a  good  hour,  at  the  end  of  which  time  they  had  actually 
done  twelve  miles  of  Jack's  twenty,  and  Dick  called  out — . 

"  Halt— halt !" 
.   They  all  three  at  the  moment  drew  up,  and  Claude  cried  out — 

**  What  is  it,  Dick  ?     Anything  amiss  V  ^ 

**  Yea;  ray  mare  has  fallen  lame  for  the  last  mile  or  two,  and  I  cannot  press 
her  on." 

"  Certainly  not;  it  would  be  a  sin,  and  a  shame,  and  a  pity,  and  a  folly,  and 
half  a  dozen  other  things." 

"  So  it  would,  Claude,''  said  Dick,  as  he  dismounted,  *'  and  I  will  lead  her  for 
a  dozen  miles  further,  rathei  than  distress  her.  She  has  done  me  too  good  service 
upon  many  an  occasion,  *not  to  command  my  greatest  affection." 

As  he  spoke,  Dick  dismounted  and  began  to  examine  the  foot  of  his  steed 
carefully. 

"  It's  a  thorn,  but  it  has  got  so  far  in  that  I  am  a'raid  it  will  be  no  easy  job 
'to  get  it  out  without  proper  tools.     Have  you  anything  that  will  do  it,  Claude  ?" 

"  No,  but  Jack  has." 

"  Rather,"  said  Jack,  as  he  dismounted.  "  I  never  travel  without  a  few 
useful  implements,  for  such  little  accidents  by  the  way." 

Jack  took  from  his  pocket  a  very  minute  pair  of  tweezers,  and  while  Dick 
pressed  the  foot  of  the  horse  to  make  a  very  little  bit  of  the  thorn  project  from  it. 
Jack  laid  hold  of  it  and  drew  it  out. 

*'  That  will  do,"  said  Dick.  "  It  is  not  a  quarter^of  an  inch  inlength,  and  yet 
how  lame  it  made  her." 

'*  I  tell  you  what  it  is,  Dick,"  said  Jack.  "  If  you'don't  give  this  creature 
a  few  hours'  rest,  now,  she  will  have  a  bad  foot,  for  dust  will  get  into  the  little 
wound  of  the  thorn,  and  you  don't  know  what  may  be  the  consequence  of  it." 

Dick  looked  rather  perplexed,  which  Claude  observing,  induced  him  to  sav — 

"  Don't  put  yourself  out  of  the  way,  Dick ;  the  day  is  disappearing,  and  there  is 
no  reason  on  earth  why  we  should  not  put  up  somewhere  for  the  rest  of  the 
evening.     Suppose  now  we  rest  till  about  ten  o'clock  ?" 

"  Aetreed,"  said  Jack. 

"  Of  course  I  shall  be  very  glad,  for  the  sake  of  my  horse,"  said  Dick,  "  only 
I  feel  as  if  I  were  the  cause  of  delaying  you  upon  the  road  to,  perhaps,  your 
great  peril  ;  but  that  may  be  easily  obviated  by  your  going  on  without  me,  you 
know." 

"  Yes,"  said  Claude,  '*  but  we  don't  mean  to  do  it ;  so  you  may  make  your 
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mind  essy  ab0ut  that  ;  Jack  -^^ili  bind  up  your  iriare's  foot  for  her,  as  he  is  an 
adept  at  that/sort  ot  thing,  and  we  will  all  put  up  quietly  and  respectably  at  the 
next  inn  we^ome  to.  You  can  lead  her,  Dick,  and  we,  by  walking  our  cattle, 
will  keep  by  you." 

"  It's  very  kind  of  you  both,"  said  Dick,  ''and  when  I  forget  all  your  gener- 
ous conduct  to  me,  may  1  be — Well^  well,  it's  no  use  talking;  but  the  time  may 
come  some  day,  when  I  may  do  more  in  a  minute  tlmn  I  could  talk  in  an  hour; 
so  come  on,  rest  w^e  will,  till  ten  o'clock,  if  that  will  be  time  enough  for  the 
mare's  foot  to  rest." 

"  Lot*,"  said  Jack.  ''Besides,  I  will  get  a  bit  of  an  old  hat  v.herever  we 
put  up,  and  when  we  start  again,  I  can  cut  it  so  aj  to  wedge  it  in  the  shoe,  and 
she  won't  tread  upon  the  injured  part  at  aU  next  to  the  ground.  Her  feet  are 
worth  the  taking  care  of.'' 

"Truly  they  are,  for  I  can  assure  you  that,  more  than  once,  her  heels  have 
saved  her  master's  head." 

After  strolling  along,  now,  for  about  half  a  mils  or  60,  they  came  to  one  of 
the  prettiest  little  read-side  inns  that  the  eye*  of  man  ever^beheld.  It  was  quite 
covered  with  roses  and  honeysuckle,  and  ivy,  and  looked  as  if  it  were  embedded 
in  a  wood,  so  many  well  kept  thriving  trees  and  flowering  sVirubs,  were  all 
around  it. 

'•  That's,  the  place  for  us,"  cried  Claude.  "  We  shall  all  feel,  while  there,  like 
love  among  the  roses." 

'*  It's  to  be  hoped,"  said  Jack,  "that  whi'c  we  do  stay  there,  nobody  will  dis- 
turb our  felicity." 

They  all  stopped  at  the  door  of  the  inn,  and  soon  made  arrangement  with  the 
landlord  to  have  the  horses  put  up  for  some  hours,  and  to  have  a  repast  got  ready 
for  themselves.  There  was  a  very  pretty,  well-kept  garden  at  the  back  of  this 
little  inn,  with  a  number  of  bee-hives,  the  tenants  of  which  were  in  a  state  of 
the  most  industrious  commotion. 

"  Two  highwaymen  ! — Two  highwaymen  !"  cried  Jack,  suddenly. 

««  Where  ?— where?"  said  Dick. 

"Tnere,"  said  Jack.  "Don't  you  see  those  two  wasps  hare  got  hold  of  a 
bee  laden  with  honey,  and  are  robbing  him  of  it  in  the  most  unmerciful  manner 
before  he  can  get  to  the  hive  ?" 

Both  Dick  and  Claude  laughed,  but  in  a  moment  or  two  twenty  bees  came  and 
attacked  the  two  wasp?,  and  after  a  sharp  scuffle  of  nearly  a  minute's  duration, 
killed  them,  and  pulled  them  to  pieces,  scattering  their  fragments  to  the  ground. 

"  Humph  !  that's  sharp  justice,"  said  Jack. 

"Very,"  said  Claude.  ''I  think  it  would  take  rather  more  than  twenty 
officers  to  serve  us  in  that  way.  But  let  us  to  dinner,  for  I  feel,  now  that  we 
have  made  a  regular  halt,  that  I  could  make  some  way  into  a  round  of  beef,  and 
^ou  must  recollect  boih  of  you  that  we  missed  the  luncheon  at  Mr.  Scatters, 
which  I  did  hope  would  have  stood  us  in  ^ood  stead  ;  and  so  it  would  if  he  had 
only  had  the  sense  to  have  it  befdre  the  christening  instead  of  after  it.  That 
arrangement  spoilt  the  whole  affair,  so  far  as  our  stomachs  were  concerned.'* 

"  It  did,"  laughed  Dick. 

"  But  it  did  not  spoil  the  joke,"  said  Jack;  "and  if  I  mistake  not,  my  nose 
will  inform  me  that  there  is  something  very  nice  indeed  getting  ready  for  us  in 
the  inn  kitchen." 

Jack  was  not  far  wrong,  for  the  people  of  the  pretty  inn  laid  before  them  a  most 
enticing  breakfast  as  the  innkeeper  called  it,  but  it  was  certainly  a  time  of  the 
day  for  calling  it  a  dinner.  To  their  surprise,  too,  they  found  that  some  very 
choice  wines  were  to  be  had  from  the  cellar  of  the  inn,  and  everything  was  very 
much  better  than  could  have  been  at  all  expected. 

There  was  no  guests  in  the  house  but  themselves,  so  that  they  had  no  dread  of 
any  unpleasant  interruptions,  and  the  innkeeper  told  them  (hat  he  seldom  had 
any  one  there  at  odd  times,  but  that  the  gentlemen  members  ot  several  hunts 
were  such  good  customers  to  him  at  times,  that  he  was  able  to  keep   his  house 
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open,  and  have  a  stock  of  every  thing  of  the  first  quxlity,  aud  they  did  not  begrudge 
him  his  price  for  it. 

This  Claude  thought  was  a  kind  of  hint  to  them,  that  they  would  be  expected 
to  pay  -u'ell  for  what  they  had,  and  he  was  determined  to  put  the  landlord's 
mind  at  ease  upon  that  score. 

*'  My  friend,"  he  said,  "  we  don'i  care  a  straw  what  you  charg?.  as  long  as 
what  yon  lay  before  us  is  worth  it.  We  want  the  very  best  of  everything,  and 
there  is  the  money  for  it." 

They  staid  drinking  their  wine  and  making  themselves  quite  comfortable  until 
half  past  nme  o'clock  at  night,  and  then  they  thought  of  moving  %ff,  and  Claude, 
as  he  rose  from  the  table,  said — 

"  We  have  taken  a  good  medium  of  wine  each  of  us,  but  somehow  we  are  none 
the  worse  for  it,  I  think." 

"  Not  a  whit,"  said  Jack,  *'  not  a  whit.  Let  us  ring  for  the  horses  to  be  got 
to  the  door.     Hilloa!  what's  that?" 

"  Rain,  by  Jove  !"  cried  Dick,  "and  a  dashing  storm  too.  Only  look  at  it 
against  the  windows,  Claude." 

"  It  is  a  rattle,  indeed." 

The  noise  of  the  rain  splashing  against  the  windows  was  incessant,  and  they 
looked  at  each  other  m  doubt  about  proceeding.  Dick  had  rung  the  bell,  and 
the  landlord  made  his  appearance. 

"  Ah,  gentlemen,"  he  said,  '*  what  a  night  it  is." 

*'llain,  we  hear,"  said  Claude. 

*•  Oh,  ye",  sir — quite  a  water  spout.  The  roads  will  be  in  a  frightful  stale  in 
a  little  while,  and  it  don't  seem  at  all  likely  to  clear  up  either.  There  it  comes 
again.' 

Splash  came  the  rain  against  the  latticed  win  ovv,  with  a  force  that  seemed 
enough  to  storm  it  in. 

*•  You  will  hardly  like  to  ride  throught  such  a  storm,"  added  the  landlord, 
"  surely,  gentlemen." 

<*  Why,  no,  hardly.     It  would  not  be  very  pleasant." 

'*  Besides,  there's  a  little  stream  crosses  the  road  not  above  a  mile  from  here, 
and  it  will  be  so  swollen  now,  that  it  will  be  almost  enough  to  carry  a  horse  off 
his  feet.     We  have  the  very  best  bed?,  I  can  assure  you,  gentlemen,  and  you  wil   1 
find  every  possible  accommodation  ;  so  that  I  feel  assured  you  will  never  regret 
^  passing  a  night  at  the  Bunch  of  Grapes." 

Dash  came  the  rain  agam  against  the  casement,  and  the  landlord  shook  bis 
head,  as  he  added — 

**  Ah,  this  will  last — this  will  last,  I  am  very  much  afraid  !'' 

"What  do  you  say,  Dick,"  whispered  Claude  ;  "  shall  we  stay,  or  make  our 
way  through  the  rain  ?     Jack,  what  is  your  opinion  about  it,  eh?" 

'•  Would  it  net  be  better  to  stay,"  said  Dick,  *'  until  a  very  early  hour  in  the 
morning?  It  will  do  none  of  us  any  good  to  get  thoroughly  drenched,  as  we 
shall  get.     There  it  comes  again  !" 

"Well,  let  us  stay,  then,"  said  Dick.  "Can  you  show  us  a  room,  landlord? 
as  we  are  old  travellers,  and  always  like  to  see  where  we  are  to  sleep,  before  we 
remain  anywhere  for  the  night." 

"  Yes,  gentlemen,  with  pleasure — with  pleasure." 

Upon  this,  the  landlord  lookup  one  of  the  lights  from  the  table,  and  opening 
a  door  in  the  wall  of  the  room  in  which  they  were,  and  which  had  not  at  all  been 
noticed  previously,  he  said  — 

"  This  leads  to  two  nice  bed-rooms,  indeed,  and  in  one  there  are  two  beds,  and 
in  the  oiher  only  one,  and  you  will  find  ihem  all  amazingly  comfortable,  I  can 
assure  you.  At  least,  we  never  had  a  complaint  from  anv  one  who  slept  in 
them." 

The  rooms  A-ere  ra'Jier  dark  and  gloomy.  They  opened  one  into  the  other,  and 
there  was  some  old  trees  growing  so  close  to  the  windows,  that  in  daytime  they 
must  have  been  quite  shaded.     Before  they  went  into  these  rooms,    the    landlord 
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had  rung  the  bell  ia  the  other  one  rather  sharply,  which  they  did  not  see  any  occa- 
sion to  do ;  but  they  had  scarcely  been  in  the  first  bed-room  above  a  few  moments, 
when  dash  came  the  rain  ageinst  its  window. 

"  Ah,  there  goes  the  storm  again,"  said  the  landlord.  "Dear  roe,  I  do,  indeed, 
pity  people  who  are  forced  to  be  out  on  such  a  night  as  this.  How  the  wind 
blows,  too." 

"  I  must  confess  I  don't  hear  the  wind,"  said  Claude. 

'*  Not  hear  it,  sir  !  Lord  bless  you,  sir,  there  was  a  most  terrific  gust  jnst 
then.     I  hope  you  like  the  bedrooms?'' 

"  Oh,  they  will  do  very  well — very  well,  indeed,  and  we  will  stay  ;  but  we'  must 
be  off  by  the  first  streak 'of  daylight,  whether  the  rain  is  coming  down  or  not ;  so 
take  care  that  some  one  is  up' to  get  us  our  horses,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing," 

•'  Depend  upon  me,  sir,  I  will  attend  to  you.  Any  more  wine,  gentlemen,  if 
you  please  ?  * 

"Yts,  youcan  let  us  have  another  couple   o*"  bottles   of  the    same  Madeira, 

Where  are  you,  Jack  ?" 

"  He  has'gone  into  the  next  room,"  said  Dick. 

"  Oh,  very  good.  The  wine  will  do  in  the  course  of  half  an  hour,  landlord,  as 
we  have  not  finished  the  last  bottle." 

*'  Certainly,  gentlemen  ;  you  may  depend  upon  every  possible  attention  at  the 
Bunch  of  Grapes,  I  assure  you.  Nobody  ever  complains  of  the  Bun-^h  of  Grapes, 
I  can  assure  you,  gentlemen.  Dear  me,' how  the  rain  does  dash  away,  to  be  sure. 
I  wouldn't  turn  a  dog  out  on  such  a  night  as  this,  I  declare." 

The  landlord,  with  this,  bowed  himself  out  of  the  roon\,  and  shut  the  door  after 
him.  The  moment  he  was  gone  there  came  another  dash  of  rain  against  the 
windows,  and  then  Jack,  who.  while  they  had  been  talking  to  the  landlord  in  the 
bedroom,  had  gone  back  into  the  sitting-room,  held  up  his  finger,  and  mysteri- 
ously beckoned  to  Claude  and  Dick  to  come  close  to  him. 
They  did  so  in  some  surpise,  if  not  alarm. 

«  Did  you  ever  know  it  to  rain  in  this  desperate  way,''  whispered  Jack,  *'  while 
the  stars  shone  bright  and  clear  V 
"  Not  exactly,"  said  Dick. 

«  Well,  did  you  ever  know  all  the  rain  to  come   upwards  against   a  window, 
instead  of  down  from  t!.e  sky  1" 
*'  Certainly  not,"  said  Claude. 

"  Then  the  rain  which  has  induced  us  *o  pass  the  night,  or  to  say  that  we  would 
pass  the  night  at  the  Bunch  of  Grapes,  is  of  that  very  strange  character,  that  it 
dashes  away  while  the  stars  are  shining  brightly  in  a  cloudless  sky,  and  it  comes 
all  from  below  in  the  most  remarkable  manner,  being  strongy  suggestive  of  being 
thrown  up  wi:h  a  mug  from  a  pail  below." 
"  A  mug  !"  said  Dick. 
"A  pail!"  said  Claude. 

"  Yes."  said  Jack.  "  I  don't  know  what  it  mean?,  or  what  can  be  precise 
object  of  it;  but  we  are  humbugged  into  staying,  on  pretence  that  it  is  raining 
hard,  when,  in  reality,  the  effect  is  produced  by  water  being  dashed  against  the 
windows,  as  I  tell  you." 

Claude  and  Dick  looked  at  each  other  in  amazement. 

"What  can  be  the  meaning  of  it?"  said  Claude.  "I  will  then  open  the  win- 
dow at  once  and  see " 

'*  No— no,"  said  Jack.  "  Be  careful.  You  don't  know  what  we  have  to  con- 
tefld  with  vet;  go  into  the  front  bedroom,  Claude,  and  open  that  window,  when 
you  will  ascertain,  without  any  sort  of  doubt,  if  the  night  be^a  wet  one  or  not. 
You  go  likewise,  Dick  ;  I  am  quite  satisfied  upon  the  subject." 
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CHAPTER   CCX.  ^ 

THE    NIGHT    OF    DANGER    AT    THE    BUNCH    OF    GRAPES. 

Dick  and  Claude  knew  perfectly  well  that  Jack  would  not  have  spoken  upon 
such  a  subject  at  all,  but  upon  the  tery  best  grounds,  and  his  manner  was  suffi- 
cient at  once  to  convince  tuera  both  that  he  was  not  at  all  in  a  joking  humour. 
Without  a  word  Claude  went  into  the  bedroom,  and  when  he  returned,  he  said— 
*'  It's  as  fine  a  night  as  ever  came  out  of  the  heavens.'* 
*'  I  told  you  so,"  said  Jack. 

"  But,  good  gracious,"  said  Dick,  "  what  could  be  the  object  of  all  this  ? 
Does  he  know  us,  and  is  he  merely  keeping  us  here  until  he  can  send  for  assis- 
tance to  capture  us  V 

'*  That  is  the  most  likely  supposition,"  said  Claude.  "  Let  us  go  down  stairs 
and  be  off  at  once  by  force." 

"  No — no,'*  said  Jack.     "Do  not  be  hasty,  Claude,  I  beg  of  you.     I  do  not 
think  that  that  is  the  true  solution  of  the  mystery,  for  if  it  were  so,  have  we  not 
been  here  quite  long  enuugh  for  him  to  have  carried  out  such  an  idea  ?  and  if  he 
knew  us  at  all,  he  would  know  us  from  the  first,  of  course." 
"What  is  it,  then?" 

*'  There's  the  mystery,  and  a  mystery  it  is.  Claude,  you  have  very  sharp  ears. 
The  landlord,  and  a  woman,  and  another  man,  whom  I  saw  hulking  about  as  we 
came  in,  seem  to  make  the  room  below  this  their  common  eittiuf  apartment. 
There  is  a  door,  as  no  doubt  you  noticed,  at  the  bottom  of  the  stairs.  If  you 
will  creep  down  to  that  and  listen,  you  may  hear  something.** 
"  I  will  do  it." 

'*  Be  careful,  though,  Claude,  and  have  your  pistols  ready.  Dick  and  I  will  be 
just  at  the  top  of  the  stairs  to  render  you  immediate  assistance  in  case  you  should 
require  it.'* 

*•  Help  me  oflf  with  my  boots,  Jack;  I  will  go  down  on  my  stocking-soles,  and 
th:n,  I  know,  they  cannot  hear  me  i  but  my  boots  will  creak,  in  spite  of  me.'* 

Jack  helped  him  off  with  his  boots,  and  then  Claude,  after  making  a  slight 
examination  of  one  of  his  pistols  that  he  chose  to  carry  in  his  hand,  tripped  softly 
down  the  narrow  flight  of  stairs  which  led  to  the  room  below,  and  at  the  foot  of 
which  was  the  door  which  had  been  noticed  by  Jack.  Dick  and  Jack  leant  as 
far  over  the  balustrade  at  the  top  of  the  stairs  as  they  could  to  listen,  and  they 
could  hear  the  hum  of  conversation  in  the  room  below,  although  they  could  not 
make  out  what  was  said. 

Claude,  however,  had  got  his  ear  to  the  panel  of  the  door,  and  he  heard  every 
word.     The  landlord  was  speaking. 

"  I  tell  you  I  saw  it,"  he  said,  '*  He  has  got  a  bag  of  gold  with  him — the 
youngest  of  the  three,  1  mean,  be  he  whom  he  may;  but  I  suppose  they  are  gentle- 
men travelling  about  for  pleasure." 

*'  Well,  then,  do  it,"  said  a  woman's  voice,  "  only  if  they  go  to  the  window 
and  look  out,  they  will  see  that  it  is  a  fine  night,  and  they  will  suspect  some- 
thing.'* 

'**  Oh,  stuff!  They  stand  it  pretty  well,  but  they  have  taken  too  much  wine 
already  to  be  very  observing  or  scrutinising ;  and  they  are  good  judges,  too,  I  can 
tell  yo'u.'* 

**  And  that,**  growled  another  male  voice,  **  I  suppose,  frightened  you  out  of 
putting  in  the  stuff  ?" 

"  I  own  I  shrank  from  doctoring  the  wine  to  them  while  they  were  quite  sober, 
and  their  taste  was  fresh.  They  might  have  found  it  out,  for  you  know  it  does 
give  the  wine  a  taste,  and  particularly  light  wines.  I  they  had  called  for  port 
it  would  have  been  another  thing  ;  but  they  didn't." 

"  It's  safest,  though,"  said  the  woman.  "  Then  there's  no  bother  about  it^ 
and  down  they  go  into  the  old  well-hole,  as  nice  as  may  be.  How  much  money 
do  you  think  there  was,  John  ?" 
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**  A  hundred  pounds  if  there  was  a  penny  piece  !  Whose  to  say  that  the  other 
two  may  not  have  as  much?  I'd  settle  the  whole  three  of  them  for  half  that 
money,  to  say  nothing  of  the  horses,  which,  you  know,  we  can  get  rid  of." 

'*  True  enough — true  enough  ;  and  we  don't  have  such  a  chance  every  day. 
Look  at  the  last  p>'rson  we  put  out  of  the  way.  There  was  a  disappointment ! 
Only  twelve  pounds  in  all,  and  we  thought  by  his  appearance  that  he  bad  plenty,'* 

*'  Ah,  and  his  \\atch  was  gilt,  too." 

*'  i  es,  what  a  take  in!  Oti,  I  have  no  patience  w'th  euch  horrid  swindling; 
but,  as  y  u  say  you  have  seen  th  ir  money,  J  hn,  why  tioHt  is  quite  sufficieut/you 
know." 

"  I  have  seen  it  ;  and  I  teii  you  what  Til  do.  I'li  put  some  of  the  ?n:flf  into 
the  two  boitlf'S  the  liiive  or(i?ied,  and  take  ilie  chince  of  it.  ll  they  go  to  Led 
Upon  that,  they  will  slepp  s.jund  enough,  I'll  warrai  t ;  and  tnen  'ien  and  1  will 
cut  their  thr  ats  quietly  enough  about  tie  t  me  of  midnight," 

**  That  will  do,"  said  the  woman,  "  nicely;  and  now  you,  Ben,  go  and  splash 
some  mori  water  against  their  window,  for  it  a  I  depends  upon  their  not  fuidiog 
out  that  irick,  which  I'm  qaitt-  in  a  fidget  about." 

"  Why,  how  the  <Ieuce  else  was  I  to  to  asK  them  to  stay  ?"  said  the  landlord. 
*'You  know  it  has  answeied  before,  and  why  shouldn't  it  now  ?  People  ihinK 
they  hef  r  the  rain,  and  they  don't  think  of  looking  when  they  have  got  a  g<.od 
bottle  of  old  Madeira  before  them,  and  have  once  made  up  their  minds  to  stay 
wh-re  they  are." 

"Oh,"  thought  Ciaude,  ''that  will  do.  A  pretty  establishment  we  have 
dropped  upon  here." 

There  was  some  sligh  movement  in  the  room  now,  and  Claude,  apprehensive 
that  the  landlord  was  guing  to  open  the  door  that  led  to  the  staircase,  stepped  up 
stairs  again,  and  pulled  on  his  boots. 

'*  Well  ?"  said  Dick. 

"  What  did  you  hear?"  said  Jack. 

*'0h,  it's  all  right." 

"Is  it,  though?  Well,  I  will  never  trust  myself  again,"  said  Jack.  ''They 
are  honest  folks,  are  they  ?" 

"As  honest  as  a  set  of  brutal  cut-throats  can  be  expected  to  be — that's  all. 
Listen,  and  I  will  just  tell  you  what  a  nice  pleasant  sort  of  predicament  we  have 
been  very  near  falling  into  to-night.  Speak  low,  and  don't  utter  any  exclamation 
of  surpiiseat  what  1  tell  you,  because,  now  that  we  know  our  danger,  it  vanishes." 

Claude  then  narrated  to  Jack  and  Dick  exactly  what  he  had  heard  from  the 
people  below,  after  which  they  all  three  stared  at  each  other  in  silence. 

"  Why,  Jack,  this  affair,"  said  Claude,  •*  seetps  to  have  struck  you  all  of  a 
heap." 

"It  has—it  has  !' 

*'  And  you,  too,  Dick.     I  don't  think  you  will  ever  shut  your  mouth  again." 

'*  Oh,  yes,  I  shall,'*  said  Dick,  closing  it  with  a  loud  clap  of  the  teeth  ;  "  but 

1  never  was  more  staggered  in  all  my  life,  I   must  confess.     I   vvould Ah  ! 

there  goes  our  friend  Ben  with  the  bucket  of  water  against  the  window." 

Dasli  came  the  mock  rain  again,  and  then  before  any  further  remarks  could  be 
made,  the  landlord  made  his  appearance  with  the  other  two  bottles  of  Madeira  that 
had  been  ordered  by  Claude,  and  he  looked  so  meek  and  mild,  and  smiling,  that  no 
one  could  have  supposed  for  one  moment,  without  they  really  had  the  knowledge 
of  the  fact  that  our  friends  had,  that  he  could  be  a  deliberate  murderer. 

"I  have  brought  the  wine,  gentlemen,"  he  said,  "  and  1  hope  you  will  find  it 
to  your  liking." 

"  Not  a  doubt,"  said  Claude.     '*  Ho.v  it  rains  yet.'* 

"Oh  dear,  yes,  it  does  indeed,  sir.  I  should  think  that  the  Oxford  coach 
would  hardly  get  on  such  a  night.as  this." 

"  Scarcely  ;  but  it's  a  good  thing  that  we  are  housed.  Wc  "will  ring  when  we 
want  anything,  landlord,  and  we  shall  go  to  bed  quite  early  to-might,  as  we  intend 
to  rise  so  soon.     I  hope  you  have  properly  attended  to  oar  horses  ?" 
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*' Lord  bless  you,  sir,  if  they  had  been  <■  \  i  wn  from  the  first  moment  they 
set  foot  in  the  stable,  I  could  not  have  been  more  attentive  to  them  than  I  h^e 
been."  » 

*'  That's  right— thank  you." 

'*  Thank  you,  gentlemen  ;  and  I  feel  quite  Sure  you  will  never  complain  of  your 
entertainment  at  the  Bunch  of  Grapes." 


^    ! 


THE  PlRBUrr  ON  THE  THAMES, 


>* 


The  landlord  retired,  and  vvhen  they  had  fairly  heard  the  last  of  his  foot- 
steps retreating  down  the  stairs,  Claude  said — 

*'  Did  you  ever  come  near  such  a  consummate  villain  as  that,  Dick  ?  Really  it 
is  a  mercy  that  we  have  stopped  here,  and  found  him  out,  is  it  not  ?" 

**  It  is,  for  if  we  don't  stop  his  career,  he  ought  to  be  allowed  to  stop  ours  ;  and 
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he  shall,  too,  for  I  will  DOt  leave  this  place  with  the  idea  that  any  other  people 
Jiess  wide-awake  than  we  are,  should  fall  into  this  fellow's  snares." 

•'Good,"  said  Claude.  "  We  will  eonsider  uiat  it  is  a  duty  we  owe  to  society 
to  put  a  stop  to  his  villany,  and  it  will  perhaps  be  considered  as  a  kind  of  set-off 
to  some  of  our  own  little  escapades  in  this  world.     Who  knows  ?" 

•*  Ah  !"  said  Jack,  "  who  knows,  indeed  ?  I  very  much  doubt  it,  however, 
Claude.     But  what  do  you  purpose  doing  ?'' 

*'  Well,  I  was  thinking  of  that  all  the  while  I  was  on  the  staircase  listening. 
If  the  landlord  had  opened  the  door  and  seen  me,  I  should  have  shot  him  without 
a  doubt ;  but  as  he  did  not,  he  escaped.  Would  it  not  be  better  to  pretend  to  go 
to  bed,  and  see  what  comes  of  it?" 

"  Unless,'*  said  Dick,  "  we  now  sally  down  at  once,  and  have  it  out  with  the 
wretches/' 

"I  have  only  one  objection  to  that,"  added  Claude,  **  and  that  is,  that  as  they 
may  not  be  all  in  the  room  below,  some  mischief  may  come  to  our  horses,  and 
that  would  be  about  as  bad  just  now  as  getting  us  to  swallow  that  cursed  Madeira 
and  then  comfortably  cutting  our  throats." 

"  And  putting  us  down  the  well-hole,"  added  Jack. 

"  Precisely.'* 

*'  Then  let  us  do  as  you  think,  Claude,"  said  Dick.  "  I,  upon  consideration, 
think  it  is  the  best  plan.  It  is  getting  fast  on  to  eleven  o'clock  row,  but  I  should 
like  to  take  a  good  look  at  the  two  bed-rooms,  while  we  have  the  lights  all  ready 
here  to  do  it  with,  and  while  we  are  not  likely  to  be  disturbed." 

"Come  on,  then,"  said  Claude,  "  it  is  what  I  was  thinking  of  doing  myself. 
Jack,  place  a  chair  against  the  door,  so  that  if  the  rascal  comes  here  while  we  are 
in  the  other  rooms,  we  shall  hear  him,  and  c  ttch  him  before  he  goes  agam." 

Jack  placed  the  chair  m  such  a  way  against  the  door  of  the  room,  that  if  any 
one  tried  to  open  it  from  without,  over  the  chair  would  go,  and  make  sufficient 
noise  on  the  floor  in  its  fall  to  give  them  an  alarm.  They  then  took  one  of  the  two 
lights  that  were  upon  the  table,  and  went  into  the  next  bed-room ;  and  now,  with 
the  knowledge  of  how  it  had  in  all  likelihood  been  the  scene  of  many  a  murder, 
they  fancied  that  they  was  someching  peculiar  even  in  the  very  atmosphere  of  it. 

'They  walked  as  noiselessly  as  they  could,  for  they  did  not  wish  to  give  any 
alarm  to  the  landlord  or  his  myrmidons,  by  letting  him  think  that  they  were 
making  a  search  in  the  bed-rooms  instead  of  drinking  the  drugged  wine,  and  they 
only  spoke  in  whispers. 

"  Here's  a  lot  of  clothes  under  this  bed,"  said  Jack, 

*'  Is  there  ?     Pull  them  out." 

Jack  pulled  some  of  them  out,  and  it  was  quite  evident  that  they  had  belonged 
to  different  individuals.  No  doubt  they  were  the  suits  that  had  been  worn  by 
the  unfortunates  who  had  lost  their  lives  in  that  room. 

"  Look  here,"  said  Dick. 

They  both  app  oached  Dick,  who  had  turned  one  of  the  beds  half  over.  The 
under  side  of  it  was  one  mass  of  gore  ! 

For  more  than  a  minute  they  maintained  the  position  into  which  they  had 
been  cast  by  this  frightful  spectacle ;  and  then  Dick  let  the  bed  drop  again,  and 
in  a  solemn  tone,  he  said — 

"This  is  indeed  horrible.  The  people  in  this  house  must  be  fiends,  not  human 
beings.  Wc  are  to  lie  down  upon  one  side  of  a  bed,  after  the  horrible  evidence  of 
a  recent  murder  stained  the  other.     It  is  too  terrible !"  ' 

"  The  villains  !"  said  Jack. 

"  Hush — hush,  both  of  you !"  said  Claude,  holding  up  his  hand  in  a  warning 
attitude.  "Let  me  implore  you  not  to  let  your  natural  feelings  now  run  away 
with  you  on  this  occasion.  We  can  and  will  put  a  stop  for  ever  to  the  frightful 
practices  going  on  in  this  place." 

*'  So  help  me  Heaven,  I  will !"  said  Jack.  "  Oh,  Claude,  we  are  bad  enough, 
and  our  mode  of  life  perhaps  won't  stand  much  talking  about;  but  we  are  angels 
compared  to  the  people  in  this  piace." 


"We  are,  I  think." 

•'  I  can  bear  tliis  no  longer,"  said  Dick,  drawing  a  pistol  from  his  pocket;  **I 
will  go  down  ptairs  and—  and " 

"  Make  a  mess  of  the  whole  affair,"  said  Claude.  "  Be  calm,  Dick.  The 
^  management  of  this  piecl*^f  business  is  in  our  own  hands,  and  it  would  be  folly 
to  mar  it.  Jack,  lend  me  the  light ;  I  want  to  see  what  is  in  that  cupboard  over 
there.  We  don't  know  what  horrible  confirmation  of  what  we  already  know  well 
enough  it  may  contain." 


LIFE  ON  THE  ROAD.  891 


CHAPTER  CCXI. 

DETAILS    HOW   THB    FRIENDS    SETTLED    MATTERS     AT    THE     "  BUNCH    OF     GRAPES." 

The  cupboard  door  was  locked. 

"  Quite  fast,"  said  Claude.  "  But  that  won't  detain  us  for  very  long,  I  take  it. 
Jack  ?" 

*'  Certainly  not ;  I  will  open  it,  Claude.  You  hold  the  light  so  that  I  may  see 
well  what  I  a.oa  about,  for  it  is  rather  a  desirable  thing  to  make  as  little  noise  as 
possible,  as  we  intend  to  let  the  vagabond  of  a  landlord  here  hare  his  swing  out. 
Now  for  it." 

*'  You  listen,  Dick,  if  all  is  quiet  in  the  next  room,"  said  Claude.  "  It  would 
spoil  all  if  they  were  to  come  up  stairs  just  now,  you  know." 

"  All's  right,"  saia  Dick,  as  he  stood  in  a  stooging  posture  between  the  two 
rooms ;  *'  I  should  catch  the  smallest  sound  that  can  take  place  below  now.  You 
go  on  with  your  inquiries  ;  I  will  warn    you  in  time  if  anything  is  amiss  " 

Jack  always  had  a  few  well  made  tools  about  him,  by  the  aid  of  which  any 
lock  could  be  readily  opened,  and  he  was  not  above  two  minutes  in  managing  that 
one  that  belonged  to  the  cupboard  door  in  the  bed-room. 

"  Here  it  coraeg^"  he  said,  and  it  did  come  with  a  vengeance  ;  for  bouncing 
open,  evidently  from  the  pressure  of  some  weight  on  the  inside,  out  fell,  nearly 
upon  Jack,  a  dead  body,  presenting  a  frigktful  spectacle  from  being  covered  with 
blood. 

Jack  had  a  diflBculty  in  keeping  himself  from  uttering  a  loud  shout  of  alarm, 
and,  as  it  vas;  Claude  could  not  help  exclaiming —  ^ 

"The  deuce!" 

"  What  is  it  V  whispered  Dick.     '« What's  the  row  ?--Eh  ?" 

"  Nothing  very  particular.  Only  just  step  heie,  and  you  will  see,  while  I  watch 
at  the  door."  , 

Dick  did  just  step  there,  and  the  sight  he  saw  filled  him  with  horror  and 
amazement. 

*'  Gracious  Heaven  !"  he  said,  '*  this  is  a  confimation  of  our  suspicions,  even 
if  they  had  amounted  to  nothing  more.     This  is  a  frightful  spectacle." 

"  It  is,"  said  Jack,  '  but  it  must  be  got  back  into  the  cupboard  again,  or  else 
it  will  strike  the  eyes  of  tiiose  below  the  moment  they  come  into  this  room,  and 
put  a  stop  to  our  plans  of  catching  ihem  in  the  morcent  that  they  think  of  com- 
mitting new  crimes." 

''It's  all  very  well,"  said  Dick,  "to  talk  of  putting  that  into  the  cupboard 
again,  but  unless  you  do  it  yourself,  Jack,  I  don't  fancy  that  Claude  or  1  will 
fancy  much  touching  it." 

*'  i  ?    Oh,  I  could  not  touch  it  for  worlds  !" 

"Hi«t!— hist!"  said  Claude. 

"  What  is  it  ?"  '^ 

•'  Somebody  coming.  Let  us  all  get  into  the  other  room.  Come  on  !  Quick 
with  you  both — come  on.  Somebody  is  creeping  up  the  stairs  ;  but  let  them  be 
ever  so  slow  ever  it,  they  must  get  here  soon.     Come  this  way." 

Dick,  upon  the  spur  of  the  momeut,  with  his  foot,  sent  the  dead  body  right  far 
away  out  of  sight  under  one  ot  the  beds,  and  then  he  followed  Jack  into  the  sit- 
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ting-room  again.  They  all  three  sat  down,  and  looked  quite  calm  and  conteated, 
as  though  nothing  had  happened.  The  landlord  slunk  into  the  room  wi'h  a 
faint  smile  upon  hia  face. 

**  I  have  brought  the  wine,  gentlemen." 

"  All's  right,"  said  Claude  ;  "  I  hope  it  is  equal  to  the  last  V 

"  Oh,  dear  yes,  gentlemen.  It's  from  another  bin,  but,  if  anything,  it's  belter, 
and  the  gentlemen  who  come  here  praise  it  quite  wonderfully,  they  do.  It's  a 
very  fine  wine  !" 

«'  Thank  you,  landlord.  Will  you  join  us  in  a  glass  of  it  ?  Don't  say  no  from 
any  modesty  upon  the  subject,  now." 

"  Ah,  gentlemen,  it's  so  kind  of  you  to  ask  a  fellow,  it  is  indeed;  and  if  it 
wasn't  for  Dr.  Jones,  I  would,  with  all  the  pleasure  in  the  world— feeling  what  an 
honout  it  was,  too,  at  the  6ame  time,  you  see,  gentlemen," 

*'  And  who  is  Dr.  Jones  ?'' 

"  Oh,  he  is  my  medical  man,  and  he  says  that  I  must  not  take  wine,  but  spirits 
instead'  if  I  take  anything  ;  though,  to  tell  the  truth,  he  tries  to  persuade  me  to 
take  nothiHg." 

*•  Oh,  well,  of  course,  you  must  not  run  contrary  to  the  advice  of  your  medical 
attendant." 

"  No,  sir.     Good  evening,  sir." 

"  What  sort  of  a  night  is  it,  now  ?"  said  Dick. 

*' A  Utile  better  ;  but  it's  gathering  up  again,  and  we  shall  have,  I  am  afraid, 
the  worst  of  it  yet." 

*'  So  I  think  ;  good  night.  We  shan't  want  anything  else  ;  and  as  it  is  getting 
late,  I  doii't  think  we  need  keep  you  out  of  your  bed,  landlord." 

*•  That's  very  kind  of  you,  gentlemen.  We  are  simple  conscientious  folks,  and 
j^o  early  to  rest  with  easy  souls.  Ah,  dear,  a  clear  conscience  is  everything,  ain't 
it,  gentlemen  ?" 

"  Oh,  }  es,"  said  they  ail  in  chorus. 

Turning  up  his  eyes,  then,  as  though  he  were  repeating  some  mental  prayer, 
the  landlord  left  the  room,  and  for  a  few  moments  our  three  adrenturers  could 
only  look  at  each  other  in  silence,  they  were  so  thoroughly  disgusted  by  the  cant 
and  the  hypocrisy  of  the  landlord  of  that  den  of  murder. 

It  was  Jack  who  first  broke  the  silence. 

"Well,"  he  said,  •' what  do  you  think  of  our  kind  host  of  the'  Bunch  of 
Grapes,  now  ?" 

**  Think  ?"  said  Dick,  in  a  loud  tone.     "  Think " 

*'  Hush  !  my  dear  friend,"  said  Claude.  "  We  ought  not  be  surprised  that  the 
man  who  can  commit  a  murder  should  be  an  accomplished  hypociite.  It  is 
impossible  that  the  landlord  of  this  house  can  increase  my  abhorrence  of  him,  let 
him  say  what  he  will,  or  do  what  he  will." 

**  But  the  cant  of  the  fellow — * 

<«  "^Yell — well,  never  mind  it.     Let  us  thoroughly  settle  what  we  mean  to  do.*' 

"  It  is  all  in  your  hands,  Claude  ;  I  am  ready  and  willing  to  do  whatever  you 
please  in  the  affair." 

"  Very  well.  Upon  one  thing  you  may  depend,  Dick,  and  that  is,  that  I  won't 
balk  you  of  the  proper  amount  of  retribution,  which,  I  see,  you  feel  you  would 
like  to  visit  the  landlord  with  ;  I  think  as  keenly  upon  that  point  as  you  do.  Now, 
what  I  propose  is,  that  we  go  to  bed— that  is  to  say,  that  we  pretend  to  do  ao— 
you  and  me,  I  mean  Dick,  while  Jack  hides  in  the  room  likewise,  in  such  a  place 
as  will  enable  him  to  give  us  notice  of  anything  going  on.  I  will  have  a  pair  of 
pistols  ready  for  action  in  my  hands,  and  you  can  have  the  Earae.'' 

"  What  then  ?" 

*'  Why,  I  feel  strongly  inclined  to  shoot  any  one  who  intrudes  into  the   room." 

*'  And  I  most  certainly  will  do  so.  All  that  I  ask  of  you  is,  that  you  will  let 
me  have  first  pop  at  the  landlord  j  I  owe  him  a  grudge,  and  I  shall  not  feel  at 
all  satisfied  until  I  have  paid  him  in  full." 

"  You  shall  then,  Dick."  I 
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**  I  am  satisfied  ;  and  now  as  this  wine  is  poisoned,  of  course,  he  took  none  of 
it ;  but  it  will  look  suspicious  to  see  the  full  bottle,  so  there  gets  a  lot  of  it  into 
the  ashes;  and  now  let  us  to  bed,  for  the  very  air  of  this  place  now  to  me  after  the 
discoyeries  we  have  made  in  the  next  room  seems  thick  and  full  of  the  veiy  aroma 
of  murder.  * 

"  I  don't  care  how  soon  I  am  on  the  road  again,"  said  Claude,  as  he  rose. 

"Nor  I,"  said  Jack  ;  **  I  will  hide  carefully  behind  the  door  iathe  next  room, 
so  as  they  come  in  they  will  only  the  more  effectually  conceal  me  by  opening  it 
upon  me,  and  then  I  shall  bo  ready  to  pounce  upon  them  at  a  moment's  notice  ; 
but  mind,  both  of  you,  if  you  begin  pistol  firing,  and  there  is  but  a  dim  light  in 
the  room,  don't  mistake  me  for  one  of  the  murderers,  and  accommcdate  me  with 
half  an  ounce  of  lead  as  a  stomachic.     Mind  that." 

•♦  We  will  be  careful.  Jack." 

They  now  all  three  walked  about  the  room  a  little,  and  then  they  flung  down 
one  of  the  chairs,  for  ihis  object  was  to  renoer  the  belief  that  they  had  got  tired 
of  sitting  over  the  wine,  and  were  going  to  bed.  Then  they  all  three  sallied  into 
the  bedroom,  and  after  flamming  the  door  of  connection  between  the  two  rooms, 
so  as  it  should  be  supposed  below  that  one  of  them  had  gone  there,  they  all 
stood  in  the  front  room,  and  listened  attentively. 

Not  the  smallest  sound  broke  the  stillness  of  the  place.  Claude  went  to  the 
window  and  looked  out.  *'  The  night  is  a  lovely  one,"  he  said,  i'  and  I  hope  we 
shall  soon  be  out  in  it.  If  the  air  of  the  sitting-room  was  full  of  uneasy  feelings, 
what  must  this  be  ?     Did  you  put  the  body  in  the  cupboard  again,  Jack  ?" 

**  Not  I.     Dick  kicked  it  under  the  bed  there." 

Claude  shuddered,  but  he  made  no  further  reTnark  about  it.  They  then  hastened 
their  preparation?.  Dick  got  just  under  the  coverlid  of  one  of  the  beds,  and  Claude 
under  that  of  the  other.  They  both  had  a  pistol  clutched  firmly  in  the  right  hand, 
and  they  were  neither  of  them  men  to  miss  their  mark  very  easily  when  they  chose 
to  hit  it.     Jack  got  behind  the  door,  and  then  Claude  said — 

"  Is  all  right  ?" 

"  All  is  right,"  they  feoth  replied. 

"  Out  you  go,  then,"  said  Claude,  as  he  flung  the  pillow  at  the  candle  and 
upset  it  at  once. 

The  room  was  even  then  not  very  dark,  in  consequence  of  the  night  being  so 
fine;  and  if  the  old  trees  had  not  grown  so  close  to  the  windows  as  almost  to  make 
the  effect  of  an  outer  blind  to  them,  no  doubt  every  object  in  that  apartment, 
within  whose  walls  murders  had  been  done,  no  doubt,  many  a  time,  would  have 
been  distinctly  visible.  As  it  was,  everything  had  a  dim  and  spectral  look,  i.nd  a 
coat  that  hung  upon  a  peg,  with  a  hat  upon  it,  looked  so  like  a  human  figure, 
that  Claude  could  hardly  convince  himself  that  it  was  not  one. 

It  was  not  policy  for  any  of  them  to  speak  now,  but  Dick  did  just  whisper, — 

"  Jack  !  Jack  !   do  you  hear  anything  ?" 

'•  Not  a  thing.     But  don't  talk." 

The  stillness  that  ensued  was  most  intense,  and  it  lasted  for  neaily  half  an  hour. 
It  seemed  really  to  be  half  a  day  to  those  who  were  waiting  the  denouement  of 
that  strange  adventare.  The  patience  of  Claude  was  getting  quite  exhausted,  and 
he  was  on  the  point  of  s^aying  something,  when  all  at  once  a  footstep  was  quite 
plainly  heard  in  the  outer  room,  where  they  had  sat  at  their  wine.  They  now  all 
three  listened  most  intently. 

The  tootsteps  were  quit«  plainly  to  be  heard,  and  it  did  not  seem  as  if  the 
person  or  persons  who  were  walking  in  the  outer  room  were  at  all  careful  about 
the  noise  they  made.  Suddenly,  then,  some  one  came  close  to  the  door  that 
separated  tne  double-bedded  room  from  the  outer  one,  and  the  voice  of  the  land- 
lord, to  the  great  surprise  of  Claude  and  his  friends,  said — 

"  Gentlemen,  if  you  are  n  jt  asleep,  will  you  rise,  foi  we  are  afraid  that  there 
are  some  thieves  in  the  house." 

It  was  a  wonder  that  neither  Jack,  nor  Dick,  nor  Claude,  replied  to  this,  it 
really  seemed  so  very  plausible  ;  but  they  did  not.     Ordinary  men,  unaccustomed 

'  =--  
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to  the  strange  and  adventurous  mode  of  fife  which  they  led,  must  have  been  de- 
ceived by  the  manner  in  which  this  remark  -v&s  made  ;  but  they  were  not  ordinary 
men,  and  they  kept  up  the  most  profound  stillness. 

"  As  fast  as  a  church,"  said  the  landlord,  then.  "  How  much  have  they  taken 
of  the  wine,  Wilkins,  my  boy  ?" 

"  Oh,  abcut  three  parts  of  the  bottle,"  growled  another  voice. 

*'Then  that  accounts  very  well  for  it.  Half  that  quantity  would  make  them 
sleep  for  a  couple  of  days." 

"Oh  bother!" 

"  Why,  what's  the  matter  with  you,  now,  Wilkins,  my  fine  lad?  What  are 
you  on  the  growl  about,  now  ?" 

**  Oh,  it's  enough  to  make  a  fellow  growl  when  there's  nothing  but  botheration 
in  the  world.  I  could  easy  have  brought  up  the  old  blunderbuss  and  shot  'em 
all  three  an  hour  ago,  you  know  1  coufd  ;  but  you  are  so  precious  frightened  of  a 
noise,  and  you  must  have  your  drugged  wine  first,  and  your  pails  of  water  thrown 
up  against  the  windows,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing.  Don't  you  call  that  bothera- 
tion to  a  fellow,  eh  ? 

"Well,  but,  my  good  lad,  it  is  so  safe." 

"  Oh,  safe  be  hanged." 

"  Com6,  come,  don't  you  be  out  of  temper.  I  have  let  you  have  your  pick  of 
the  three  horses  you  know,  and  that  ought  to  be  something.  I  am  quite  certain 
that  dark  bay  whom  you  have  chosen,  is  worth  a  hundred  guineas  if  it  is  worth  a 
sixpence." 

"  Well,  who  said  it  wasn't  ?" 

**  Nobody,  my  good  lad,  only  you  didn't  seem  to  be  pleased  ;  but  come,  we  can 
make  short  work  of  it  now,  and  you  know  there's  already  one  dead  body  in  the 
cupboard  to  get  rid  of,  so  we  can  do  all  that  sort  of  job  at  once,  and  clear  oflf  to 
night.     Come  on,  it's  all  right." 

"Well,  who  said  it  wasn't?" 

*'  My  dear  boy,  you  really  seem  determined  to  be  displeased  at  everything.* 

"^'o  I  ain't.     Who  said  I  was,  eh  '" 

"  Well,  well,  my  good  friend.  Be  so  gcod  as  to  come  and  assist  in  the  cutting 
the  throats  of  these  people,  and  then  that  nice  little  job  will  be  over.'' 

"  Well,  then,  come  ;  lor'  bless  me,  you  are  so  precious  slow.  Mind,  now,  I'm 
to  have  half  of  all  the  swag,  and  the  horse  I  picked  out,  and  an  extra  five  pounds 
for  the  job  of  putting  the  bodies  into  the  old  well." 

"  Yes,  my  dear  boy,  yes.  Oh,  yes,  you  are  quite  a  model  of  contentment,  you 
are,  and  it  does  one's  feeling  good  to  hear  you  tiilk.     Come  on,  bow,  come  on." 

With  a  full  confidence  that  their  intended  victims  were  in  a  sound  sleep,  this 
precious  pair  of  worthies  now  made  their  way  into  the  large  bed-room  in  which 
were  the  two  beds,  without  the  smallest  idea  of  the  fate  that  awaited  them  within 
its  precincts. 

The  landlord  carried  a  light,  and  the  "  dear  boy"  came  close  upon  his  heel«. 
As  they  entered  the  room  they  swunj,'  the  door  so  wide  open  that  they  quite 
jammed  Jack  up  against  the  wall  ;  but  they  did  not  notice  that  there  was  any 
obstruction  to  its  coming  wide  open. 

'■*  Which  will  you  settle,  Wilkins  V  said  the  landlord. 

''  Oh,  I  don't  care." 

''  Yes,  but  you  know,  my  lad,  there's  one  in  the  farther  room,  and  he  has  to  be 
done  for  ;  and  you  see  we  can't  divide  this  little  job  if  we  would." 

"Oh,  you  settle  which  one  you  like,  and  I'll  do  the  job  for  the  other  two  of 
'em.  Now  be  off  with  you,  and  settle  it  all.  I  don't  like  such  shilly-shallying. 
Mind,  I  am  to  have  the  horse  ?" 

"  Oh^  of  course — of  course." 

Dick  gave  a  loud  snore. 

"  Ah  !  you  may  snore  if  you  like,"  said  the  landlord,  "  its  nearly  about  the 
last  snore  you  will  make  in  this  world,  my  friend.  I  will  just  settle  you,  as  you 
■eem  to  be  sleeping  rather  uneasily  ;  so  here  goes." 
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As  the  landlord  spoke,  he  advanced  towards  the  bed  upon  which  lay  Dick. 
He  had  placed  the  light  that  he  carried  upon  the  dressing-table  in  the  room,  so 
that  he  had  nothing  to  impede  him  in  his  murderous  plans. 

The  beautiful  Mr.  Wilkins  stepped  up  to  the  bed  on  which  was  Claude  ;  and 
our  friend  could  perceive  that  he  was  armed  with  a  knife.  The  landlord  had  a 
similar  one  ;  and  such  a  systematic  pair  of  murderers,  surely,  had  never  existed, 
as  these  two  men,  who  made  a  trade  of  slaughter,  and  looked  upon  human  life  as 
nothing. 

*'  Hold!"  cried.  Jack,  for  as  Dick  nor  Claude  moved,  he  began  to  be  afraid  that 
they  had  fallen  asleep  in  earnest,  and  would  becom?  the  victims  of  the  murderers. 

*'  All's  right,  Jack,"  said  Claude,  sitting  up  in  the  bed,  and  pointing  a  pistol 
at  the  amiable  youth. 

*'  That's  it,"  said  Dick,  as  he  likewise  sat  up  in  his  bed,  and  levelled  a  pistol 
at  the  landlord. 

For  a  moment  or  two,  the  two  ruffians  were  evidently  too  much  petrified  with 
astonishment  and  dismay  to  move  or  speak,  and  then,  with  cries  of  terror,  they 
turned  to  the  door  of  the  room,  but  there  stood  Jack,  with  a  p'stol  in  each  hand. 

*'  No — no,'*  he  said,  *«  you  don't  pass  here." 

"Mercy! — mercy  1"  said  the  landlord,  crouching  down  upon  the  floor,  and 
huddling  himself  up  into  the  smallest  possible  compass  that  he  could.  '*  Mercy  !" 
The  brutal  comrade  of  this  man  sh^a  ik  back  against  the  door  of  the  cupboard, 
and  then  he  screwed  himself  up  as  he  said  — 

**  You  wouldn't  go  for  to  come  to  shoot  a  poor  fellow,  would  you  now  ?  Oh, 
don't!' 

'•What  do  you  want  here  V*  said  Claude. 

'*  Oh,  dear,  gentlemen,"  said  the  landlord,  **  all  we  wanted  was  to  see  if  you 
were  quite  comfortable  !" 

"Indeed?" 

*  Yes,  gentlemen,  that  is  all,  upon  my  honour  !     Wasn't  it,  my  boy,  ins 

— w  asn't  it  ?" 

"  Oh,  yes,  upon  my  honour,  too  !" 

"Dick?" 

"  Yea,  Claude." 

"  You  shoot  the  landlord,  and  I  will  shoot  Master  Wilkins,  so  we  shall  rid  the 
world  of  two  as  awful  rascals  as  Heaven  ever  permitted  to  crawl  upon  its  surface. 
I  do  not  feel  that  this  is  a  murder.  It  is  an  execution  founded  upon  the  clearest 
evidence,  for  the  benefit  of  society  at  large."  i 

Upon  hearing  these  words,  Wilkins  fell  to  the  floor,  where  he  lay  howling  and 
writhing  about  in  the  most  extraordinary  manner;  and  the  landlord  wepc,  and 
prayed,  and  shouted  for  mercy.  Jack  kept  guard  at  the  door  of  the  room,  and  all 
he  said  was — 

'•  Put  them  both  out  of  their  misery  at  once.  I  don't  like  bloodshed  ;  but  I 
have  not  a  word  to  say  in  favour  of  two  cold-blooded  murderers  !" 

*•  When  1  cry  *  three,*  fire,  Dick,"  said  Claude, 

"I  will." 

'*  One— two." 

The  landlord arad  Wilkins  seemed  both  going  mad,  they  rolled  about  so  upon 
the  floor,  and  dashed  themselves  against  it  in  so  terrible  a  manner.  JSurely  this 
was  a  shocking  scene  ;  but  if  ever  two  human  beings  merited  such  an  amount  of 
punishment  for  their  crimes,  those  two  men  did.  They  were,  as  Jack  said,  two 
cold-blooded  murderers. 

".Three  !"  aaid  Claude.  ! 

Bang— bang  !  went  the  two  pistols.     Wilkins,  with  a  cry  of  agony,  bounded  to 
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bis  feet,  and  then  staggering  back,  lie  fell  upon  the  landlord,  wbo  had  been  shot 
through  the  head  hj  Dick,  and  who  lay  all  but  dead,  shivering  upon  the  floor. 
The  bullet  from  Claude's  pistol  had  hit  Wilkins  in  the  chest,  and  now  he  fell  on 
the  landlord,  and  they  both  drew  their  last  breaths  in  that  room^  which  no  doubt 
had  often  «choed  to  the  cries  of  their  victims. 

Jack  had  shut  the  door,  and  his  back  was  against  it,  but  now  some  one  tried  to 
get  in  from  without,  and  a  harsh  female  voice,  cried— 

*'  Haven't  you  done  it  yet  ?  Where  did  you  get  the  pistols  from  ?  Wilkins,  my 
dear,  haven't  you  done  that  little  job  yet  ?" 

"  No,  ma'am,"  said  Jack,  suddenly  moving  aside  from  the  door,  and  letting 
a  most  repulsive  looking  woman  fall  into  the  room  upon  her  hands  and  knees. 
Both  Dick  and  Claude  had  sprung  from  their  respective  beds  by  this  time,  and 
the  latter  caught  the  woman  by  the  arm,  and  swung  her  right  to  the  other  end  of 
the  room,  saying  as  he  did  so — 

*'  Remain  with  your  dear  Wilkins,  you  disgrace  to  your  sex.  Come  away— 
coaae  away,  my  friends,  and  let  us  leave  at  once  this  horrid  house." 

With  a  shriek  of  dismay  as  she  saw  what  had  happened,  the  woman  fell  to  the 
floor,  and  then  our  three  adventurers  hurried  from  the  room,  and  descending  the 
stairs,  they  caught  up  a  couple  of  lights  that  were  burning  below,  and 
proceeded,  to  the  stable,  were  they  had  the  satisfaction  of  finding  their  three  horses 
well  looked  to;  for  the  landlord  and  Master  Wilkins  had  paid  all  the  attention 
they  could  to  them,  looking  upon  them  as  their  own  from  the  moment  they  first 
entered  the  stable. 

The  saddles  were  soon  put  on,  and  then  the  horses  were  led  to  the  door. 

"  Stop  a  bit,''  said  Claude,  "  I  don't  feel  disposed  to  leave  this  place  just  yet." 

**  Oh,  come  away,"  said  Jack.     ^'  What  more  would  you  do  V' 

**  Wait  for  me.     Hold  my  horse,  Jack." 

Jack  did  so,  and  Claude  went  into  the  house,  in  which  he  was  absent  about  five 
minutes.     Then  he  came  back  and  mounted  at  once,  saying — 

"  I  have  set  fire  to  the  murder  den." 

"  Have  you  though,  really  P" 

*'  Yea,  and  I  think  it  is  the  very  best  end  it  can  come  to.  There's  n^  t  a  living 
thing  in  it  but  that  woman,  and  she  will  take  good  care  of  kerself,  no  doubt." 

•'  And  if  she  don't,"  said  Dick,  *'  it  won't  grieve  me  much,  for  if  anybody  de- 
served a  roasting  in  the  world,  it  is  surely  such  a  person  as  that.  This  has  been 
rather  an  ugly  night's  work,  and  a  most  narrow  escape." 

"  It  has,  indeed.  Let  us  get  <in,  for  the  further  we  are  from  the  Bunch  of 
Grape?,  the  better  I  shall  think  the  air." 

The  horses  were  tolerably  fresh,  ard  they  now  made  good  speed  along  the  road, 
but  they  had  not  been  gone  above  a  mile,  when  Jack  looked  round,  and  cried — 

"  There  burns  the  old  crib.     Don't  you  see  the  light  in  the  sky  ?" 

They  all  three  paused  for  a  moment  or  two,  and  sure  enough  it  was  sufiiciently 
evident  that  the  public-house  was  in  roaring  flames.  It  was  quite  a  relief  to 
Claude  to  find  that  such  was  the  fact,  and  to  think  that  he — by  the  aid  of  his  two 
friends — had  been  the  cause  of  sweeping  from  the  face  of  the  earth  such  a  den  of 
iniquity  as  that  house  had  been. 

They  started  again,  and  soon  left  the  inn,  and  the  whole  district  in  which  it 
was  situated,  far  behind  them.  Nothing  of  farther  moment  occurred  to  our 
heroes,  until  they  reached  to  within  a  mile  of  Tyburn-gate,  and  then  they  saw  a 
carriage  coming  along  in  great  state,  with  a  couple  of  footmen  behind  it. 

"  Hilloa!"  cried  Claude.     *'  Coachman  !  coachman  !" 

The  coachman  thought  that  something  was  amiss  with  his  vehicle  and  pulled  up. 

"That  will  do,"  said  Claude.     "  Who  have  ycu  got  in  the  inside,  coachman  ?" 

*<  You  rascal !'  said  the  coachman  ;  **  I  really  thought  a  linch-pin  had  come  out, 
or  the  tie  off*  one  of  my  precious  wheels.     Get  out  of  the  way,  you  villain  !" 

Claude  fired  a  pistol  apparently  at  the  coachman's  (head,  but  he  took  care  to 
miss.  It  was  so  very  nigh  to  a  hit,  however,  that  it  frightened  the  coachman  very 
nearly  out  of  his  wits,  and  dropping  his  whip  and  his  reins,  he  cried  out— 
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"  Ob,  my  lord,  it*s  highwaymen !  it's  highwaymea  I*' 
Dick  had  ridden  up  to  the  carriage-door,  and  a  gentleman,  in  a  powdered  mg 
looked  out,  crying— 
"Drive  over  the  rascnls,  Coachman  !  drive  ovet  the  rascals  !** 
**  No,  don't,"  said  Dick,  as  he  laid  hold  of  the  wig,  and  by  its  assistance  gave      \ 


A  NIGHT  ADVENTURE  AT  THE  "  BXJNCH  OP  QRAFBI." 

its  owner's  liead  a  sound  rap  against  the  side  of  the  coach-door.    1  he  wig  then 
came  off  in  Dick's  hand. 

"  You  villain !"  said  its  owner;  "  do  you  know  who  I  am  ?* 

"Not  I, — perhaps  you  will  tell  us?" 

"  I  am  the  prime  minister." 

*'  The  deuce  you  are  !     Then  you  ought  to  have  rather  a  long  purse,  for  all  the 
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world  agrees  that  you  rob  the  people  at  such  a  rate  as  wag  never  known 
before.  Come,  sir,  hand  out  your  purse,  your  watch,  ringg,  or  any  other  jewellery 
you  may  happen  to  have;  and  I  beg  to  tell  you  that  it  won't  be  at  all  safe  to 
trifle  with  us.** 

'•Help!  help!" 

"  Oh,  certainly.  Jack,  the  prime  minister  wants  to  be  helped  out  of  his 
coach ;  open  the  door,  Jack." 

"  No  —no !  If  I  am  to  be  robbed,  I  may  as  well  submit  quietly.  There  is  my 
purse  and  there  is  my  watch,  and  there  is  a  diamond  ring,  which  is  the  only  one 
I  ever  wear." 

*'  You  won't  wear  it  any  longer,  my  lord." 

"  Nor  you,  I  hope,  for  long.  I  shall  offer  a  reward  of  one  thousand  pounds 
for  your  apprehension,  in  the  morning." 

*'  Make  it  two,''  said  Dick,  *'  and  I'll  come  and  give  myself  up  and  claim  it, 
my  lord.  All's  right.  Comrades,  the  prime  minister  has  done  the  handsome 
tbmg,  so  he  may  go— off  and  away:    Good-night,  my  lord,  good-night.'' 

**  Ha !  ha  I  good-night  l"  laughed  Claude,  as  he  passed  the  carriage  window. 

"I  thould  only  just  like  to  know  who  you  are,"  said  the  minister,  "that's  all, 
my  fine  fellows." 

**  Why,  the  fact  is,"  said  Claude,  *'we  are  three  young  ladies  in  disguise. 
We  have  Just  run  away  from  a  boarding-school,  at  Turnham-green,  My  name 
is  Lydia ;  that  one  who  took  your  purse,  and  watch,  and  ring,  is  the  amiable 
Sophia  ;  and  this  one  who  is  close  to  me  is  the  gentle  Emily.  Good-night,  my 
lord.    Mind  you  advertise  us  all  well," 

The  prime  minister  was  so  indignant  at  this  fun  being  poked  at  him,  that 
he  drew  up  the  window  of  his  carriage  with  a  jerk  and  would  not  say  another 
word.  One  of  the  footmen  had  to  get  down  for  the  purpose  of  picking  up  the 
reins  and  the  whip  for  the  bewildered  coachman,  and  while  that  was  being  all 
settled,  our  friends  rode  off. 

*'  W  ell,"  said  Claude,  when  they  got  into  Oxford  Street,  "■  there  has  been 
some  fun  in  that." 

•*  Yes,"  said  Dickj  "  it  was  done  in  an  off-handed  way  at  all  events  ;  and  what 
is  better,  the  purse  seems  to  be  pretty  heavy,  too,  that  he  handed  me  out." 

" That's  the  best  of  it,"  said  Jack.  "Here's  a  good  lamp  in  Quebec  Street 
here.    Let's  look  what's  in  it." 

«  With  all  my  heart.'' 

They  all  three  turned  their  horses*  heads  up  Quebec  Street,  and  halted  close 
to  a  lamp.  The  purse  was  a  most  magnificent  one  that  the  prime  minister  had 
handed  to  Dick,  and  now  he  opened  it,  and  poured  some  of  the  contents  into  his 
hand. 

**  Halfpence,  by  Jove  !"  said  Dick. 

"AH  halfpence!"  cried  Claude. 

**  Yes,  every  rap.     Here's  a  do  !" 

Claude  was  so  highly  amused  at  the  long  face  that  Dick  pulled  over  this  affair^ 
thai  he  nearly  fell  off  his  horse  with  laaghing,  and  the  tears  ran  down  his  face. 

*'  Oh,  that's  good,"  he  said ;  "  but  the  best  of  it  was  your  look,  Dick,  when  you 
turned  them  out  into  your  hand.  That  was  truly  rich.  Where's  the  watch?— 
Is  that  copper  ? — Oh — oh  !— I  shall  never  leave  off  laughing  at  this." 

"  No,  the  watch  is  all  right,  and  so  is  the  ring,  but  I  admit  I  never  was  so 
thoroughly  done  with  a  purse  before.     It's  really  provoking.'' 

"  Not  at  all,"  said  Claude.  "It's  a  clever  thing,  and  I  give  him  credit  for  it, 
that  1  do." 

"  Come— come,"  said  a  watchman,  at  this  moment  turning  a  comer,  and  offi- 
ciously holding  up  his  lantern  to  look  at  them.     **  Come — come,  move  on." 

"  What  do  you  say,  my  friend  ?"  asked  Claude, 

"  Move  on,*l  say." 

•*  Oh,  that's  it,  is  it  ?  Just  step  here ;  I  have  got  something  t©  say  to  you.  A 
little  nearer.    It's  rather  a  secret." 
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*'  Well?"  said  the  watchman  coming  up  close  to  him.     "Well?" 

Claude  poised  his  riding-whip  in  his  hand,  the  end  of  which'  was  heavily 
loaded. 

"  I,"  he  said,  "  am  Claude  Duval,  with  one  thousand  five  hundred  pounds  re- 
ward for  the  taking  me.  That  is  Dick  Turpin  with  a  thousand  pounds  for  him  ; 
and  there  you  go,  old  fellow.*' 

Down  went  the  riding-whip,  and  the  watchman  fell  sprawling  in  the  kennel. 

"  Come  on,"  said  Claude.  *•  All's  right.  He  won't  like  it  when  he  comes  to 
his  senses  again.    Come  on." 


CHAPTER  CCXni. 

THE    KEN    IN    THE    OLD    MINT.— A  NIGHT   SCENE. 

"  Where  shall  we  go  ?"  said  Jack  when  they  had  got  nearly  as  far  as  the 
junction  of  Oxford  Street  with  Holborn* 

"That  is  worth  the  coisidering,"  remarked  Dick,  "before  He  proceed  any 
further,  I  think.  Suppose  we  go  to  the  old  ken  in  the  Mint  ?  I  have  not  been 
there  for  a  considerable  time,  and  I  dare  say  you  have  neither  of  you  crossed  its 
threshold  for  a  long  day." 

"  It  is  a  couple  of  years  since  I  was  in  it,"  said  Claude. 

"And  three  times  a  couple  since  I  was  there,"  said  Jack. 

'*  Well,  then,  is  it  a  bargain  ?  We  can  put  up  our  horses  elsewhere.  We 
have  plenty  of  places  where  we  can  safely  do  that,  I  should  say;  and  then,  on 
foot,  we  can  walk  to  the  Mint." 

"  Welli  come  on,  then,"  said  Claude.  •*  It  will  be  a  pleasant  enough  way  of 
passing  the  night  j  and  who  knows  but  we  may  chance  to  meet  some  old  friends 
there  ?  I  think  it  is  always  as  well  now  and  then  to  pass  a  few  hours  in  such 
places,  for  the  sake  of  being  able  to  contrast  them  again  with  the  beautiful  open 
country,  which,  I  confess,  is  much  more  my  admiration  than  the  town  can 
tver  be." 

"  And  mine,  too,"  said  Jack  ;  "  so  let  us  be  jogging." 

They  put  up  their  horses  in  the  City,  where  they  knew  they  would  not  only  be 
pertectly  safe  but  comeatable  at  a  moment's  notice,  if  needs  were  ;  and  then,  on 
foot,  they  proceeded  to  the  Mint  at  Southwark.  That  locality  then  was  con- 
sidered quite  sacred  to  the  thieves  of  London,  and  it  was  seldom,  indeed,  that 
an  officer  ventured  into  it  for  the  purpose  of  attempting  a  capture.  If  one  had 
done  so,  it  would  have  been  a  great  chance  for  him  to  escape  with  his  life. 

The  ken — as  it  was  called — to  which  our  three  adventurers  proposed  to  go,  was 
one  of  the  most  celebrated  in  the  whole  locality ;  and  if  any  of  what  might  be 
called  the  aristocracy  of  iniquity  went  to  the  Old  Mint  at  all,  it  was  there  that 
they  bestowed  themselves. 

A  gentlemanly-looking  man  suddenly  stepped  up  to  Claude,  and  said— 

*'  Sir,  can  you  tell  me  the  time  ?" 

**0h,  yes.     It  is  past  twelve." 

"Thank  you, sir." 

The  man  looked  keenly  in  thejf'ice  of  Claude,  and  then,  with  a  bow,  walked 
away. 

*'  What  is  the  meaning  of  that,  I  wonder  ?"  said  Claude. 

**  A  spy,"  said  Dick.  **  There  was  something  in  that  fellow's  manner  that  con- 
vinces me  at  once  of  his  vocation.  He  is  on  the  look-out  for  some  one;  but  it 
can  hardly  be  for  us,  as  our  presence  here  could  not  be  even  suspected  by  any  one, 
since  we  only  made  the  determination  to  come  here  at  all  within  the  last  half 
hour  or  so.'* 

**  And  yet  I  feel  a  presentiment,"  said  Jack. 

"Of  what?" 

**  Of  much  danger.    Oh,  Claude,  it  seemed  to  me  as  if  at  the  moment  that  man 
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spoke  lo  you,  an  audible  voice  from  some  invisib'e  lips  had  said  to  me,  '  Go  not  to 
the  Mint.'  " 

"  Ob,  Jack,  you  should  not  give  way  to  such  fancies,"  said  Claude.  "  If  you 
continue  to  do  so,  you  will  at  last  find  yourself  the  slave  ef  all  sorts  of  fancies, 
and  you  vvon't  know  what  to  do  or  to  think.  Every  enterprise  you  dream  of  ex- 
ecuting will  be  nipped  in  the  bud  by  your  imaginary  terrors,  and  you  will  be  the 
8iav5  of  your  own  feelings." 

"  All  that  is  true,  Claude ;  and  yet ** 

•*  Yet  what,  Jack  ?     Speak  freely." 

"  I  would  give  something  if  we  were  not  going  to  the  old  ken  in  the  Mint 
to-night." 

"  Oh,  stuff,  Jack.     Come  on — come  on  !" 

**  I  will  go  if  you  go,  Claude ;  for  in  life  or  in  death,  in  safety  or  in  danger,  I 
feel  that  my  place  is  by  your  side,  and  it  is  the  place  of  all  others  in  which  I  best 
wish  to  be  ;  but  I  still  cannot  help  having  ray  fears." 

"  Which  will  all  prove  groundless.  Jack,  and  to-itiorrow  we  shall  laugh  at 
them.     Come  on  I     It's  all  right  enough." 

*'  There  are  three  of  us,'*  said  Dick,  "  and  we  are  all  well  armed.  It  would 
be  a  bold  man,  and  indeed,  I  may  say,  it  would  be  a  bold  half-dozen  of  men,  who 
would  interfere  with  us." 

"You  are  right,"  said  Claude,  **it  would  indeed  ;  but  here  we  are." 

They  had  now  reached  the  door  of  a  large  building,  that  looked  like  some  old 
tavern  that  had  decidedly  seen  very  much  better  days,  but  had  given  up  the 
hope  of  ever  seeing  them  again.  Hanging  at  right  angle?  from  the  wall,  there 
was  an  old,  blackened  sign  ;  but  the  wind,  and  dust,  and  rain  of  that  not  very 
clean  and  favoured  region,  had  long  since  obliterated  all  traces  of  what  had  been 
upon  it. 

The  roof  of  the  house,  which,  by-the-by,  was  only  one  story  in  height,  was  one 
of  those  huge  sloping  ones  with  a  perfect  wilderness  of  tiles,  which  are  still  to  be 
seen  in  some  of  the  very  old  streets  in  London.  The  fiontage  was  rather  exten- 
sive, for  there  were  no  less  a  number  than  eight  windows  in  a  row,  and  the  door- 
way was  huge,  and  deeply  sunk  in  the  front  wall  of  the  old  house. 

"  Well,  here  we  are,"  said  Dick,  *'  and  the  old  ken  don't  to  my  eyes  look  a  bit 
different  to  what  it  did  a  couple  or  three  years  ago,  and  I  do  believe  it  will  just 
look  like  what  it  does  now  till  the  end  of  the  world." 

"And  three  days  afterwards,"  said  Claude.  "I  wonder  now  if  anyone  is 
here.  There  used  to  he  a  jolly  enough  lot  always  about  the  old  crib.  Knock, 
Dick,  and  we  shall  soon  see." 

With  the  handle  of  his  riding  whip,  Dick  knocked  in  a  very  peculiar  way  at  the 
door,  and  he  repeated  the  summons  thrice  before  any  attention  was  paid  to  it  by 
any  one.  Then  from  a  little  window,  that  looked  like  an  eye  above  the  door,  a 
face  looked  out. 

"  Hilloa  !'*  said  the  voice  that  belonged  to  the  face,  *' What  now— eh  i  Who 
is  it  ?" 

"  Old  friends,*'  said  Dick.    *'  Open  the  ken.    Confound  you,  don't  yoa  know 
me  ?  You  ought  to  do  so." 
"Why,  it'sTurpin!" 

*'  Hold  your  noise,  will  you  ?  What  do  you  mean  bawling  out  a  man's  name 
in  that  way  for? —I  have  got  two  gentlemen  with  me,  and  it  don't  look  well  to 
keep  them  waiting." 

*•  Gentlemen?     Why,  who  are  they  ?" 

**  The  right  sort,  you  may  depend  j  so  be  quick,  will  you  ?  Is  there  anybody  in 
the  old  ken  V 

*' Oh,  ye?,  a  jolly  lot.  Ain't  it  quiet,  though  ?  Now  they  are  all  singing  a 
chorus,  and  yet  you  can't  so  much  as  here  that  a  mouse  is  stirring,  can  you  now  ? 
Oh;  we  keep  the  sound  in  nicely  now  ;  but  that's  all  owing  to  science,  il  is." 

The  head  disappeared  from  the  little  window,  and  Claude  said  to  Dick  and 
Jack — 
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"  He  may  talk  of  keeping  the  sound  in  as  much  as  he  likes,  but  I  can  hear  the 
rumour  of  voices  as  I  stanrl  here.  They  are  under  this  part  of  the  ground  on 
which  we  tread.  But  I  don't  see  that  it  much  matters,  for  the  officers  and  the 
beaks  know  of  this  place  as  well  as  we  do,  only  they  dare  not  come  to  it  to  do 
any  mischief.  I  take  it  now  that  there  is  not  a  ken  in  London  that  is  without  its 
spy  or  two  to  give  notice  of  who  has  been  there,  and  that's  the  only  danger  with 
them.  It  is  not  in  the  ken  thac  you  run  any  risk,  but  it  is  in  being  closely 
watched  as  you  go  from  it,  that  you  may  have  a  fellow  upon  your  heels  when 
you  least  expect,  who  will  give  the  affair  to  the  grabs,  and  then  they  will  have  a 
snatch  at  you." 

*'  You  are  quite  right,  Claude,*'  said  Dick.   "  But  here's  the  door  opened.  We 
won't  stay  long,  and  then  off  we  will  go  to  the  road  again,  if  you  like." 
«  Agreed.' 

*'  And  the  sooner  the  better,"  said  Jack. 

The  door  of  the  old  place  was  cautiously  opened,  and  a  man  with  a  lantern 
made  his  appearance. 

"  Come  in,"  he  said.     "  Come  in.     It's  all  right." 

They,  upon  this,  all  three  passed  into  the  house;  and  when  Dick  had  passed 
the  man,  the  lantern  was  held  up  in  the  face  of  Claude. 

*'  Oh,  gracious,  it's  him !"  said  the  man,     •'  Why,  it's  Claude  Duval  !" 
"To  be  sure,  my  friend,"  said  Claude.     "Couldn't  I  find  time  to  come  now 
and  then  to  some  of  the  old  cribs  ? ' 

"  To  be  sure — to  be  sure,  and  there  ain't  a  face  in  the  old  place  that  will  be 
welcomer  than  yours ;  but  who  aie  you,  old  fellow  ?" 

This  last  question  was  addressed  to  Jack,  but  although  the  man  looked  well  at 
him,  he  failed  to  recognise  him,  and  shaking  his  head,  he  said<— 
*•  You  are  a  puzzler. — I  don't  know  you.'* 

"  But  you  will  take  our  word,"  said  Ciaade,  "  that  he  is  one  of  the  right  sort, 
1  suppose  V 

"Ob,  dear,  yes,  I'd  take  your  word  for  a  good  deal  more  than  that,  I  rather 
think;  so  come  on  all  of  you.' 

The  man  with  the  lantern  led  the  way  and  they  followed  him  closely.  After 
traversing  a  very  large  passage,  they  came  to  a  door,  which  he  pushed  open,  and 
then  descend  a  flight  nf  stairs  that  evidently  led  quite  down  among  the  foundations 
of  the  house.  Then  a  couple  of  gloomy-looking  cellars,  which  might  possibly 
have  been  dignified  by  the  name  of  kitchens,  were  parsed  through,  after  which,  at 
the  eni  of  another  short  passage,  a  blanket,  hanging  double  from  the  ceiling,  was 
pushed  aside,  and  they  were  in  the  ken. 

The  scene  that  now  presented  itself  was  a  most  extraordinary  one.  The  ken 
was  an  apartment  roughly  boarded  on  all  sides,  ceiling  included,  with  planking, 
that,  by  the  aid  of  time  and  tobacco  smoke,  had  become  as  nearly  black  as  it  very 
well  could  be.  At  one  end  was  a  great  roaring  fire,  but  owing  to  there  having 
been  some  difficulty  in  carrying  the  flew  so  that  it  should  not  point  out  the  exact 
locality  of  the  ken,  the  fire  had  the  amiable  peculiarity  of  discharging  the 
greater  quantity  ol  its  smoke  into  the  ken. 

This  little  circumstance  imparted  a  cloudy  look  to  the  atmosphere  of  the  place, 
and  always  set  everybody  coughing  upon  their  first  entrance  into  it.    The  room, 
if  room  it  could  rightly  be  called,  was  capable  of  holding  a  couple  of  hundred 
people  with  tolerable  ease,  and  it  was  now  about  half  full. 
"There  was  a  large  proportion  of  ladies  (?)  present. 

It  was  not  usual  to  announce  guests  in  that  place ;  but  that  quiet  rule  of  allow- 
ing anybody  to  go  in  and  out  unobserved,  was  on  the  occasion  of  persons  of  such 
celebrity  as  those  that  were  now  ushered  into  the  ken,  dispensed  with,  and  the 
man  with  the  lantern  called  out  in  stentorian  accents— 

"  My  ram  'uns,  here's  Dick  Tiirpin,  Claude  Duval,  and  a  friend  of  theirs  as 
they  goes  bail  for!" 
j       At  this  startling  announcement!  all  eyes  were  directed  to  the  door  of  the  ken, 
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and  then  a  shout  of  gratification  arose  from  the  assemblage,  which  was  materially 
assisted  by  the  shrill  voices  of  the  ladies. 

Claude  advanced,  and  with  a  smile  upon  his  face,  be  said — 

"I  have  only  just  popped  in  to  spend  an  hour  with  the  family,  and  to  take  a 
bottle  of  wine,  to  the  health  and  good  keeping  of  old  friends.  After  that,  we  must 
be  ofi" again,  for  London  is  rather  a  warm  place  for  us  to  be  in, just  now," 

•*  Hurrah  '.—hurrah  !" 

A  rather  dashing  specimen  of  the  female  sex  now  came  forward,  and  throwing 
her  arms  round  Claude,  she  cried— 

"  You  are  as  welcome  as  gin  in  sorrow,  Claude  Duval,  Come,  sit  down  and 
tell  us  what  you  have  been  about  for  this  age.  Why,  some  of  the  old  family 
coves  would  have  it  that  you  were  married  !" 

*'  Dear  me,  what  could  put  such  a  thing  into  their  heads  ?"  laughed  Claude, 
"  How  very  ridiculous.  You  know,  my  deai,  that  a  highwayman  is  married  to  the 
road,  and  that  he  never  seeks  to  break  the  union  that  binds  him  to  a  lonely  path 
and  a  moonlight  night.     What  say  you,  Dick  ?" 

**I  can  hardly  say  anything,  Claude,  for  a  young  lady  has  got  me  so  fast  round 
the  neck,  that  I  am  in  peril  of  instant  suffocation,  if  she  don't  let  me  go.* 

A  roaring  laugh  at  this  rung  through  the  place,  and  then  the  wine  was  brought, 
Claude  had  ordered  it  as  they  came  along  the  gloomy  passages  that  led  to  the  old 
ken,  but  the  bottle  he  spoke  of  had  somebow  swelled  to  two  dozen,  of  whicli  every- 
body was  to  partake. 

''Come,"  said  Claude,  "  I  don't  come  often  to  the  old  ken,  but  when  I  do, 
you  know,  I  feel  that  I  ought  to  order  as  much  as  though  I  had  been  here  once  a 
week,  at  least;  so,  as  1  can't  drink  it  all,  I  hope  all  kind  friends  will  help  me  a 
little." 

This  was  one  way  of  insuring  the  most  enthusiastic  popularity  in  the  ken,  not 
but  what  Claude  was,  with  his  great  reputation,  sufiieiently  popular  without 
standing  treat  to  such  an  extent  as  that  ;  but  with  it,  he  might  be  called  the  king 
of  the  old  family  ken. 

One  hour  was  tuus  passed,  and  the  ladies  were  getting  rather  glorious,  when  a 
voice  suddenly  cried  out — 

"  It  ain't  all  right.    Hilloa  !" 

At  this  announcement,  everybody  was  hushed,  except  a  young  lady  who  was 
singing  a  song,  and  she  heard  nothing  but  her  own  dulcet  strainsj  and  was  not 
aware  that  there  was  anything  amiss,  until  some  one  threw  a  glass  of  wine  into 
hex  open  mouth  and  nearly  choked  her. 

J*  What's  amiss,"  cried  Claude, 

'*  I'll  tell  you,"  said  the  young  fellow  who  had  made  the  announcement  that  all 
was  not  right ;  '*  I'll  tell  you.     The  Crinkley  Fox  and  me  was  a  going  out  of  the  ' 
ken,  and  he  went  first,  and  directly  he  got  outside  he  was  grabbed.     I  hung  back 
and  got.the  door  shut  again."  I 

**  Perhaps  he  was  wanted  pertickler/*  said  a  deep  gruff  voice,  from  a  comer  of  , 
the  room. 

"  Perhaps  he  was,"  said  Claude,  "and  if  so,  it  don't  much  afiect  us;  but  that's  ': 
what  I  have  always  said,  my  friends — the  kea's  are  safe  enough  while  you  are  in  j 
them,  but  they  are  watched  by  the  gTabs  Uke  a  cat  watching  a  mouse.**  j 

At  this  moment  the  man  with  the  lantern  rushed  into  the  ken,  and  in  a  voice  ; 
of  dismay,  he  called  out,  to  to  the  astonishment  of  all  present— 

'*  J/iZmierj/l" 

"  What  ?"  cried  Claude. 

"  He  means  miUtary,'*  said  Jack.  '♦  Hilloa,  old  Bob  White,  tell  us  exactly 
what  you  have  got  to  say  at  once.     Is  there  any  danger  to  Claude  Duval  V* 

*«  Who  is  yer,  that  yer  calls  me  Bob  White  ?  Why,  I  havn't  been  knowed  b; 
the  name  of  Bob  White  for  the  last  five  years  or  more.  I  calls  myself  now,  Peter 
Brown." 

"  You  are  determined  to  be  among  the  colours,  then  V* 

*'  I  tell  you  what  it    is,  I  don't  like  your  looks.     You  know  more  than  you 
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ou'^ht,  old  fellow,  and  I  donH  know  nothing  about  yer,  nor  does  any  of  the  family 
know  nothing  about  yer.  Tve  been  among  'em  and  asked  'em,  and  they  don't 
none  of  'em  know  you ;  and  now  all  on  a  sudden  yer  calls  me  Bob  White  !" 

**  A  spy ! a  sneak ! — kill  him  ! — down  with  him!"  cried  a  number  of  voices. 

*'  Silence  !"  said  Duval ;  "you  seem  quite  to  forget  that  I  brought  him  with 
me,  and  that  I  answer  for  him  as  a  friend  of  mine." 

««  And  I  too,"  said  Dick. 

"  Yes,"  said  Bob  White,  alias  Peter  Brown,  *'  but  yer  is  both  taken  in,  that's 
the  fact.    No  doubt  yer  think  he's  all  right  enough,  but  it's  a  take-in." 

"There  you  are  wrong,"  cried  Claude,  '*  and  if  any  one  here  attempts  to  lay  a 
hand  upon  him,  they  must  first  take  my  life  ;  so  I  warn  you  all." 

'*  Hold  !"  cried  Jack  ;  "  this  must  not  be." 

"  And  they  must  kill  me  likewise,"  said  Dick.  ^Our  word  ought  to  be 
sufficient  for  the  safety  of  any  one." 

The  thieves  rose  in  a  body  with  menacing  gestures,  and  the  noise  of  voices  was 
quite  tremendous. 


CHAPTER  CCXIV. 

THE    ESCAPE    BY    THE   RIVER.— THE    FATE    OF   THE    POLICE   GALLEY. 

As  the  enraged  members  of  the  old  ken  advanced  thus  threatingly  upon  Jack, 
many  ff)ncealed  weapons  were  produced,  such  as  knives,  and  other  steel  means  of 
oflfence  and  defence,  such  as  fev  of  the  large  fraternity  of  thieves  in  those  days 
were  ever  without. 

The  complexion  of  affairs  was  indeed  threatening. 

•«  What  is  to  be  done  ?"  whisperd  Dick  to  Claude. 

"  Defy  them." 

*•  But  they  are  half  mad  with  drink." 

"  That,  indeed,  is  the  worst  feature  of  the  whole  transaction.  Jack,  what  do 
you  think  of  this  afiFair  ?' 

Before  Jack  could  answer,  the  thieves  made  a  further  advance  towards  him,  and 
one  pressed  so  near,  that  Claude  at  once  stepped  forward,  and  grappling  with  him, 
he  flung  him  right  into  the  fire  at  the  farther  end  of  the  ken,  from  which  he  was 
only  just  clawed  out  in  time  to  save  his  life  by  some  of  the  ladies,  who,  when 
there  appeared  Some  signs  of  a  disturbance,  had  retired  to  that  end  of  the  ken 
for  safety. 

** Beware]!"  said  Claude ;  "  I  tell  you  all  to  beware  of  me.  When  I  say  I  am 
answerable  for  the  good  faith  of  a  man  in  a  place  like  this,  I  likewise  make  my- 
self answerable  for  his  safety." 

"  Kill  him  !     Down  with  him !' ' 

"  Who  says  that  ?  Whoever  he  be,  he  can  howl  loud  enough,"  said  Jack. 
*'  If  he  will  be  so  good  as  to  step  forward  and  try  it,  here  1  am,  and  I  promise 
him  a  warm  reception." 

•*  Don't  speak.  Jack,"  said  Claude. 

"  Oh,  but  I  must ;  it  is  time  that  I  should  speak  ;  and,  now  that  I  have  begun, 
I  will  speak  to  some  purpose,  and  they  shall  hear  me.  I  find  that  the  gentleman 
with  the  powerful  throat,  who  was  so  anxious  to  kill  me,  and  down  with  me,  don't 
seem  to  be  glad  to  come  forward." 

As  he  spoke,  Jack  got  upon  a  table  that  was  close  at  hand,  and  Claude  and  Dick 
stood  close  to  him  to  protect  him.    Claude,  with  a  pistol  in  his  right  hand,  called  out, 

"I  see  a  man  aiming  a  bottle  at  my  friend  ;  let  him  throw  it,  and  I  will  give 
him  a  pistol -bullet  in  exchange  for  it." 

"  Hark  ye,"  cried  Jack.     "  You  call  me  a  spy?" 

'«  We  do— we  do  !" 

"  And  you  think  I  am  a  sneak,  an  have  got  into  the  old  ken  for  the  purpose 
of  knocking  it  up  and  bringing  mischief  on  ail  of  you  ?  That's  what  you  think  V 
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•*  Indeed  I  and  you  think  that  I  have  heen  so  cunning  as  to  impose  upott  Claude 
Daval  and  Dick  Turpin  ?  Two  pretty  innocent  babes  to  be  taken  in  by  any  one 
truly !" 

There  was  aloud  laugh  at  this,  particularly  from  the  ladies,  and  one  man  called  out, 

"  It's  all  right,  I  think  ;  let  it  pass,  comradef*,  I  say  ;  it's  all  right." 

The  tide  of  popular  feeling  regarding  Jack  was  certainly  on  the  turn  ;  but  yet, 
in  the  flashing^eyes  and  the  menacing  gestures  of  some  present,  he  saw  that  they 
v^ere  still  far  from  satisfied,  so  he  added  : — 

*'My  good  friends,  for  myself  I  am  not  afraid ;  but  if  there  be'danger  to-night, 
it  is  fit  that  we  should  all  be  united,  and  well  able  to  resist  it.  If  there  be  any- 
thing like  doubt  or  disunion  amongst  us,  we  are  lost  j  and  so  for  that  reason,  and 
not  for  any  other,  I  will  tell  you  who  I  am." 

This  announcement  created  the  greatest  interest,  and  every  sound  was  hushed, 
while  the  utmost  attention  was  given  to  what  Jack  might  next  say. 

•*  I  am  quite  astonished,"  he  added,  '*  ihat  Bob  White  don't  know  me.  To  be 
sure,  it  is  years  since  we  met ;  but  that  ought  not  to  make  much  difference  to  him, 
for  he  knew  me  well." 

**  If  I  did,"  said  Bob  White,  '*  you  are  preciously  altered,  that's  all.*' 

*'  I  am  altered,"  said  Jack,  in  a  tone  of  sadness ;  **  and  yet  I  am  not  so  much 
altered  as  I  was  a  year  ago.     Look  at  me  !'* 

He  look  off  his  hat,  and  stood  looking  at  Bob  White,  who,  shading  his  eyes 
with  his  hands,  regarded  him  for  some  moments  in  silence;  and  then  in  a  loud 
voic-  he  cried— 

•"  Why,  by  all  that's  good,  it's— it's— -" 

*  Who  ? — who  V*  shouted  everybody,  and  then  a  silence,  as  profound  as  that 
of  death,  reigned  in  the  ken.  Jack  smiled  faintly  as  he  still  looked  at  Bob 
White,  who  then  cried — 

*'  Yes !  I'd  swear  to  him  now  he  has  laughed.  Why,  old  fellows,  this  is 
Six  teen-string  Jack  !** 

The  moment  these  words'were  pronounced  by  the  old  servitor  of  the  ken,  there 
was  a  roaring  shout  of  pleasure,  and  Jack  was  dragged  from  the  table  to  be  half 
smothered  by  the  caresses  of  the  ladies,  and  the  shaking  of  hands  to  which  the 
men  subjected  him. 

**  Lor'  bless  us  1"  said  Bob  White,  "  we  have  all  of  us  heard  an  odd  story  of 
how  Jack  was  brought  to  life  agin,  arter  his  dance  upon  nothing  at  Tyburn,  but 
we  none  of  ur  believed  it  till  now  ;  but  this  is  him,  as  sure  as  eggs  is  eggs," 

"Yes,"  said  Jack,  *•  I  am  Sixteen-string  Jack,  ana  the  story  is  true  ;  and  let 
it  have  been  dressed  up  in  ever  so  marvellous  a  manner  to  your  ears,  it  cannot 
transcend  the  truth.  But  now  that  your  minds  are  at  ease  about  who  I  am.  Jet  us 
think  of  the  main  chance.     What  is  the  danger,  Bob  ?    Tell  us  all  about  it." 

It  took  about  ten  mioutes  to  get  the  meeting  into  the  quiet  orderly  state  which 
was  so  highly  necessary  under  the  circumstances  ;  and  then  Bob  spoke  clearly 
and  distinctly — 

"  You  see,  pals,"  be  said,  "  I  began  to  think  it  a  very  odd  thing,  that  half  an 
bour  and  more  had  slipped  away  without  any  fresh  arrival  to  the  old  ken,  so  I  got 
up  to  the  little  window,  and  looked  out,  and  what  should  I  see  bat  the  millintery, 
actually  a  parcel  of  soldiers,  a  keeping  guard  at  the  corner  of  the  old  house,  and 
close  to  the  door  stands  half-a-dozen  of  officers  waiting  to  nab  everybody  as  comes 
out  of  the  ken." 

"  Yes,  and  the  Crinkley  Fox  is  nabbed  already." 

"  You  hold  your  noise.  What's  to  be  done,  that's  the  thing !  Who  do  they 
come  after,  that's  the  question  ?    It  ain't  all  of  ui," 

'•  That,"  said  Claude  in  a  clear  voice,  '*  can  scnrcely  be  a  question  now.  By 
some  means  or  another,  they  have  dogged  me,  and  Dick,  and  Jack  to  this  place, 
and  it  is  us  they  are  after.'* 

The  general  silence  in  the  ken  sufficiently  proclaimed  that  such  was  the 
universal  opinion  of  all  present. 
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"I  don't  mean  to  say  it  isn't  so,'*  said  Bob  White,  "but  we  know  how  to 
settle  that  without  troubling  them,  after  all.  There's  two  ways  of  getting  in  and 
out  of  the  old  k^n." 

•<I  know  there  is,"  said  Claude,  *'  You  have  a  mode  of  getting  to  the  bank  of 
the  river,  I  am  well  aware,  from  this  house,  and  that  is  the  only  way  by  which  we 
shall  have  a  chance  of  escaping:.     The  sooner  we  go  the  better,  and  it  is  not  at 
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all  likely  that  any  one  else,  upon  leaving  the  ken,  will  be  move  than  merely 
temporarily  inconvenienced  by  a  detention  long  enough  to  convince  the  ofl&cers 
that  he  is  not  one  of  those  whom  they  seek-  I  would  wish  you  all  to  stay 
as  long  as  you  can,  so  as  to  give  them  a  good  waiting  job-  And  now.  Bob, 
if  you  will  show  us  the  way  out  to  the  river,  we  shall  be  glad  enough  to  be 
off  at  once."  "^ 

^NoTm, 
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**  Listen  to  me  a  moment  first,'*  said  Bob  ;  "  I  don't  feel,  do  you  know,  quit 
clear  in  my  own  mind  that  they  don't  fancy  we  have  such  a  way  to  the  river 
though  they  don't  know  where  it  is  exactly,  for  the  last  time  we  had  to  use  it 
there  was  a  police-galley  plying  about  the  spot,  as  if  on  the  look-out.'* 

"It  must  be  risked,  though,  for  all  that." 

"  In  course  it  must ;  but  it's  as  well  you  should  know  that  there  may  be  the 
grabs  in  that  direction." 

*'  It's  much  better  that  we  should  know,  and  we  all  feel  not  a  little  obliged  by 
the  caution,  Bob  ;  but  the  sooner  we  be  off  now,  the  better." 

'•  Good  again.  Now  for  it.  We  will  soon  open  the  way  from  the  old  crib  to  the 
Thames,  if  that  will  do  any  good,  and  I  am  in  hopes  as  it  will." 

Ther^.were  many  then  present  who  perfectly  understood  how  to  open  the  secret 
passage  from  the  ken  that  led  to  the  banks  of  the  Thames.     It  was  done  thus  : 

From  a  corner  of  the  ken,  three  of  the  floor-boards,  that  were  placed  apparently 
quite  permanently  against  the  wall,  were  removed,  and  when  such  was  the  case, 
they  disclosed  an  aperture  behind  them,  about  large  enough  for  two  persons  to 
walk  in  abreast. 

"  There  it  is,"  said  Bob.  '•  All  folks  hate  to  do  now,  is  to  go  right  on,  and 
then  they  will  come  to  the  old  wharf  that's  always  to  let>  on  the  banks  of  the 
Thames." 

**  Always  to  let  ?"  said  Dick. 

"  Yes,  it  belongs  to  us.  This  secret  passage  froro  the  old  ken  opens  on  to  it. 
It  ain't  worth  above  twenty  pounds  a-year  rent,  and  by  asking  forty  pounds  for  it 
when  anybody  comes  abou:  it,  we  keep  it  unlet,  you  see  ;  for  we  would'nt  let  it  on 
no  account  at  all,  as  if  ?we  did,  the  people  would  be  sure  to  go  poking  about,  as 
folks  do  when  they  get  into  a  strange  [place,  till  they  found  out  the  secret 
passage." 

**Nota  doubt  of  it." 

"  Well,  now,  I'll  go  before  you  with  a  light,  so  that  you  can't  help  being  all 
right.     Come  on." 

Claude  turned   to  the  thieves  in  the  ken,  and  said  in  a  cheerful  voice— 

"  Good-night,  or  rather  good-morning  to  ycu  all  I  hope  we  shall  meet  again 
soon,  when  we  may  be  able  to  spend'a  little  more  time  together  than  now." 

"  Hurrah  !"|cried  the  thieves.  ''  Good-night,  and  good  luck  to  you  all  three, 
some  again  to  the  old  ken  as  soon  as  you  can." 

*'  We  will,"  said  Dick  and  Jack;  '*  You  may  depend  upon  it  that  we  will,  my 
lads." 

'*  Come  on,"  cried  Bob  White.  *'  Come  on  ;  who  knows  but  the  milUntery 
mAy  get  outrageous,  and  come  in  all  of  a  troop  ?     Come  on  now,  while  you  can." 

Claude,  Dick,  and  .Tack,  followed  Bob  through  the  opening  in  the  wall ;  and  as 
he  preceded  them  with  the  lantern,  it  seemed  as  though  they  were  diving  right  into 
the  bowels  of  the  earth,  or  exploring  some  long  closed  up  mine,  with  a  faint  star 
to  guide  them.  The  air  was  mouldy  and  misty  in  that  place,  and  they  could  feel 
that  the  ground  upon  which  they  trod  was  very  damp,  while  here  and  there  an 
absolute  pool  of  water  splashed  under  their  feet. 

i'  This  is  not  the  most  delightful  place  in  the  world,"  said  Claude.  "  It  seems 
reekmg  with  moisture." 

"  Well,  perhaps,"  said  old  Bob,  "  it  isn't  the  most  delightfolest  p\tcQ  in 
the  world  ;  but  it's  a  deuced  deal  better  than  a  cell  in  Newgate,  I  should  say." 
,  *'Oh,  there's  no  comparison,"  laughed  Claude.  ''But  what  makes  it  so  damp  ? 
It  dou't  lie  60  very  low,  I  think." 

"  It's  always  been  so  since  the  last  time  the  Thames  took  a  freak  of  rising 
about  six  feet  higher  than  it  was  used  to  do.  This  old  place  was  flooded  then, 
and  so  was  the  ken  ;  but  what  with  the  constant  fire  and  the  feet  of  the  family 
coves,  we  got  it  out  of  the  ken  ;  but  it  never  all  ewapooiwated  out  of  this  here  old 
passage." 

The  three  friends  smiled  to  themselves  at  the  rather  peculiar  manner  in  which 
old  Bob  pronounced  the  word  evaporation  ;  but   they  controlled  their  inclina- 
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tion  to  laugh  outright,  for  they  had  a  respect  for  the  old  man  which  made  them 
anxious  to  spare  his  feelings,  independent  of  the  fact  that  he  was  there  and  tiien 
doing  them  a  very  great  service. 

"Mind,  Bob,"  said  Dick,  •' that  you  put  us  down  for  the  rent  of  the  old 
wharf  this  }ear.*' 

"Oh.  that  will  be  all  right,  I  know.  Don't  say  anything  about  that,  old  fel- 
low. We  know  you  all  well  enough  to  feel  quite  sure  the  payment  is  forth- 
coming some  day  or  another." 

"  It  shall  be  forthcoming  at  once,'*  said  Dick.  *'We  have  enough  for  that, 
although  we  are  not  what  we  consider  in  full  feather,  just  now.  Bob;  but,  you 
know,  we  have  ways  and  means  of  getting  more." 

The  old  man  laughed ;  but  he  did  not  refuse  the  money  that  Dick  thus  implied 
that  he  would  hand  to  him.  The  passage  now  certainly  did  not  improve  in  ap- 
pearance or  in  comfort,  for  the  sloppy  condition  of  the  ground  of  it  was  much 
worse  as  they  neared  its  termination  on  the  old  wharf;  and  it  was  but  natural 
that  such  should  be  the  case ;  for  it  went  on  a  slight  incline  all  the  way,  and,  of 
course,  the  lower  part  of  it  took  the  greatest  possible  amount  of  drainage  from 
the  upper. 

Now  and  then,  too,  a  suspicious  scampering  sort  of  noise,  just  on  in  advance 
of  them,  spoke  eloquently  of  the  presence  of  some  of  the  reptile  tribe. 

"You  have  rats  here,"  said  Claude. 

**  A  few,"  said  Bob.  "  I  don't  think  there's  a  great  lot  ;  for  there  ain't  much 
■to  get  here,  you  see,  and  they  are  wide  enough  awake  for  to  look  after  their  own 
insides,  you  see." 

"Not  a  doubt  of  it.  Bob.     If  you  were  to  put  a  nice  old  Cheshire  cheese  now 
■  here  for  them,  it  would  be  doing  them  rather  an  extensive  favour." 

"Ah,  catch  me  at  it  !     But  here  we  are." 
,       As  he  spoke,  the  old  man  emerged  from  the  long  and  dismal  passage  on  to  an  old 
miserable  wharf,  that  was  upon  the  bank  of  the  river.     All  was  in  intense  dark- 
ness, for  before  leaving  the  passage,  he  had  placed  the  lantern  on  the  ground  with 
i   its  dark  shade  turned  towards  the  wharf,  as  he  did  not  know  who  might  be  on 
the  look-out  from  the  river. 

"  This  is  the  place,"  he  said,  "  and   when  your  eyes  get  a  little  used  to  the 
I   out-of-door  darkness,  you  will  be  able  to  see  what  a  rummy  old  den  it  is;  but 
I  there  are  several  wherries  generally  moored  off  it,  and  one   of  them   will  be  the 
thing." 


CHAPTER  CCXV. 

A   TERRIBLE    NIGHT  ON    THE   RIVER. — THE    OLD    BUILDING    AT    BUCKINGHAM- 
STREET. 

Claude  and  his  friends  looked  about  them  as  well  as  they  were  able,  and 
they  were  not  a  little  struck  by  the  gloomy  aspect  of  the  place  to  which  they  had 
been  led  ;  and  Jack,  as  he  nearly  fell  over  a  piece  of  timber,  said — 

"  Confound  the  place !  why,  it  seems  full  of  pit-falls,  and  man-traps.'' 

•'  Well,  it  is,  in  a  manner  of  speaking,"  said  their  guide,  "and  it's  a  good 
thing  to  look  where  you  are  going  here.  A  false  step  might  take  you  right  into 
the  tide  in  a  moment,  and  then  away  you  would  go." 

"  And  in  the  darkness,  no  help  for  you,"  said  Dick. 

"Not  a  bit— not  abit !" 

"  What's  that?"  said  Claude,  suddenly. 

"  Where— where  ?"  said  Dick. 

There  was  a  light  upon  the  river  for  about  the  space  of  half  a  minute,  and 
then  it  disappeared  again.  It  was  more  like  a  flash  upon  the  night  air  for  an 
instant    than  anything  else  ;  but  still,  it  was  suspicious,  for  the  long,  darting  ray 
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of  light  was^  to  the  apprehension  of  Duval,  decidechy  directed  towards  the  old 
wharf. 

*•  Did  you  not  see  the  light  ?'*  said  Claude. 

"  1  did,"  replied  Jack. 

**  And  so  did  I,"  said  the  old  man  ;  "  and  I  shouldn't  be  at  all  surprised  if  it 
wasn't  one  of  those  confounded  police  galleys,  as  they  call  'em,  that  go  poking 
about  in  the  dark  to  hinder  folks  fiom  getting  a  living." 

'*If  so.  Bob,"  said  Claude,  "it  is  on  the  look-out  for  us  to-night,  ycu  may 
depend."  -rf^ 

*' And  if  so,"  said  Jack,  "we  are  hemmed  in  regularly  both  by  land  and 
water;  for  the  soidiers  hoM  us  one  way  and  the  galley  the  other.  All  we  can 
do  now  is  to  lead  the  life  of  decoyed  rats  in  this  i  lace,  and  finish  off  by  eating 
each  other."  '  \ 

*'  What  a  lively  picture  you  draw,  Jack.'' 

"Ah,  Claude,  it  may  be  nearly  a  true  one  ;  and  there's  the  light  agaija— rl  saw 
it,  and  so  did  you  all."  x^.-    -  .»-  • 

"  I  did,"  said  Bob,  "  and  I  tell  you  what  il  is.  This  place,  as  I  said  before, 
wasn't  thought  very  well  ofl'by  the  police,  and  you  may  depend  upon  it,  as  sure 
as  eggs  is  eggs,  that  they  have  got  their  eyes  upon  it  to-night,  and  are  not  likely 
to  take  them  off  again.     The  sooner  you  get  away  the  better/* 

''Good  advice,  Boh,"  said  Claude;  "but,  like  most  of  the  same  quality  in 
this  world,  rather  difficult  to  follow,'* 

**  Not  at  all  ;  you  all  creep  along  by  the  side  of  the  wall,  and  keep  as  close  as 
you  can  till  ycu  get  to  the  edge  of  the  wharf.  Mind  you  don't  take  one  step  too 
far  and  tumble  oyer,  that's  all.  When  you  get  there,  wait  till  you  hear  some- 
thing of  me.  I  know  allthe  ins  and  outs  of  the  old  den  better  than  most  folks, 
and  if  I  don't  b  ing  you  a  wherry  soon,  it  will  be  something  rather  particular 
that  hinders  me.      (1ood-by.'* 

With  this.  Bob  crouched  down  himself,  and  crawled  away,  leaving  his  friends 
to  follow  the  good  advice  that  he  gave  them. 

*'  Come  on,"  said  Claude.  "  Follow  me.  I  fancy  I  am  something  like  a  cat, 
for  I  can  see  capitally  now,  notwithstanding  the  darkness  of  this  phice;  so  I  shall 
not  lead  you  astray,  any  of  you.     Come  on." 

"  We  will  follow." 

Claude  bent  forward  and  kept  his  eyes  fixed  upon  the  ground  before  him,  lest 
he  should,  notwithstanding  he  thought  so  much  of  his  powers  of  observation  in 
the  dark,  go  a  little  too  far;  and  he  felt  then  quite  convinced  that  he  saw  well 
enough  to  know  when  he  should  come  to  the  extreme  edge  of  the  old  wharf. 

Moreover,  bis  sense  of  hearing  begun  to  be  of  some  assistance  to  him  in  that 
particular,  for  he  could  hear  the  water  hissmg  and  gurgling  past  the  old  rotten 
and  tide-worn  piers  of  the  wharf;  and  as  that  sound  increased  upon  his  sense, 
he  crept  along  still  slower  and  slower,  until  he  reached  the  verge  of  the  wharf. 

"Halt!"  he  said. 

"All's  right,  Claude?"  said  Dick.     "All's  right  ?    Is  Bob  there?" 

**  No,  not  yet ;  but  everything  is  profoundly  quiet  now.  I  don't  hear  any  sound 
of  our  enemies  on  ihe  night  air." 

"  Hush !''  said  Jack  ;  "  1  hear  a  low  kind  of  splashing,  as  if  some  boat  were 
being  very  carefully  rowed  along.  Ah,  now  I  hear  the  oars  working  in  the  rol- 
locks.     Be  upon  your  guard,  Claude." 

"I  will.     Hush!  hush!" 

The  most  profound  stillness  reigned  in  the  place,  and  they  all  three  of  them 
faintly  heard  the  sounds  that  Jack  had  spoken  of  as  indicative  of  the  approach 
of  a  boat.  That  it  was  Bob  they  all  hoped  and  expected  j  but  in  that  they  were 
disappointed,  for  in  a  few  moments  a  voice  said— 

"Hilloa!     Who's  there?" 

Perhaps  the  most  obvious  policy  of  Claude  would  have  been  to  keep  profoundly 
still,  but  he  hit  upon  a  bold  manoeuvre,  and  in  a  moment  he  said — 

**  Police !     Surrender  yourselves,  or  we  will  fire !" 
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**  HoM  bard,"  said  the  voice  again.  "We  are  police.  Tliis  is  galley  No.  4. 
Don't  fire." 

"  Oh,  all's  right,"  added  Claude.  "  Pass  on,  and  don't  make  a  noise.  We 
have  got  scent  of  the  game." 

"  Good  luck  to  you,  then.    We  won't  be  far  off." 
4  "  I  will  flash  a  light  if  we  want  you,"  said  Claude. 

"Do— do.    Good  speed  and  good  luck." 

The  boat  which  he,  Claude,  could  only  just  dimly  see  low  down  in  the  water 
below  the  edge  of  the  wharf,  had  some  half  dozen  men  in  it ;  and  as  they 
glided  away  they  looked  like  shadowy  spectres  in  the  nisrht  air,  that, 
mixed  with  the  vapour  arising  from  the  river,  seemed  floating  like  something 
tangible  around  that  spot.  Claude  and  his  companions  preserved  the  most  pro- 
found stillnesi  for  nearly  five  minutes,  and  then  Jack  ventured  in  a  low  tone  to 
speak. 

'•  You  did  them,  then,  Claude.  It  was  a  capital  move,  and  if  anything  will 
save  as,  it  wi '," 

**  I  think  so,  too,"  said  Dick.  ♦*  Half  the  danger  is  past  now  that  these  fellows 
are  fairly  taken  in." 

"Don't  let  us  be  too  sanguine,"  said  Claude.  "  Caution  will  do  us  no  harm  at 
all.  I  hear  another  boat  coming.  Crouch  down,  both  of  you ;  and  if  it  be  an 
enemy,  I  will  try  the  same  game  with  it." 

"  But  it  ain't,"  said  a  voice  from  the  water,  which  they  at  once  recognised  as 
belonging  to  Bob.    '*  What  the  deuce  are  you  talking  about  ?" 

"  Bob  is  it  ?' 

"To  be  sure.  I  don't  see  nor  hear  any  of  the  Philistines,  and  I  really  begin 
to  think  they  have  given  it  np  as  a  bad  job,  do  you  koow." 

*'  Do  you.  Bob  ?  Just  listen  to  me  a  little,  and  I'll  tell  you  what  will  open 
your  eyes  to  the  contrary." 

Claude  then  in  a  few  words  told  the  old  man  what  had  taken  place,  and  at  its 
conclusion.  Bub  drew  a  long  breath  and  said— 

"  Well,  that  was  \fhat  I  call  taking  a  lion  by  the  nose,  or  a  aad  bull.  They 
say  if  you  lay  hold  of  a  mad  bull  by  the  nose,  he  is  all  civility,  and  says  directly, 
*  Anything  you  please,  sir !'  but  the  diflliculty  is  to  screw  one's  courage  up  to  do  it." 

"I  should  think  it  was  ;  and  likewise  to  get  the  gentleman — I  mean  the  bull 
—to  stand  still  while  you  do  it.  But  will  yoar  boat  hold  us  all.  Bob  .'  for  I  sup- 
pose you  are  not  in  the  water." 

**  les,  come  on  ;  drop  over  one  by  one,  and  I  will  take  hold  of  your  legs  and 
bring  you  down  safely  into  the  boat.  There's  a  kind  of  fog  getting  up  on  the 
river,  an4  if  we  can  but  get  a  quarter  of  a  mile  from  here,  we  areali  right." 

**  Do  you  intend  going  with  us.  Bob  ?" 

'•  To  be  sure.  1  shan't  feel  happy  to-night  till  I  happen  to  know  that  yen  are 
all  safe  and  sound ;  so  come  on." 

It  was  raiher  a  nervous  kind  of  thing'  to  do  what  Bob  suggested,  namely,  to 
swing  oneself  off  the  edge  of  the  old  wharf  in  the  trust  that  some  one  would  take 
hold  of  one's  legs  and  place  them  in  safety;  but  Claude  and  his  two  friends 
were  so  much  in  the  habit  of  doing  all  kinds  of  nervous  and  adventurous  things, 
that  they  did  not  for  many  moments  hesitate  over  this  one — and  in  the  course 
of  a  few  minutes  they  were  all  three  safely  in  a  small  wherry,  that  old  Bob  had 
got  ftom  its  moorings  not  far  off,  and  brought  to  the  spot,  borrowing  it  of  iis 
owner  without  the  ceremony  of  asking  his  cognisance  or  sanction  to  the  affair. 

"All's  right,"  said  Bob.  "  Here  you  are.  Now  sit  down,  all  of  you,  and  be 
as  quiet  as  lambs.  Yoa  can't  do  any  good,  you  know,  and  you  may  do  no  end 
of  harm.  I  have  a  pair  of  skulls  here,  and  will  creep  along  close  to  the  bank, 
and  off  we  go." 

Tlie  boat  was  pushed  off,  and  it  had  scarcely  got  two  yards  out  into  the  s'.ream, 
when  a  broad  gleam  of  light  came  from  the  old  wharf,  and  a  loud  voice  cried—- 

'*  Surrender  yourselves,  or  we  have  orders  to  take  you  alive  or  dead  !  llesist- 
ance  is  useless  1" 


"^^» — 
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**  That's  a  clever  fellow,"  said  Bob  ;  "  ho  is  just  ia  time  to  be  too  late.  Ah! 
they  see " 

**  Escaped  !"  cried  the  voice  again.  "  Escaped  !  Hold  your  light  up,  Wat- 
kins,  while  I  fire  at  that  boat.     There  you  have  it." 

Bang!  went  a  pistol,  and  one  ^of  the  oars  gave  a  jerk  as  the  bullet  touched 
it,  and  knocked  a  splinter  off  it. 

"  Any  mischief?"  said  Claude,  as  he  drew  a  pistol  from  his  pocket.  "  Is  any 
one  hurt  by  that  shot  ?" 

"No!'^  was  the  simultaneous  reply. 

*'Then  I  v/on't  return  it." 

*'  Fire  at  them  !"  cried  the  voice  from  the  wharf  again^  *'  Fire  at  them ! 
There  they  go,  my  boys  !     Hold  up  the  light.'' 

Bang  !  bans; !  went  two  pistols.  One  bullet  made  a  splash  in  the  water,  and 
the  other  hit  the  hat  of  Claude, 

"  They  mean  it,"  said  Dick,  "  and  I  don't  feel  as  if  one  ought  to  be  made  an 
animated  target  of  here,  and  not  return  the  compliment.  So  here  goes.  How 
do  you  like  that  2" 

Dick  took  as  good  an  aiffi  as  he  could  at  the  lantern  that  a  man  was  holding 
up  upon  the  wharf,  and  fired.  There  was  a  crashing  sound,  and  then  all  was 
darkness. 

**  A  capital  shot  that,"  said  Bob.  "What  can  the  fellow  be  yelling  about, 
I  wonder  ?     It  was  the  lantern  you  hit,  not  him,  I  take  it.     Do  you  hear  him  ?" 

*'  Oh  !  oh  !  ch  !"  cried  some  one  from  the  wharf. 

*•  There's  some  mischief,  at  all  events,"  said  Claude.  "  Give  me  one  of  the 
oars,  Bob,  I  can  pull,  and  we  shall  get  on  all  the  better.  That  will  do.  Now 
for  it — off  and  away.* 

Another  shot  was  sent  after  the  boat,  and  then  all  was  still  for  a  few  minutes. 
Claude  and  Bob  palled  very  well  together,  and  the  boat  shot  along  ;  but  it  was 
quite  a  mercy  that  there  was  nothing  in  her  way.,  for  if  there  had  been,  bump  she 
must  have  gone  against  it,  as  the  fog  was  so  thick  now  that  it  was  quite  out  of 
the  question  seeing  above  half  a  boat's  length  a-head  of  them. 

*'  This  fog  is  capital,"  said  Dick. 

**Ah  !''  said  Jack,  "but  it  will  leave  us  in  the  lurch." 

"  What  do  you  mean,  Jack  ?" 

*'I  mean  that  this  is  that  sort  of  fog  that  sweeps  over  the  face  of  the  world 
often  just  before  sunrise.  I  have  watched  it  come,  and  watched  it  go  many  a 
time,  and  watched  where  it  came  from.  It  will  vanish  in  a  few  minutes  of  time, 
and  I  take  it  as  a  sign  that  the  morning  is  closer  at  hand  than  we  all  think." 

«  Hark !"  said  Dick.     "  That's  a  clock." 

"  St  Paul  V  said  Bob. 

The  sound  came  faintly  only  through  the  mist  upon  the  river ;  but  yet,  in  the 
absence  of  other  disturbing  causes,  they  could  count  the  hour  of  five  distinctly 
enough  to  make  them  feel  quite  sure  *,bat  it  was  no  mistake. 

"  It  is  as  I  said,''  remarked  Japk.     "  The  day  is  coming." 

*'  Pull  away,"  said  Bob.  "  There's  a  wharf  a  little  further  on  that  we  can  stop 
at ;  and  if  we  can  but  secure  a  landing  there,  I  do  think  we  may  baffle  the  blood- 
hounds yet." 

Claude  found  that  the  old  man  was  pulling  with  an  energy  that  was  hardly  to 
to  be  expected  at  his  time  of  life,  and  for  a  few  moments  it  was  quite  as  much  as    . 
he  could  do  to  keep  up   with  him,  so  as  to  prevent  the  boat  from  being  turned  j 
out  of  its  course.     He  did  manage  to  do  so,  however  ;  and  then,  in  a  low  but  | 
distinct  voice.  Jack  said — 

"  They  are  after  us." 

At  this  intimation,  both  Claude  and  Dick  looked  narrowly  in  the  wake  o  the 
b  >at,  and  then  they  saw  what  it  was  that  had  induced  Jack  to  speak  as  he  had 
done,  and  they  could  not  doubt  but  that  he  was  perfectly  correct  in  the  statement 
that  he  made. 

Creeping  on  after  them  through  the  fog,  there  vras  evidently  a  large  boat,  with 
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a  light  in  its  stern,  for  the  rays  of  the  light  were  thrown  right  on  the  boat,  and 
revealed  a  crowd  of  dusky-looking  figures  within  it;  while,  by  the  jerking  move- 
ment of  the  light,  it  was  quite  evident  that  the  boat  was  being  urged  through  the 
water  at  great  speed. 

"Ah, "  said  old  Bob.     ^'  They  are  coming,  sure  enough." 
"  You  think  they  are  our  foes  ?"  said  Claude. 

"  Not  a  doubt  of  it,  I  should  say— not  a  doubt  of  it.  They  fancy  they  have 
got  us  into  a  regular  line,  now,  and  that  they  must  run  us  down  at  last.  But 
perhaps  they  may  be  mistaken  after  all.  It  isn't  the  best  calculation  that  always 
turns  out  the  thing  in  the  end.     Pull  away." 

"  Yes,*'  said  Jack.  '*  You  may  now  pull  away,  both  of  you,  as  much  as  you 
like ;  but  I  don't  think  a  couple  of  pairs  of  oars  will  do  the  work  of  six  exactly, 
and  no  doubt  they  have  that  number  of  rowers.  Ah !  what  are  they  about, 
now  r 

Crack  !  went  the  report  of  a  pistol,  and  those  in  the  little  wherry  could  hear 
the  bullet  go  whistliiig  over  their  heads. 

"  A  little  too  high,  I  take  it,'  said  Bob.  '*  They  may  blaze  away  at  us  in  thig 
fog,  and  not  do  much  mischief,  after  all.'* 

"But  the  fog  is  going,*'  said  Jack.  ''Look  how  much  whiter  it  is  getting 
each  moment,  I  tell  you,  Bob,  if  you  don't  pull  in  on  shore  with  us  in  another  ten 
minutes  at  the  latest,  the  river  will  be  clear,  and  they  will  see  us  as  well  as  if 
they  had  us  in  their  own  boat.*' 

'•  There's  reason  enough  in  that,"  said  the  old  man  ;  "  but  just  wait  a  bit.  It 
won't  do  to  pull  in  shore  now,  for  there  is  no  place  to  land  at ;  and  as  they  come 
on,  they  would  soon  see  us ;  for  you  may  depend  they  keep  a  sharp  look-out 
now  for  fear  we  should  double  upon  them  in  any  way," 

"  What's  this  confounded  lump  of  something  in  the  bottom  of  the  boat?'*  said 
Dick.  '•  I  have  been  knockiiag  my  feet  against  it  I  don't  know  how  often.  What 
the  deuce  can  it  be  ?'' 

*'  A  lump  of  stone,"  said  Bob.    <'  Don't  throw  it  over,  I  want  it." 
"  You  want  it  ?" 

**  Yes,  to  be  sure  I  do,  or  else  I  shouldn*t  have  got  hold  of  it,  and  put  it  in 
the  wherry,  I  can  tell  you.  Do  you  think  it's  rather  a  weighty  affair,  Master 
Dick  ?" 

*'In  truth,  I  do.    Why,  it's  enough  to  sink  the  boat.** 
"Ha!  ha!' 

With  this  significant  kind  of  laugh,  that  none  who  were  with  him  at  all  under- 
stood the  meaning  of,  old  Bob  only  pulled  away  still.  And  now  the  truth  of 
Jack's  prognostications  of  the  weather  began  to  be  very  apparent,  for  the  fog  got 
whiter  and  whiter  each  instant,  and  seemed  to  be  upon  the  point  of  rolling  away 
altogether,  for  it  moved  about  in  flimsy  masses,  and  now  and  then,  through  open 
places  in  the  vapour,  the  banks  of  the  river  might  be  seen  quite  plainly  in  the 
early  morning  light  that  was  beginning  to  make  itself  apparent  on  the  face  of 
nature. 


CHAPTER  CCXVI. 

AN   ALARMING     EXPEDIENT. — THE  LANDING-PLACE  AT  THAMES  STREET. 

"  It's  going  now,"  said  Jack — **  it*8  gaing  now." 

*'  What's  going?" 

"  The  fog— the  fog." 

"Yes,"  said  Dick^  "and  here  comes  the  police-galley,  so  I  rather  thmk, 
Claude,  that  it's  no  use.  pulling  any  more,  and  tiring  yourself.  If  we'are  to 
have  a  fight  for  it,  the  sooner  it  begins  the  better,  for  then  the  sooner  it  will  be 
over." 

«  No,"  said  Bob,  as  he  suddenly  shipped  his  oar..  "As  you  say,  it  is  of  no 
use  pulling.     They  must  eatch  us  now." 
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*•'  What !"  said  Claude,  **  do  you  mean  to  say  that  you  give  up  so  easily  ?  I 
will  not  be  taken  alive,  and  I  wijl  not  die  without  a  struggle.  If  this  is  to  be 
the  day  upon  wtiich  I  go  into  the  othei  world,  I  will  not  go  alone.  So  let  thera 
come  on,  if  they  will  do  so,  and  take  the  chances  of  the  fight." 

As  he  spoke,  Claude  stooped  down  in  the  boat,  but  he  kept  his  eyes  intently 
fixed  upon  the  now  rapidly  approaching  police-galley. 

**  It's  no  use,"  said  Bob  ;  **  you  can  do  nothing." 

"  I  can  shoot  a  couple  of  them,"  said  Claude. 

**  Don't,  don't.  Will  you  keep  your  pistols  out  of  sight  for  a  moment  or  two, 
and  trust  to ^" 

*'  Yes,  if  you  can  do  anything,  Bob." 

"I  can  try.'* 

"Ah,"  said  Dick,  "  I  can  guess  what  he  means  to  try,  and  it  may  do.  We 
will  leave  all  in  your  hands.  Bob.  Now  try  what  it  will  come  to.  Leave  him 
alone.  Jack,  and  let  him  carry  out  his  plan,  for  I  have  some  reason  to  think  it 
is  not  a  bad  one." 

**Iknow  it  isnV*  said  Bob.  "Crouch  down  all  of  you,  and  don't  say  one 
word," 

They  did  as  the  old  man  a«ked  them,  but  although  both  Claude  and  Jack  now 
saw  by  his  movements  what  he  intended  to  try  to  do,  they  neither  of  them  had 
great  hopes  that  it  would  be  very  successful  upon  that  occasion.  Men  such  as 
they  were,  and  leading  the  wild  adventurous  life  that  they  led,  were  much  more 
capable  of  keeping  quiet  even  under  the  disastrous  danger  that  threatened  thera, 
than  as  if  they  had  been  ordinary  members  of  society ;  and,  consequently,  they 
let  the  old  man  have  everything  his  own  way. 

The  fog  had  not  quite  gone,  but  it  was  reduced  to  rather  a  thin  fleecy  kind  of 
mist,  that  confused  ra'her  than  hid  objects  from  view.  The  police-galley,  with  its 
flaring  light,  that  now  looked  red  and  lurid  through  the  vapour,  came  pressing  on. 

Bob  raised  his  voice. 

•«Hil lea!— Police  there!" 

*'Hilloa!"  was  the  response.  "  Wherry  a-head  I  It's  no  use  trying  to  get 
away.     We  have  you.'* 

'*  We  know  it,"  said  Bob,  *'and  don't  want  any  bloodshed,  so  you  may  come 
on.    When  a  man's  time  come?,  it's  no  use  kicking." 

**No  tricks,"  said  the  voice  from  the  police-galley.  "  There  are  twelve  of  us 
here,  so  you  will  but  sacrifice  your  lives  at  once  ny  any  useless  resistaa  ce.  You 
had  better  give  up  at  once.*' 

♦•  That's  what  we  mean. — Come  on — come  on." 

The  boat  now  went  very  lazily  on  with  the  stream,  which  happened  to  be  run- 
ning down  at  the  tior.e,  and  in  a  very  few  seconds  the  police-galley  was  quite 
close  upon  them. 

*'  The  first  man  that  makes  the  least  resistance,"  said  a  voice,  "  I  will  shoot 
dead  upon  the  spot." 

" The  boat-hook,"  whispered  Bob  to  Jack »  "It's  lying  along  the  gunwale, 
there." 

«'  I  have  it.*' 

♦'  Hook  'em  fast,  then." 

At  the  same  moment  that  some  one  from  the  police-galley  made  a  plunging 
abortive  effort  with  a  boat-hook  to  catch  hold  of  the  side  of  the  wherry,  Jack, 
with  the  boat-hook  that  Bob  had  pointed  out  to  him,  caught  a  firm  clutch  of  the 
galley.  The  two  craft  were  drawn  alongside  of  each  other,  and  then,  with  a 
strength  and  a  suddenness  that  was  quite  marvellous.  Bob  raised  the  heavy  block 
of  stone,  and  flung  it  right  into  the  centre  of  the  galley. 

*•  There  you  are,"  he  said.  "  Put  the  darbies  on  that,  but  don't  think  to  put 
such  tricks  upon  travellers  again.*' 

There  was  a  sharp  sudden  crash,  and  the  heavy  jagged  block  of  granite  went 
right  through  the  centre  of  the  police-galley.  The  galley  lurched  over  and  began 
to  fill  rapidly. 
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**  Pull  away  !'*  cried  Bob,  as  he  snatched  his  oar  end  plunged  it  into  the  stream 
-;-**  pull  away  !" 

"  Help  !— help  I"  cried  the  voices  from  the  galley. 

A  couple  of  pistols  were  fired  at  yacdom,  and  in  another  moment  down  went 
the  galley,  head- foremost,  as  if  diving  into  the  river,  and  the  twelve  men  were 
left  struggling  for  lite  in  the  stream. 


CLAUDE  GETS  SHOT  AT  BY  A  BOW-STREET  RUNNER. 

Claude  seized  the  other  oar,  and  without   a  word  commenced  seconding  the 

exertions  of  old  Bob.     Not  a  word  was  spoken  by  either  of  them  for  nearly  five 

minutes,  during  which  time  they  had  made  great  pro  ress  from   the   scene  of 

action.      Then  it  was  the  old  man  who  broke  the  silence,  by  saying,  in  a  calm 

-voice —  '    /     J    s» 
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*'  I  do  think  we  shall  have  a  very  fine  day,  hy  the  colour  of  the  mist  that  still 
clings  about  the  banks  of  the  river." 

*'  Upon  my  life,"  said  Claude,  *'  you  take  things  easily.  Bob.  How  many,  if 
any,  of  those  fellows  could  swim,  I  wonder  V* 

'*  If  that  part  of  their  education,"  said  Bob,  "^has  been  very  much  neglected  by 
their  parents  and  guardians,  you  know,  it  ain't  our  fault,  you  know,  by  any  sort 
of  means." 

Dick  executed  a  long  whistle,  and  then  he  said — 

"  I  tell  you  what  it  is.  If  I  live  to  be  a  hundred  years  old  I  shan't  forget  the 
crash  with  which  that  stone  wentright  through  the  bottom  of  the  boat." 

**  You  see  it  was  rather  jagged,  and  had  no  end  of  ugly  points  and  corners 
about  it,  so  it  was  sure  to  go;  and  I  daresay  it  hunt  icome  of  their  toes  at  the 
same  time." 

**  Well,'*  said  Jack,  "  after  all,  you  know,  Claude,  they  would  have  either  taken 
our  lives  here  upon  the  river,  or  dragged  us  to  prison  with  the  hope  of  taking  them 
on  the  scaffold,  so  that  in  self-defence  we  were  right  enough,  I  take  it,  with  what 
ne  did  with  them." 

*' Agreed/'  said  Claude.  "Don't  mistake  me.  Bob.  I  am  much  obliged  to  you 
for  the  skill  and  promptitude  with  which  you  have  saved  us  from  what  would  have 
been  certain  death  or  capture.  I  still  only  regret,  as  I  always  shall,  that  no 
other  way  presented  itself  than  that  of  putting  twelve  men  into  the  water.  But 
they  brought  it  on  themselves." 

"  To  be  sure,"  said  Bob  ;  *'  and,  after  all,  an  officer  ain't  like  another  human 
being.  They  know  their  chances,  and  they  think  to  get  on  and  drink  their 
brandy -and-water  on  the  strength  of  frightening  other  folks ;  but  with  us  it  don't 
do  ;  and  if  they  are  such  fools  as  not  to  have  found  that  out,  why^  they  must  take 
the  consequences,  that's  all ;  and  whether  they  sink  or  swim  don't  much  matter. 
They  won't  be  any  great  loss  to  society  at  large." 

'*  You  are  quite  a  philosopher,  Bob."         -t: 

*'  I  believe  you.  But  now  I  advise  that  we  pull  righc  across  the  stream,  and 
land  at  some  of  the  little  quays  an  the  other  side.  There's  half-a-dozen  there  to 
one  that  there  is  on  this  side,  and  then  you  can  think  of  what  is  best  to  be 
done." 

"  I  am  for  the  country  at  once,"  said  Claude.  ,^ 

"  And  I,"  said  Jack  and  Dick,  simultaneously. 

**  Agreed,  then.  We  will  get  our  horses  as  soon  as  possible,  and  set  off  out  of 
London  ;  for  after  this  freak,  I  should  say  it  would  be  too  hot  to  hold  us." 

"  Very  good,"  said  Bob,  "  and  I  shall  quietly  get  back  to  the  old  public  in  the 
Mint,  and  look  as  if  nothing  had  happened  at  all.'' 

*'  And  if  a  good  face  can  carry  things  off,"  said  Dick,  with  a  laugh,  "  you  are 
just  the  man.  Bob,  to  do  it.  You  may  depend  upon  it  that  when  we  find  our- 
selves pretty  well  to  do  in  the  world,  and  the  fates  have  sent  ns  some  tolerably 
full  purses,  we  shall  not  forget  you."  "'  -^     •" 

'*  Oh,  I  know  that's  all  right.  You  never  did  forget  the  old  man,  and  you 
are  not  at  all  likely  to  be^^'in  now  ;  so  I  am  satisfied  upon  that  head,  you  see." 

*' You  may  be,"  said  Claude. 

**I  think  we  ought  to  give  Bob  a  distinct  piomise,"  said  Jack. 

"  Very  good." 

*'I  propose,  then,  that  we  ask  him  what  sum  of  money  will  compass  any  parti- 
cular wants  that  he  may  happen  to  have." 

'*Good  again,"  said  Dick.  "Come  now,  Bob,  don't  be  modest.  Just  say 
what  sum  of  money  would  make  you  tolerably  comfortable." 

<*  Why,  you  see,"  said  Bob,  *'  the  honest  truth  is,  I  don't  myself  want  for  any- 
thing ;  but  I  have  a  young  fellow,  a  son,  and  he  is  in  love  with  a  good  girl,  but 
they  can't  afford  to  marry,  cos,  you  see,  all  that  I  have  is  locked  up  in  the  pro- 
perty of  the  old  ken,  and  I  seem  as  if  I  should  not  like  to  shut  it  up,  or  to  let  it 
go  into  other  hands  while  I  lived." 

"  Certainly  not.  Bob." 
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"  Very  well,  then,  if  you  could  spare  among  you  about  a  hundred  and  fifty 
pounds,  you  see,  some  day  when  you  are  quite  lucky,  and  can  easily  place  your 
hands  upon  it,  1  should  be  glad  of  it  for  the  young  folks.'* 

'*  It  shall  be  done,"  said  Claude.  "  We  all  promise  ;  and  if  we  live.  Bob,'  you 
may  expect  it  soon/ 

'•  Don't  hurry  at  all  about  it." 

•*  We  bo'.h  promise  likewise,"  said  Jack  and  Dick  ;  "  so  you  may  consider  that 
as  settled." 

"  I  do,"  said  Bob,  "  and  it's  quite  a  weight  off  my  mind,  I  can  assure  you.  I  was 
in  love  myself  once,  and  hadn't  the  money  to  keep  a  house  over  the  head  of  her 
that  took  my  fancy  a  kind  of  prisoner,  and  popped  the  darbies,  in  a  way  of  speak- 
ing, on  my  affections,  aiid  locked  me  up  in  the  stone  jug  of  her  charms  ;  so  i  can 
feel  for  the  youRg  folks  a  little." 

The  three  friends  laughed  heartily  at  old  Bob's  highly  figurative  description  of 
his  love-making ;  and  now  they  got  right  across  the  river,  and  pulled  the  boat  into 
a  'little  landing  place  that  was  at  one  end  of  a  little  miserable  turning  out  of 
Thames-street. 

A  water-jack  pulled  the  boat's  nose  right  in  shore,  and  begged  for  the  job  of 
taking  care  of  it,  which  our  friends  were  nothing  loth  to  give  him. 

*'  Mind  you  keep  a  good  look-out  on  the  sticks,"  said  Bob  ;  "  there's  so  many 
bad  characters  about,  you  know." 

*'  All's  right,  sir.    I'll  keep  my  eyes  on  'em." 

"  Do  so.     We  shan't  be  gone  very  long." 

"Very  good,  sir." 

Claude  could  hardly  preserve  his  gravity  at  the  calm,  steady,  and  precise  manner 
in  which  the  old  man  acted  his  part,  and  as  they  walked  up  the  narrow  sloppy 
turning  to  Thames  Street,  lie  said,  "Really,  Bob,  I  had  no  sort  of  idea  you  had 
one  half  of  the  accomplishments  that  you  have  exhibited  to  us." 

**  Ah,  Duval,  when  I  was  a  young  one  it  was  all  right  enough  with  me.  I  was 
up  to  everything  that  you  could  think  of.  But  now  my  race  is  nearly  run,  though 
to-night's  proceedings  have  roused  me  up  a  little,  and  once  or  twice  I  felt  as  it  a 
matter  of  thirty  years  had  gone  from  me,  and  1  was  somethmg  like  what  I  used 
to  be." 

"  Ah,"  said  Dick,  *'  we  are  all  getting  old." 

"  None  of  your  gammon,"  said  Bob. 

They  all  laughed,  and  then  Jack  said,  "  Now,  it  will  be  much  better  for  you 
two  to  go  into  some  house,  and  keep  yourselves  quite  quiet,  while  I  get  the 
horses,  and  thus  it  will  create  less  observation.  I  will  just  go  in  with  you,  and 
make  as  much  change  as  f  can  in  my  looks,  without  our  vallise,  with  our  things 
in  it,  and  then  I  will  be  off." 

"That's  the  best  plan,"  said  Bob. 

"  I  think  it  is,'  said  Claude  ;  "  but  it  is  rather  too  bad.  Jack,  to  give  you  all 
the  bother  of  it,  especially  after  your  night's  fatigue.  Shall  I  go  and  get  the  cat- 
tle ?     I  will  do  so  cheerfully,  if  you  are  at  all  tired." 

•*  No— no,  Claude,  1  can  go,  so  let  me  do  it.  I  am  less  known  than  you  are, 
I  am  quite  certain,  and  so  run  much  less  risk." 

No  further  opposition  was  now  made  by  any  of  them  ;  and  after  walking  a  con- 
siderable distance  up  Thames  Street,  they  got  into  Cannon  Street,  and  paused  at 
length  at  a  house  not  a  long  way  from  Blackfriars.  Jack,  as  he  said  be  would, 
made  what  alterations  in  his  appearance  he  could,  and  then  set  off  for  ihe  horses. 

♦'  Good-by,"  said  old  Bo'd.  "  I  am  off  home  now,  for  you  recollect  I  left  it  in 
rather  an  uncomfortable  state." 

He  shook  hands  heartily  with  them  nil,  and  then  off  he  went,  and  Dick  and 
Claude  hired  a  private  room  in  the  tavern  they  stopped  at,  and  waited  the  arrival 
of  Jack  with  the  horses  with  no  little  impatience,  for  they  were  now  most 
anxious  to  get  off  to  the  country  as  quickly,  as  they  possibly  could.  %  - 

Iq  about  an  hour  Jack  came  back,  mounted  upon  his  .bwn  steed,  and' 
leading  Dick's  and  Claude's.     They  soon  settled  their  reckoning  at  the 


1' safely 
tavern,    1 
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and  meuntino:,  they  at  a  sharp  trot  got  into  Fleet  Street,  and  so  took  their  way 
down  the  Strand  westwards. 

♦*  Oh,  what  a  relief  is  this !"  said  Claude,  when  after  traversing  Piccadilly,  they 
fairly  sot  out  into  the  open  country. 

'*  Yes,"  said  Dick,  "  I  feel  it  as  such  ;  but  at  times  I  like  to  viiit  one  of  the  old 
kens.  They  are  not  only  useful  to  a  fellow  when  he  is  fairly  hunted,  but  by 
their  contrast  with  the  brightness  and  the  beauty  of  the  country,  they  make  him 
satisfied  when  he  gets  to  it  again." 

'*  As  for  me,"  said  Jack,  "I  could  live  and  die  in  the  open  country.  It  has 
grown  upon  me  now  to  be  a  great  delight.  But  are  you  going  to  keep  on  this 
road,  Claude,  or  shall  we  get  on  the  regular  western  one  r" 

"  What  do  you  say,  Dick  ?" 

"Any  road  but  the  one  which,  if  pursued  a  little  too  far,  would  take  me  to 
Oxford,  will  suit  capitally  for  me,  I  should  say  ;  for  even  Oxford  Street  brings  a 
disagreeable  crick  in  the  neck.'* 

Claude  laughed  as  he  said — 

<6  Well — well,  we  need  not  c:et  further  than  Southal  on  the  Oxford  road ;  and  I 
propose  that  you  both  come  with  me  to  the  farm  at  Ealing,  where  Cicely  is,  and 
then  thf  t  we  dine  there,  and  have  a  rest ;  and  then,  after  which,  we  can  push  on 
to  Southal,  and  regularly  take  the  road  as  the  shadows  of  the  evening  begin  to 
creep  about  the  old  trees." 

"  Agreed — agreed." 

"It  we  are  not  intruding  upon  you,"  added  Dick. 

*'  Now,  I  do  think  you  are  laughing  at  me,"  said  Claude.  "  The  idea  at  this 
time  of  day,  after  all  we  have  gone  through  together,  of  you,  Dick,  talking  about 
intruding  upon  me  is  rather  too  rich." 

''Well,  but  I  really " 

"  You  really,  nonsense  Don't  say  another  worJ  about  it  whatever  you  do,  my 
dear  fellow,  bui  let  us  cut  across  Hyde  Park  her,  and  get  along  the  best  way  we 
can  to  Ealing.'* 

They  were  all  sufSciently  familiar  with  that  part  of  the  suburbs  of  London,  to 
enable  them  to  go  the  nearest  way  to  any  given  point  j  so  they  soon  reached 
Ealing  Common,  and  in  three  minutes  from  that  tinrie  they  were  at  the  old  farm 
again,  where  Cicely  ever  awaited  the  appearace  of  Claude,  while  in  his  absense  a 
thousand  fears  for  his  safety  agitated  her  bosom. 

The  people  of  the  farm  made  them  all  three  as  welcome  as  they  possibly  could, 
and  it  was  one  hour  before  sunset  when  they  again  mounted  and  took  the  road 
with  the  intention  of  having  a  sharp  trot  to  Sguthal. 


CHAPTER  CCXVU. 

THE  STRANGE  ADVENTURE  WITH  THE  PLAYERS  NEAR  SOUTHAL. 

The  sun  sunk  rapidly  as  the  three  adventurers  got  out  into  the  open  country 
beyond  the  then  pretty  and  rural  village  of  Hanwel',  which  has  since  been  spoilt 
by  the  huge  asylum,  that,  with  a  melancholy  suggestion,  meets  the  gaze  at  every 
turn.  The  trees  were  gently  waving  to  and  fro  in  the  evening  air,  and  the  birds 
had  all  retired  to  rest,  save  some  few  late  songsters,  who  yet  circled  the  topmost 
boughs  of  the  tall  trees,  and  caught  some  faint  reflection  of  the  fading  glories  of 
the  sun. 

**  This  is  a  fine  scene,"  said  Claude,  "and  one  that  has  rather  a  different  effect 
upon  the  feelings  to  that  which  is  produced  by  such  a  combination  of  circum- 
stances as  that  which  heralied  us  to  the  Thames  only  a  short  time  ago." 

"  A  ,"  said  Dick,  "and  to  me  it  is  a  finer  scene  than " 

"  Never  mind  what,  Dick,"  said  Jack.  "Just  look  ahead,  and  be  so  good  as 
to  say  what  you  see  ctStoicg  on  at  a  tolerable  speed.'\ 
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They  all  glanced  forwards  at  this  speech,  and  beheld  a  chariot  emerge  from  a 
cross-road.  A  postilion  was  driving  a  pair  of  rather  lean  and  scraggy  horfes  ;  and 
from  ibe  white  bow  in  his  ha^,  it  was  rather  evident  tl;at  something  in  the  shape 
of  R  wedding  was  going  on  in  the  neighbourhood, 

"Now,  if  that  were  the  bride  and  bridegroom,"  said  Claude,  *' I  would  stop 
them,  just  to  have  a  look  at  the  lady.  * 

'*  Why  not?"  said  Dick.  •*  It  may  be  so.  Who  shall  say  to  the  contrary  ? 
"  What  do  you  think  of  the  set-out,  Jack  ?" 

*'  Why,  that  at  the  force  it  is  going  at  it  will  all  break  down  together  soon  if  it 
don't  moderate.  Ah,  you  i=ee  the  old  postilion  only  put  his  steeds  to  their  met- 
tle upon  emerging  from  the  lane,  and  now  they  go  at  a  pretty  jog  trot." 

This  was  the  fact,  for  the  post-chaise  was  drawn  over  the  ground  at  a  very  slow 
pace,  indeed,  now  that  the  high-road  was  fairly  reached,  by  the  miseralile  cattle 
that  weie  harnessed  to  it ;  and,  upon  the  whole,  so  strange  a  set-out  was  seldom 
to  be  met  with  eo  near  to  the  metropolis. 

'*  Well,  Claude,"  said  Dick,  *'  I  see  that  you  are  hankering  to  stop  the  coach. 
Do  so,  and  Jack  atid  I  will  keep  back,  so  that  you  may  have  it  all  your  own  way 
in  the  matter." 

**  Very  good.  I  will  let  you  know  if  there  be  any  fun  goin»  on.  I  don't  think 
there  is  a  soul  in  sight  besides  ourselves." 

"  Not  one,  with  the  exception  of  the  carriage  occupants.'* 

*'Here  goes  then,"  said  Claude,  and  he  trotted  after  the  chaise,  which  he  soon 
came  up  with.  Duval  upon  this  occasion  did  what  he  very  seldom  did  in  the 
day  time  even,  and  that  was  to  put  upon  his  face  a  small  half  mask,  with  a  de- 
pendent piece  of  rrape  that  came  down  nearly  to  his  mouth,  and  which  eflfectually 
prevented  anything  in  the  shape  of  recognition  at  the  moment. 

"Hold  !"  he  cried  to  the  postilion,  "  upon  your  life,  hold  !" 

The  man  immediately  drew  up,  exclaiming — 

*'  Oh,  Lord  !  here  is  a  highwayman  in  arms,  as  I'm  a  sinner  !  Oh,  good  sir, 
spare  us  all,  do,  and  don't  blow  our  brains  out  upon  the  spot." 

"  If  you  keep  your  horses  utill  you  are  as  safe  as  if  you  were  at  home  in  vour 
own  bed  ;  but  if  ycu  play  any  tricks,  I  would  not  give  a  bad  sixpence  for  your  lilc. 
Be  warned." 

"  Oh,  lor,  yea,  sir.  Certainly,  sir.  I  am  very  sorry,  indeed,  sir — very  sorry, 
and  won't  luove  an  inch." 

Claude  went  up  to  the  eoach  door,  and  the  mo  rent  he  got  there,  he  heard  a 
loud  voice  cry,— r 

•*  What's  this— what's  all  this,  eh?  Am  I  to  be  continually  annoyed  by  all  the 
world,  eh,  eh  ?" 

The  window  was  let  down,  and  the  face  of  a  man,  of  about  sixty  years  of  age, 
presented  itself.  Old  r ge  is  frequently  venerable  and  becoming,  but  this  face  waa 
wrinkled  with  dissipation,  and  the  eyes  had  a  bleard  and  blood-shot  look,  such 
as  in  youth  is  sad  to  see;  but  in  age,  if  arising  from  excesses,  is  most  par- 
ticularly revolting.  The  countenance,  too,  was  of  that  purplish  sanguine  hue, 
which  bespeaks  a  great  attention  to   he  bottle  in  some  shape  or  another. 

The  voice  of  this  detestable  character  more  resembled  the  bow-wow-wow  of 
some  cross-tempered  dog  than  anything  else. 

'•Well,  sir,"  said  Claude,  "who  are  you?" 

The  old  gentleman  Icoked  so  amazed  at  this  question,  that  his  eyes  quite  p  o- 
truded  out  of  his  head,  like  those  of  some  fish  after  it  has  been  rather  over-boQed. 
Before  he  could  form  any  reply,  or  find  words  in  which  to  express  his  overpowering 
indignation,  a  taint  voice  from  the  inside  of  the  carriage  cried,— 

**  Oh,  Sir  Felix,  give  the  wretch  a  guinea  or  two,  and  let  us  get  on  to  the  Grove. 
Do,  Sir  Felix,  for  my  sake." 

**0h,  bother  your  sake."  said  the  old  gentleman.  "  Hold  your  tongue,  madam, 
will  you?     Confound  you— Pof!" 

The  pronunciation  of  this  word  "  pof,"  seemed  to  be  soianpnsane  peculiarity  of 
the  old  gentleman.     Certainly,  it  was  not  a  piece  of  jocularity.,  for  to  judge  from 
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his   countenance,   nobody    could   be  in   a  greater   rage  than   be   was    at   that 
moment. 

"  Sir  Felix,"  said  Claude,  "  I  will  trouble  you  for  your  money,  watch,  and 
valuables,  if  you  please,  or  else  I  shall  be  under  the  necessity  of  taking  them,  in  a 
manner  that  won't  be  half  so  pleasant  as  if  you  gave  them  up  yourself  quietly." 

"  Police  ! — police  I"  cried  Sir  Felix.  "  Watch — watch  !  Police  !  Murder  ! 
A  highwayman  !'" 

*'  These  cries  are  quite  useless,  sir.  You  will  only  bring  danger  upon  yourself, 
but  none  upon  me." 

'•  Cora,"  Faid  the  female  voic?  from  within  the  carriap;e,  "Cora,  you  speak  to 
the  fellow,  and  tell  hiin  that  there  is  uothnv^  here  for  him.  He  will  not  be 
such  a  brute  as  to  stop  a  bride  on  her  way  to  the  home  of  her  dear  brideoroona." 

"  Oh,  mother  :"  said  a  aofc  and  gentle  voice,  that  was  like  music  itself,  "  how 
can  you  speak  to  me  in  such  a  way,  when  you  know  that  tears  axe  on  my  cheeks, 
and  that  my  heart  is  desolate  V 

"  Fiddlesticks  !  You  are  married  row  to  Sir  Felix,  and  it  is  too  late  to  speak 
about  your  heart,  now.  You  should  have  thought  of  all  that  in  the  church,  and 
stopped  4he  ceremony.*  ~~ 

"  Oh,  mother,  did  not  I  go  upon  my  kness  to  you,  but  you  forced  me  to  this, 
you  know  you  did,  force-d  me  to  this  by  an  untruth?  Oh,  Arthur,  Arthur! 
where  are  you  now  ?" 

"  Silence,  minx  !" 

*'  Silence,  wife!'*  cried  the  old  gentleman,  and  then — as  though  that  word  had 
tickled  him  very  much — he  burst  out  into  a  chuckle,  that  ended  in  a  cough  that 
nearly  carried  him  olF.  He  was  obliged  to  lean  back  in  the  coach  to  recover 
himself.  A  scraggy  looking  specimen  of  female  humanity  now  appeared  at  the 
window,  and  said — 

*•  Now,  my  good  man,  go  away.  There  is  tialf-a-guinea  for  you.  Of  course, 
you  will  be  hanged,  some  day,  and  serve  you  right,  too.  Go  away  directly,  man. 
We  don't  want  to  have  anything  more  to  say  to  you.  Samuel,  drive  on  directly, 
or  you  will  get  your  discharge.'' 

*'  Yes,  marra,"  said  Samuel ;  "  I'll  be  shot  if  I  do  !" 

"  You  wretch,  what  do  you  mean  ?*' 

"  Spare  your  anger,  madam,"  said  Claude;  *' I  shall,  I  see,  be  under  the 
necejsiv  of  shooting  Sir  Felix.  U  is  always  much  easier  to  rifle  a  dead  body  than 
a  living'one,  provided  you  do  il  before  it  has  had  time  to  stiifen." 

•'  Oh,  murder  !"  cried  Sir  Felix.  *'  Here's  my  purse — Here's  my  watch — Oh 
dear !— Oh  dear!  what  a  loss  I  Take  them  ;  but  I  can't  die  just  yet,  with  such  a 
load  of  wine  in  my  cellar  as  I  have.  Oh  dear — oh  dear!  I  shall  be  a  long  time 
getting  over  this,  that  I  shall." 

Claude  took  the  purse  and  the  watch.  The  former  was  heavy,  and  the  latter 
glittered  with  jewels.     It  was  no  bad  booty,  that,  for  a  beginning  to  the  evening. 

"  What  are  you  about,  Cora?"  cried  the  rather  scraggy  female,  as  the  glass 
window  of  the  door  on  the  other  side  of  the  chaise  was  suddenly  let  down. 

*'  Nothing,  mother — oh,  nothing — nothing:." 

*'  Pull  up  that  window  again,  directly.  Do  you  want  dear  Sir  Felix  to  get  his 
death  of  cold  and  leave  you  a  widow,  you  unfeeling  monster?  When  a  man  of 
property  marries  you,  you  ought  to  study  him  all  your  days,  that  you  ouglit." 

Sir  Fthx  gave  a  terrible  grunt,  and  then  Claude,  turning  to  the  postilion,  said— 

**  You  may  go  on  now,  and  the  less  you  say  about  this  little  affair  will  be  the 
better  for  you  all.  You  won't  get  your  money  back  again.  Sir  Felix,  and  it  is 
mueh  better  to  leave  me  alone  than  to  make  a  foe  of  me.  Good-afternoon,  or  I 
may  rather  say  evening,  for  it  is  that  time  now.     Drive  on,  Samuel." 

Samuel  did  drive  on,  having  quite  satisfied  himself  that  the  highwayman  was 
willinw  for  him  to  do  so  ;  and  then  Claude  returned  laughing  to  his  two  companions, 
with  the  purse  and  the  watch  in  his  Land. 

"  What  booty  ?"  said  Dick. 

"  Oi:,  pretty  good,  1  should  say.     There  ought  to  be  something  handsome  in 
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this  purse,  by  its  feel  ;  but  after  the  manner  in  which  we  were  taken  in  a  little 
time  ago,  1  am  always  suspicious  of  chancing  hasty  conclusions." 
■    *•  Look  at  it,  then." 

Claude  emptied  some  of  the  contents  of  the  purse  into  his  hand,  and  even  by 
the  fading  light  of  evening,  he  was  satisfied  that  they  were  real  golden  guineas 
that  lay  glittering  before  him. 

*'  All's  right.  This  is  no  take-in.  Jack.  I  don't  think  you  have  a  watch,  just 
now,  have  you  ?" 

•*  Not  I,' 'said  Jack.  "  The  one  I  had  didn't  go  very  well,  and  I  tossed  it  into 
a  tree,  where  it  hung  by  the  chain  and  seals  enough  to  puzzle  a  conjurer,  from  a 
distance,  to  know  what  it  was.  Do  you  mean  to  make  rae  a  present  of  one, 
Claude?" 

"  Yes,  of  this  one  that  I  have  just  had  handed  to  rae,  if  you  will  accept  of  it, 
friend  Jack." 

J.  *'  Certainly.  All's  fish  that  comes  to  the  net ;  so  I'll  keep  it  till  I  get  a  good 
offer  for  it ;  or  it  gets  some  stray  knock  that  at  once  disorders  its  inside,  and 
prevents  it  going  as  it  ought  to  do,  and  then,  ten  to  one,  but  I  throw  it  away." 

"You  should  sell  it,"  s&id  Dick.  *'  You  will  always  find  a  custo-ner  for  a  watch 
among  the  lences  in  London." 

"  But  that  is  throwing  it  away,  Dick,  with  the  additional  mortification  of  know- 
ing that  it  is  picked  up  br  a  rascal.  So  I  decline  that  mode  of  getting  rid  of  it 
except  in  dire  extremity.'  What's  that,  Claude,  that  lies  on  the  ground  just 
where  the  chaise  stood  ?" 

"It  looks  like  a  white  handkerchief." 
**  And  it  is  one,  too,'*  said  Dick. 

"Perhaps  it  means  something,"  added  Jack.     **  I'll  pick  it  up." 
He  rapidly  dismounted,  and  picking  up  the  handkerchief,  -which  was  wrapped 
up  rather  carefully,  a  folded  paper  dropped  fiom  it  to  the  ground.     Jack  picked 
up  that  likewise,  and  cried  out — 

"  Here's  a  billet,  I'll  be  bound  for  Claude,  written  by  the  young  lady  on  the 
spur  of  the  moment,  while  he  was  robbing  her  husband.  Read  it,  Claude,  and 
tell  us  what  it  is  all  about." 

"  Read  it  yourself.  Jack,  as  you  have  it." 

"  Very  good.  There  is  just  light  enough,  I  think.  No,  hang  it  if  there  is, 
though,  or  else  my  eyes  are  bad.  The  letters  run  into  one  another  in  rather  a 
confusing  way." 

Both  Dick  and  Clajde  tried,  by  the  dim  light,  to  read  what  was  on  the  paper, 
but  could  nor,  and  Jack  had  to  light  a  little  match  for  the  purpose  of  reading  it; 
and  so  by  holding  it  up  and  down  the  paper,  Jack  managed  to  read  aloud  the 
following  words — 

"  These  lines  are  addressed  to  any  man  of  humanity  who  may  chance  to  read 
them.  I  am  a  young  girl,  not  quite  nineteen  years  of  age  ;  and  ray  mother  has 
forced  me  to  becom.e  the  wife  of  Sir  Felix  Brown,  whom  1  abhor.  1  resisted  until 
she  swore  to  me  that  she  had  committed  a  criminal  offence  that  Sir  Felix  only 
knew  of;  and  that  if  I  would  not  marry  him,  she  would  be  dragged  to  a  prison 
— perhaps,  to  a  scaffold  ;  but  when  the  ceremony  was  over,  she  tauntingly  told  me 
that  that  was  all  a  delusion,  merely  got  up  for  my  own  good,  as  Sir  Felix  was  very 
rich,  and  would  support  us  both  in  splendour  at  Lime  Grove,  his  estate,  near  to 
Souihal.  I  write  this  in  the  little  bed-room  of  an  inn,  where  they  are  baiting  the 
horses;  and  I  implore  whoever  finds  this  paper,  to  send  »t  or  take  it  to  Cornet 
Tarlton,  at  the  Barracks  at  Knightsbridge  ;  and  tell  him  that  I  yet  hope  he  will 
come  to  rescue  me  from  a  fate  worse  than  death  itself!  Oh,  have  pity  upon  the 
unhappy  Cora  !'* 

After  this  rather  singular  communitatioa  had  been  read,  our  tlirte  fricwds  locked 
at  each  other  with  some  surprise,  as  well  ihey  might ;  for  the  extremity  in  the  for- 
tunes of  the  young  girl  who  signed  herself  Cora  must  have  been  serious,  indeed, 
when  her  only  hope  was  to  throw  herself  in  such  a  way  upon  the  charity  and 
good  feeling  of  strangers. 
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CHAPTER  CCXVIII. 

DEtAlLS   SOilE    PROCEEDINGS    AT    LIME     GROVE.— 'THE    RESCUE. 

Claude  broke  the  silence,  by  saying  to  them  both— 

"What  is  your  opinion  of  this  affair  ?  Is  it  one  of  those  things  that  are  likely 
to  give  us  either  profit  or  satisfaction  in  the  following  up  ?  The  billet  has  a 
genuine  air  about  it." 

*'  Of  that  there  can  be  no  possible  doubt,"  said  Dick.  **  It  is  quite  genuine, 
and,  for  my  part,  I  do  not  for  a  moment  doubt  anything  of  its  statements." 

"  Nor  I,"  said  Jack. 

*'  Well,  then,  if  that  is  the  case,"  responded  Claude  with  a  smile,  **  what  do 
you  say  to  a  trot  to  Lime  Grove  ?'* 

**  Agreed  !  *  they  both  cried. 

"  Yes,"  adied  Claude,  *'  we  will  go  ;  but  there  is  no  reason  on  earth  why  we 
should  neglect  business  upon  the  road ;  so  if  we  do  meet  with  any  chances,  I  vote 
against  throwing  them  away  by  anv  means." 

*'And  so  do  I,"  said  Dick.  **  We  can  easily  enough,  in  our  pleasant  profes- 
sional pursuit,  combine  business  with  pleasure  j  and  while  we  choose  to  play  the 
knight-errani,  in  the  way  of  succouring  beauty  and  virtue  in  distress,  I  have  no 
sort  of  objection  to  empty  as  many  pockets  as  possible." 

"  Well  spoken,  Dick.     Come  on." 

Claut^e  had  taken  the  bil'et  of  the  enforced  bride  from  the  hands  of  Jack, 
and  he  took  good  care  to  place  it  in  a  secure  pocket,  for  he  did  not  know  how 
useful  it  might  chance  to  be  to  him  whpn  they  should  arrive  at  Lime  Grove, 
which  they  did  not  anticipate  the  slightest  difficulty  in  reaching. 

The  ride  that  they  now  took  was  a  very  pleasant — indeed,  one  may  say  a 
delightful  one.  It  was  through  a  prettily  diversified  country  ;  and  as  the  moon 
rose — it  was  but  a  young  moon — a  faint  and  gentle  silvery  radiance  seemed  to  till 
the  ^ir,  as  though  some  gauze-like  vapour,  spangled  with  stars,  were  floating 
between  heaven  and  eartli. 

In  the  distance  they  began  to  see  the  twinkling  lights  of  Southal,  and  Claude 
pointed  ihem  out  to  his  friends,  saying — 

"This  is  Suuihal,  a-id  a  pleasant  village  enough  you  will  find  it,  take  it  tor  all 
in  all." 

"Not  a  doubt  of  it,"  said  Dick.  "  I  know  it  pretty  well,  and  have  passed  a 
pleasant  enough  hour  at  the  George  Inn  there.  Why,  we  shall  be  there  ia  the 
course  of  ten  minutes,  dov;." 

•'Yes,  we  have  made  quick  work  of  it,  I  rather  think;  but  hark  !  I  hear  a 
horse's  footstep.  Let  us  draw  off  to  the  side  of  the  road,  and  reconnoitre  a 
liitle.  It  is  just  possible  that  the  kind  fates  are  about  to  throw  sometliing  in  our 
way  before  we  get  to  Lime  Grove,  where  we  have  to  do  what  we  can  for  the  dis- 
consolate Cora." 

They  all  three  moved  off  to  the  side  of  the  road,  and  in  a  few  seconds  they 
heard  some  one  muttering  to  himself  as  he  rode  on.  The  moonlight  was  not 
sufficiently  powerful  to  enable  our  adventurers  to  see  very  clearly  the  person  ;  but 
by  the  general  appearance,  it  v  as  evidently  some  one  who  bisked  in  the  beams  of 
sunny  fortune.  The  horse,  t(  o,'from  its  shape  and  action,  could  not  possibly  be  mis- 
taken for  other  than  a  good  one,  so  that,  tak'n?  those  circumstances  into  account, 
Claude  thought  that  it  would  quite,  in  a  manner  of  speaking,  be  flying  in  the  face 
of  Providence  if  he  did  not  take  some  notice  of  the  passing  passenger.  He  ac- 
cordingly rode  out  from  the  deep  shadow  of  the  trees  on  the  road  side,  leaving 
Dick  and  Jack  still  concealed  ;  and  crossing  the  path  of  the  horseman,  he  said — 

"  Good  evening,  sir." 

The  stranger  stopped  instantly. 

*' Good  evening,"  repeated  Claude. 

"  I  don't  know  you,  sir,"  said  the  horseman,  in  not  the  most  courteous  tones. 
-  -ii,     -         _      '  _    ,1 
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•*  Perhaps  you  will  be  so  good  a?  to  say  who  you  are,  s%  for  I  cannot  recognise  l\ 

you  by  your  voice."  l 

**OI),  1  am  an  old  friend,  and  was  coicing  (o  call  upon  you."  i 

"Indeed,  sir?"  j 
•*  Yes,  to  be  sure.    I  want  to  horiow  a  trlfli  of  you ;  and  as  it  might  be  ?ery 
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inconvenient  to  name  a  sum,  perhaps  it  will  be  as  well  if  I  say  at  once  that  what 
you  happen  to  have  about  you  will  do  very  well,  without  further  trouble," 

**  Perhapp,  s'r,"  said  the  stranger,  "  I  am  to  conclude  that  you  are  a  highway- 
man, then  r" 

*'  If  you  pletse." 
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"Take  that,  tlien,  and  a  good  riddance  to  society  you  will  be.  I  am  very  glad 
I  met  with  you." 

With  these  words,  the  stranger,  in  the  mo^t  ofF-hanaed  manner  possible,  fired  a 
n  pistol  ri^ht  into  Claude's  face,  and  the  bullet  actually  tore  the  lower  part  of 
his  ear.  At  the  momtMit  he  was  so  astonished  at  this,  sudden  assault,  that  lie 
sat  like  a  rock  upon  bia  horse,  and  he  was  only  roused  by  Dick  and  Jack 
suddenly  rushing  up  lo  the  f^pot,  and  knocking  the  man  off  his  horse  to  the 
ground. 

They  made  sure  that  he  had  killed  Daval,  so  that  the  blow  with  which  they 
knocked  him  down  was  not  the  most  gentle  one  ni  all  the  world,  and  he  lay 
quite  stdl  upon  the  ground.     Dick  then  cried  out  lo  Claude — • 

"  llilloa,  Duval!     Are  you  hurt  V 

"  Speak,  Claude,  speak ! "  said  Jack,  "  I  shall  think  you  are  mortally  wounded, 
if  you  don't." 

"Oh,  it's  all  right  enough,"  said  Claude.  "  Confound  the  fellow,  I  believe  he 
has  taken  away  a  bit  of  my  left  ear  ;  which  is  rather  an  awkward  thing,  as  if  the 
officers  only  get  hold  of  the  fact,  they  will  describe  me  by  it  to  a  certainty.  I 
hadn't  the  least  idea  that  he  was  going  to  blaze  away  in  that  style." 

"  Nor  we — nor  we  ;  but  when  we  saw  the  flash  of  the  pistol,  we  saw  that 
mischief  was  intended. 

*•  Hold  my  horse,  Jack,  while  I  dismount  and  see  how  he  is  ;  I  hope  he  ain't 
much  hurt ;  for,  after  all,  you  know,  it  was  quite  fair,  and  he  was  right  enough." 

"  It  might  be  right  enough  for  him,  Claude,"  said  Jack,  as  he  held  the  horse  ; 
"  but  it  was  anything  but  right  enough  for  you.  Upon  my  word,  you  take  these 
things  so  very  easy,  that  one  would  think  you  have  a  charmed  life,  and  know  the 
fact  well." 

"  I  do  sometlroes  think,  Jack,  that  such  is  the  case.  You  know  I  am  some- 
thing of  a  fatalist,  and  go  so  far,  at  time?,  in  my  belief,  as  to  fancy  that  when  a 
bullet  comes  out  of  the  barrel  of  a  pistol,  it  has  a  certain  person  to  hit  or  no  one 
to  hit ;  so  it's  no  use  getting  out  of  the  way," 

Claude  dismounted  and  stooped  over  the  insensible  form  of  the  man,  atld  then 
he  said — 

"  Bv  all  that's  uncomfortable,  1  do  think  he  is  dead  1" 

*'Dead!"  cried  Jack  and  Dick. 

"Yes.  He  looks  so.  Let  us  take  him  to  some  house.  Ah,  we  shall  see  him 
better  now,  for  the  moon  is  peeping  out  again.  There  it  comes.  All's  right. 
What's  this  he  has  got  on  ?" 

"  A  red  waistcoat,"  said  Dick. 

"  And  what's  this  ?"  said  Claude,  as  he  took  something  from  the  pocket  of  the 
waistcoat  and  held  it  up. 

"  Why,  it's  an  officer's  sfafT.  The  fellow  is  a  constable,  after  ali,  and  that  ac- 
counts for  his  being  so  uncommonly  handy  with  his  pistols.*' 

"  It  does.  I  thought  no  ordinary  person  would  be  so  well  prepared  with  fire- 
arms, and  so  prompt  in  the  use  of  them;  but  a  thought  strikes  me,  JAck,  and  you, 
Dick,  which  I  think  is  a  happy  one." 

'*  What  is  it,  Dick  V 

"  Suppose  I  put  on  this  fellow's  red  waistcoat,  and  take  this  little  gitt  staff  in 
my  pocket,  and  then  we  can  all  three  go  to  the  residence  of  this  Sir  Felix,  of  whom 
we  are  in  search,  and  pass  ourselves  off  for  officers,  giving  him  a  sham  account  of 
how  there  is  to  be  an  attack  made  upon  his  house  to-night  by  housebreakers,  and 
so  getting  possession  of  tLe  premises,  and  effectually  protecting  the  young  girl, 
who  has  been  forced  into  a  marriage  so  very  much  against  her  inclination. 
What  say  you  ?" 

•'  Agreed,"  said  Dick. 

'*  And  it's  a  good  plan,"  said  Jack.  "  But  what  sh  ill  we  do  with  this  man,  Or 
his  body,  if  he  be  dead  ?" 

'*He  is  not  dead." 

«  Not  dead  ?    I  am  glad  of  that." 
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"  No,  he  is  not  dead.  I  have  had  my  haud  upon  his  heart  for  the  last  five 
minutes,  and  there  is  plenty  of  life  in  him  yet.  He  is  only  stunned,  and  the  longer 
he  remains  so  the  bptter  it  will  be  for  us,  you  know.  Suppose  we  take  him  to 
some  road-side  cottiige,  and  leave  him  there  for  safety  ?  for  the  poor  devil  will  get" 
lidden  over  in  the  road-way,  here,  and  if  we  put  him  in  the  hedge,  it  won't  do 
him  much  good.     Where's  iiis  hor^'e,  Jack  T 

''  Oh,  that  started  off  London-way  some  time  ago." 

♦'  Come  on,  then.  I  will  place  him  upon  mine  till  we  come  to  a  place  of  safety 
for  him,  and  there  we  will  leave  him." 

Thi'y  took  away  the  red  waistcoat  from  the  officer,  and  the  staff,  and  then 
huttcnin?;  his  coat  closely  round  hun,  they  laid  him  on  Claude's  horse,  and  went 
in  search  of  some  little  inn  or  cottag3  at  which  they  might  leavo  him,  and  where 
he  '.  ight  get,  at  all  events,  the  little  attention  that  his  case  required.  They  were 
not  many  minutes  in  finding  a  cottage,  and  then  after  a  little  debate  among  them- 
selves,  they  thought  the  best  way  was  not  to  disturb  the  people  if  they  could 
help  it,  but  to  prop  him  up  against  the  door  of  it,  and  leave  them  to  find 
him  out. 

This  was  an  idea  that  they  lost  no  time  in  carrying  out.  Claude  took  the 
officer  by  the  head,  and  Jack  took  him  by  the  bgs,  and  so  they,  between  them, 
very  quietly  placed  him  against  the  door  of  a  cottage,  within  which  they  could 
hear  the  people  talkingf,  but  to  whom  they  gave  no  sort  of  disturbance  by  this  pro- 
ceeding. 

Wnen  they  had  all  mounted  again.  Jack  said — 

•*  I  suppose,  Claude,  you  have  no  objection  to  the  people  being  let  known  that 
some  one  is  at  the  door  ?"  j 

"  Not  in  the  least,  if  you  can  do  it,  Jack,  without  our  being  delayed  by  gettinjr  ; 
into  any  talk  or  altercation  with  them  about  it— That  is  all  that  I  wish  to  avoid ."  j 
"  Oh,'*  said  Jack,  "  I  have  provided  myself  with  a  means  of  accomplishing  all  j 
that,  I  think."  I 

Jack  had  picked  up  from  the  ground  a  good  sized,  round  pebble  ;  and  being 
a  tolerable  marksman  with  a  stone,  he  threw  it  right  through  one  of  the    little 
diamond-shaped  panes  of  glass  in  the  cottage  window. 
*'  Let  us  see  if  any  one  comei  out,"  said  Dick. 

They  all  paused  a  moment  or  two,  and  then  ihey  saw  tne  door  of  the  cottage 
opened  suddenly,  and  a  woman  rushed  out  with  such  precipitation,  no  doubt  to 
try  and  catch  the  individual  who  had  thrown  the  stone,  that  over  she  went  ii:to 
the  road-way  over  the  insensible  officer. 
*•  That  will  do,"  said  Claude. 

'*  Yes,"  said  Jack,  "  but  she  will  rou?e  the  whole  parish,  if  she  goes  on  bellow- 
ing in  that  sort  of  way.  Confound  her  !  what  on  earth  does  she  mean  by  it?" 
i  "  On'y  that  she  will  call  herself  hoarse  in  a  few  moments,"  said  Claude.  "  Come 
!  on.  Jack.  You  cannot  stop  a  woman's  tongue;  you  ought  by  this  time  to  kr)ow 
I  that  well  enough,  and  th»t  it  is  of  no  use  your  trying  so  to  do." 
i  *•  AVhy,  Claude,"  said  Dick,  with  a  laugh,  «  surely  that  is  a  singularly  un- 
j  callant  spetch  for  you  tr  make  ;  I  thought  that  you  were  the  greatest  possible 
I   lavourite  w'th  the  ladies." 

j        "  And  so  I  am,"  replied  Claude.  **  but  it  is  not  by  praising  them  for  virtues  they 
'   don't  possess.     It  is  by  telling  them  their  faults,  and   then  showing  them  that  1 
love  them  in  spite  of  all  tho.<=e  faults.     Then  they  know  i  ara  sincere." 
**  I  am  answered,  Claude." 

They  all  trotted  away,  and  soon  left  the  cottage  and  the  insensible  officer 
behind  them  ;  and  the  shouts  of  the  woman  who  had  tumbled  over  him  upon 
the  little  door-step,  likewise  faded  away  from  their  hearing.  Claude  put  on  the  i 
red  waistcoat  of  the  officer.  Our  readers  are  well  aware,  no  doubt,  that  in  old 
times — indeed  in  not  veiy  old  times — the  r^d  waistcoat  was  the  distingushing 
mark  of  the  Bow-street  officer,  or  runner,  as  he  was  then  called. 

From  their  peculiarity  in  that  respect,  they  got  the  sobriquet  of  Robin  Red- 
breast ;  and  it  a  thief  only  saw  the  tip  of  a  red  waistcoat,  he  knew  his  danger 
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directly.  Tbe  officers  of  the  present  day  are  a  little  more  scienllfic,  anti  do  not 
carry  about  with  them  such  an  insignia  of  their  profession,  to  warn  evil.;locrs  not 
to  leave  oflf  bein;^  evil-d  vors,  but  get  out  of  the  way  of  the  consequences. 

*'  Now  for  Lime  Grove,"  said  Claude;  *'  and  as  wp,  none  of  us,  kmtw  vvhere 
it  is,  we  had  better  trot  right  into  Souihal,  aaJ  aak  tiie  first  person  \\c  sneit  for  the 
place." 

They  accordingly  trotted  on  at  a  good  pace,  and  were  soon  in  the  village. 
The  next  morning  was  market  morning,  so  thit  amid  other  sounds  in  the  village 
there  was  a  plentiful  as-ortment  of  noises,  incidental  to  turkeys,  geese,  pi^s, 
sheep,  and  other  cre?itures  of  the  farm.  Our  friends  drew  rein  at  the  door  of  the 
Old  George  Inn  ;  and  having  indulged  themselves  wiih  a  glass  of  something 
strong  each,  Claude  asked  the  landlord  which  was  Lime  Grove, 

*'  Oh,  sir,  it  ain't  to  say  exactly  in  Southal,  but  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  on 
the  London  road.  You  will  know  it  in  a  moment  by  a  large  iron  gate,  and  an 
avenue  of  trees,  and  there's  a  sheet  of  water  clo.se  by  it." 

Claude  had  noticed  this  place  as  they  came  along  without  at  all  suspecting  that 
it  was  that  of  which  they  were  in  search  ;  but  he  was  better  pleased  that  it  should 
be  out  of  the  village  than  in  it,  and  they  turned  their  horses'  heads  again  in  the 
direction  whence  they  had  come. 

''There  it  is,'*  said  Claude.  '*  There's  the  iron  gates,  and  there's  the  water, 
don't  you  see  it?" 

"Yes,"  said  Dick,  "and  a  goodly  place  it  looks.  After  all,  I  think  our  friend, 
Mis>  Cora,  might  get  a  worse  home." 

"  There  is  no  worse  home  in  all  the  world,"  said  Jack,  "  than  the  liome  you 
don't  love." 
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CHAPTER  CCXIX. 

SIR  PELIX  FINDS  HIS  NEW  FRIENDS  VERY  TROUBLESOME. 

Lime  Grove  was  rather  a  considerable  estate  to  all  appsarance,  and  the  iron 
gates  which  stood  at  its  entrance  were  rare  specimens  of  the  ancient  art  of  casting 
in  metals.  They  were  supported  by  stone  buttresses  of  great  strength  and  so- 
lidity, and  beyond  these,  sure  enough,  was  the  avenue  of  lime-trees. 

Those  limes  looked  extremely  beautiful  by  th«  moon-beams  that  were  just 
gently  silvering  the  edges  of  the  learea,  while  the  slight  night-breeze  that  was  up 
was  just  sufficient  to  give  them  a  stirring  motion  and  to  break  up  the  moonlight 
into  silvery  particles. 

It  was  a  beautiful  scene. 

By  the  right  hand  side  of  the  large  iron  gates,  there  was  a  pretty  picturesque 
lodge,  and  a  light  shining  from  one  of  its  windows  showed  that  some  one 
occupied  it. 

"  I  suppose,"  whispered  Jack  to  Claude,  "  it  won't  do  to  gallop  right  on  if  we 
could  even  open  the  gates  ?  It  will  be  best  to  speak  to  the  people  at  the  lodge 
first?" 

"  Oh,  yes,"  said  Claude.  "  Let  us  do  everything  quite  regular — as  we  are  offi- 
cers, you  know." 

*'  Oh,  oh  !  yes,  to  be  sure." 

"  Hilloa— lodge  I  lodge!"  cried  Claude. 

A  man  made  his  appearance,  with  a  lantern,  in  the  course  of  a  couple  of 
minutes. 

"What  is  it?"   he  said. 

*'Is  Sir  Felix  within?" 

"Yes,  sir,  he  is  within;  but  I  think  he  is  rather  busy,  if  you  plea5c,  sir.  Per- 
haps you  don't  know,  sir,  that  he  has  been  married  to-day  ;  and  so  you  see.  sir, 
perhaps  you  will  call  again  V 

This  speech  of  the  lodge-porter  was  so  far  satisfactory,  that  it  quite  put  at  rest 
-     ^ — -^  -  -,,■■-> 
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any  doubts,  however  slighs  that  Claude  and  his  fn'e;ids  might  have  r?garding  their 
Leinsf  at  the  right  place,  atid  Claude  rii'idc  answer  at  once — 

**  If  he  were  even  so  busy,  our  business  with  him  is  of  a  nature  that  he  will  not 
be  very  well  pleased  to  hare  delayed.  I  am  an  officer  of  |JoUce,  and  so  are 
these  two  gentlemen.  We  have  r'ddeo  from  London  on  }mrpo>e  to  see  Sir  Felix, 
on  a  mat'er  of  the  very  ^reatcit  importance  to  him  and  to  all  of  you." 

The  lodge-keeper  looked  r  ither  aghast  at  this  news,  for  Claude  spoke  in  a  ; 
solemn  and  earnest  tone,  s)  as  to  induce  in  him  a  firm  belief  that  it  was  a  matter 
of  the  greatf  St  isiportance  upon  which  ht  came. 

*'0h,  Lord  !"  said  the  man,  *♦  it  isn't  any  danger,  is  it  ?" 

•*  Yes, — serious  danger." 

"  You  don't  mean  to  say  so,  sir  ?  I'll  run  up  to  the  house  and  see  if  master 
will  speak  to  you,  sir." 

**  Open  the  gates.    We  will  walk  inside." 

"  Oh,  yes,  of  course.  It's  all  right  to  officers  ;  and  now  I  loA  at  you,  sir,  I  see 
your  red  waistcoat.'* 

*'  Yes,  my  Iriend;  and  yon  ma}  be  still  further  convinced  by  this.  You  recog- 
nise this  little  emblem  of  authority,  no  doubt  V 

As  he  spoke,  Claude  produced  the  little  staff  with  the  gilt  crown  at  the  end  of 
it ;  and  if  the  porter  at  the  lodge  of  Lime  Grove  had  had  the  smallest  lingering 
doubt  respecting  the  character  of  the  guests,  it  was  thus  removed.  He  opened  the 
gates,  saying,— 

•*  Come  in — come  in,  gentlemen.  Yon  had  better  ride  up  \Tith  rae  to  the  house 
at  once.    Wife— wife  1" 

"  Yes  Joseph  ?"  ^^ 

'     *•  Look  to  the  gate." 

**  Twould  advise  you,  my  friend,'*  said  Claude,  "  to  lock  the  gate  and  give  me 
the  key.  The  fact  is,  that  if  we  had  not  ridden  down  here  to-night,  you  would 
all  have  been  brutally  murdered  before  the  morning." 

"  Murdered  V* 

'*  Yes  ;  but  do  not  olarm  yourself.  We  intend  to  stay  here  all  the  night,  and 
to  take  care  of  the  premiies." 

"Oh!  do,  do.  Gracious  Providence!  Murdered!  There's  the  key  of  the 
gr'at  jfate,  Mr.  Officer.    Wife — wife  !** 

"  Well,  Joseph  V 

•*  Hide  the  spoons  and  the  babby,  directly,  There's  thieves  and  murderers 
a-comiog.  Vm  oiAy  going  up'to  the  house  with  these  three  gentlemen  I  will  be 
back  directly." 

*'  Where  shall  we  put  our  horses  ?"  said  Claude. 

"Why,  gentlemen,  the  fact  is  that  Sir  Felix  don't  keep  up  a  s'able  on  the 
premises,  though  there's  lots  of  stalls  and  room.  He  only  keeps  a  couple  of 
hacks  for  his  carriage,  and  the  landlord  of  the  Blue  Lion  in  the  village  contracts 
to  keep  them  for  him.'* 

"Never  raiod  ;  here,  we'll  put  up  our  horses  ourselves,  if  you  will  show  us  the 
stables,  at  once." 

"  Oh,  dear  yes,  gentlemen,  and  it  will  be  best  to  go  there  first.  Tiiere's  plenty 
of  hay,  for  last  year's  stacks  all  stand  close  to  the  stables,  you  see,  gentlemen,  so 
jwi  can  pull  down  as  much  as  vou  like." 

"  That  will  do— that  will  do." 

It  was  quite  clear  that  nothing  now  was  so  delightful  to  the  feelings  of  Joseph 
as  the  idea  that  the  three  officers,  as  he  fully  believed  our  tliree  friends  to  be, 
should  slay  all  night,  and  the  fact  of  their  putting  up  their  horses  in  the  neglected 
stables  was  a  strong  supf  osition  in  favour  of  such  a  result,  and  quite  ilclightfol 
accordingly. 

As  Joseph  said,  there  was  plenty  of  stab'e  accommodation,  although  the  parsi- 
mony of  Sir  Felix  prevented  it  from  being  used  on  hii  own  estate;  and  the  con- 
tiguity of  the  hay-stacks  enabled  Clande  and  his  friends  to  get  not  only  plenty  of 
bedding  for  the  horses,  but  plenty  of  sweet  food. 
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*'  That  will  do,"  said  Claude;  "and  now',  Joseph,  you  will  be  so  good  as  to 
take  us  at  once  to  your  master." 

"  Oh,  yes,  gentlemen,  certainly,  and  very  Lappy  he  ought  to  be  to  see  you,  and 
very  much  ol^liged  indeed  to  think  how  you  came  all  ih'^."  way  from  London  to  save 
our  lives.  I  just  tell  you,  sir,  ihal  the  wine  in  tlie  cellar  here  is  good,  cos  you 
see,  Sir  P'elix  pretends  that  it  ain't,  ^nd  he  says  '  that  the  wine  is  going  to  be 
changed,  so  that  1  can't  offer  you  any  of  it.  JMy  wine-merehant  has  made  a  mis- 
take, and  sent  the  wrong  stuff  ;^  and  then  he  will  offer  you  some  capital  stout,  as 
he  ?avs  ;   but  Lord  bleps  you,  it's  only  small  heer,  and  oh  !  so  small." 

*'  Thank  you,  Joseph,  for  the  hint." 

Claude  and  his  fiiends  could  hardly  suppress  their  laugh'er  at  this  character, 
which  Joseph  gave  of  his  penurious  old  master  ;  hm  they  thonght  it  better  to  keep 
Hp  a  becoming  gravity,  and  having  reached  the  house,  Joseph  called  to  the  only 
servant  that  was  in  it,  and  who  was  a  venerable  old  woman,  to  open  the  door. 

*'  And  what  for,  Master  Joseph  V  she  cried.  ''  And  what  for  is  the  hall  door 
to  be  opened  i'* 

*'  Here  are  some  gentlemen  for  Sir  Felix." 

"  Indeed  !  Just  ask  them  if  they  have  had  their  supper  then,  for  they  will  get 
nothing  here,  I  can  tell  ihem.*' 

•*  Open  the  door  directly,  Emily.  How  can  you  keep  these  gentlemen  waitin, 
in  this  kind  of  way  ?" 

Thcs  urged  Emily, who  was  about  seventy  years  of  age,  and  had  not  a  tooth  in 
her  head,  and  was  nearly  bent  double  with  infirmities,  made  her  appearance,  with  a 
miserable  rushlight  in  her  hand,  and  opened  the  hall  door. 

"  Ha  !  ha  !"  said  the  old  woman,  '*  visitors  to  Lime  Grove?  Well,  well,  won- 
ders will  never  cease,  as  King  Solomon  said ;  and  the  more  you  live  the  more  you 
learn.     Dear  me — dear  me.     The  idea  of  the  old  idiot  bringing  home  a  wife." 

'*  Ah,  Emily— Emily,  you  should  not  call  master  an  old  idiot,  though  he  is,  to 
be  sure." 

"  You  hold  vour  ton?ue,  Joseph.  I  suppose  these  are  some  fine  friends  of 
young  madam,  the  new  wife.  Oh,  dear,  yes,  old  Emily  wouldn't  do  to  look  after 
the  house,  but  a  wife  must  be  brought.  Oh,  I  only  hope  she  will  be  choked, 
that's  all." 

"  How  kind,"  said  Claude  ;  '*why,  Emily,  you  are  about  as  amiable  as  you  are 
ugly,  T  do  think." 

This  remark  put  the  old  woman  into  such  a  rage,  that  she  was  half  strangled 
with  caughing,  ;  nd  was  forced  to  take  herself  off  into  the  domestic  regions  of  the 
house,  to  try  and  recover  from  the  effects  of  this  sudden  ebulliiion  of  anger. 

"It's  a  very  good  thing,  gentlemen,"  said  Joseph,  "  that  you  have  got  rid  of 
her, for  she  would  have  worried  you  to  death  in  a  little  while,  if  you  h-^dn't,  that 
she  would.  Just  step  into  this  room,  and  I  will  go  and  tell  Sir  Felix  that  you 
are  here," 

All  this  time  Joseph  had  carried  his  lantern  with  htm,  and  now  he  lit  a  solitary 
candle,  that  was  upon  the  chimney-piece  of  the  really  handsome  reception  room, 
into  which  he  ushered  the  mock  officers,  and  left  them  to  consider  about  what 
they  would  say  to  Sir  Felix,  when  they  should  see  him,  as  they  dowbted  not  doing 
in  a  very  few  minutes. 

'*  You  be  spokesman,  Claude,"  said  Jack;  "you  can  keep  your  countenance 
somehow  much  better  than  either  Dick  or  I  can." 

•*  Ob,"  said  Dick,  "I  am  the  worst  in  the  world  to  do  that." 

"And  I  not  the  best,"  said  Jack. 

**  Well,  then,  I'll  do  the  speaking,"  said  Claude,  "  but,  of  course,  you  will 
both  of  you  take  what  opportunities  occur  of  confirming  \f  hat  1  may  happen  to 
say  to  the  old  man." 

"  Oh,  yes— yes." 

Joseph  opened  the  dpor  of  the  room,  and  in  a  loud  voice  announced  bis  master, 
and  then  the  old  man  came  into  the  rootn  all  of  a  shake,  partly  from  fear  and 
partly  from  anger. 
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*•  What  is  this  ? — what  is  all  this  r"  I.e  j^aid.  "  I  don't  want  visitors — I  don't 
tee  company.  What's  it  all  ab  mt  ?  Glj  a>vay — go  avay.  It  is  some  mistake. 
I  am  busy — quite  occupied  !  What  do  you  want  here,  I  say  'i  Why  don't  you 
speak  ?" 

**  Ah,  sir,  you  vpon't  let  *em,"  said  Joseph.  '•  Why,  sir,  you  have  all  the 
talk  to  yourself,  and  the  gentlemen  can''t  get  in  one  word  even  edgeways,  st. 
Yf  u  hold  your  tongue,  and  then  they  will  tell  you  all  about  it,  anl  make  your 
hair  stand  on  end,  sir." 

*  How  dare  you,  you  ra?cal,  speak  to  me  in  that  way  ?  You  villanous  rascal, 
how  dare  you,  I  should  like  to  know  ?  Get  out  of  ray  sight  directly,  Joseph. 
You  get  fat — fat,  sir,  upon  ray  substance.  My  servants  ruin  me,  with  oue  extra- 
vagance and  another  ;  and  o!i,  oh  !  I  now  and  then  only  far  a  few  moments  forget 
how  I  have  been  robbed  on  the  road  !  Oh,  dear — oh,  dear,  fortv  guineas,  at  the 
least.    Oh— oh— oh!" 

Sir  Felix  was  so  ovei come  by  the  recollection  of  his  tncounter  with  Claude 
on  the  road,  that  he  felt  ready  to  faint,  and  was  compelled  to  sit  down  to  recover 
himself  ;  but  he  soon  got  up  again,  and  in  a  loud  cracked  voice,  he  eried  — 

*'  Go  away  —go  away,  f  don't  want  any  company.  No  company  comes  lipre. 
We  are  all  poor.  I'here  is  nothing  to  eat  and  nothing  to  drink.  Gocd  night  I 
Joseph,  show  the  gentlemen  out." 

"No— no.  sir!" 

"  No  ?     Do  you  say  no  to  ine,  you  villain  ?  * 

*'  Yes  I  do,  sir-    You  hear  the  gentlemen." 

•♦  Sir  Felix,"  said  Claude,  stepping  forA^ard,  •'  I  and  my  two  friends  are  quite 
willing  to  go,  if  you  wish  it.  AVe  hare  ridden  down  here  from  London  at  no 
small  inconvenience,  expressly  for  the  purpose  of  protecting  you  and  your  pro- 
perty.    We  are  police  officers.     There  is  my  staff.'* 

"  And  there's  his  red  waistcoat,"  said  Joseph. 

"The  magistracy  of  London,"  continued  Claude,  *' have  become  aware  of  a 
plot  for  the  purpose  of  robbing  your  house  to-night,  and  murdering  you  and  all 
within  it.  We  are  sent  down  expressly  to  defend  you  and  your  property.  There 
is  one  notorious  rascal,  who,  on  the  highway,  often  wears  a  crape  mask '' 

"  Oh,  I  know  him — I  know  him  !"  cried  Sir  Felix.  '*  He  is  in  this  neighbour- 
hood. He  robbed  me,  only  two  hours  ago,  on  the  high-road.  A  most  notable 
rascal  he  is. " 

•'  In  the  neighbourhood  already,  is  he  ?'  said  Claude,  in  affected  amazement. 
*'  Joseph,  make  all  the  doors  and  windows  fast.  Comrades,  look  to  your  pistols. 
He  has  two  companions  with  him  who  are  very  nearly  as  bad  as  he  is.'* 

As  he  spoke,  Claude  pulled  a  pistol  from  his  pocket,  and  made  quite  a  parade 
of  shaking  the  powder  in  the  pan,  and  of  putting  it  otherwise  ready  for  action. 

JBoth  Dick  and  Jack  followed  his  example,  and  at  these  manifestations  of 
sincerity,  poor  Sir  Felix  began  to  show  the  most  unequivocal  symptoms  of 
alarm. 

"Oh,  dear,"  he  said,  "you  don't  mean  really  to  say  that  there  is  any  real 
serious  danger,  gentlemen  ?" 

"  A  little,"  said  Claude  ;  *'  but  it  is  just  possible  that  when  the  villains  find 
they  have  to  fight  the  afl&iir  out  with  us,  that  they  will  retire,  after  the  ex- 
change of  a  shot  or  two,*  .  -a  ■  .*  r  j^** 

"  A  shot  or  two  ? 

*'  Certainly.  You  may  depend  that  anger  at  their  disappointment,  if  no  other 
feeling,  will  induce  them  to  do  all  the  mischief  that  they  possibly  can.  I  repeat 
to  you,  that  their  deliberate  intention  is  to  rob  the  house,  and  to  murder  all  that 
they  find  within  it.  Of  course,  it  is  our  duty  to  risk  our  lives  in  your  defence, 
however  harshly  you  msy  be  disposed  to  treat  us  ;  and  we  cannot  help  thinking. 
Sir  Felix,  that  when  men  ride  twelve  or  fourteen  miles,  to  save  your  life,  they 
are  entitled,  at  your  hands,  to  some  little  consideration." 

"  Oh,  deer  yes,  of  course-— of  coursei?* 

"  I  am  glad  to  see,  sir,  that  you  begin  to  appreciate  our  services  la  some 
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manner.  This  is  your  house,  and  we  will  go  from  it  directly  if  you,  now  that  you 
know  who  and  what  we  are,  choose  to  wish  us  to  do  so  We  are  too  much  in  the 
habit  of  respecting  the  law  not  to  know  and  feel  that  a  man's  house  is  his  castle, 
and  that  he  may  or.ler  anybody  out  of  it  that  he  pleases.'* 

**  Oh,  dear — dear,  don't  go  on  any  account !  I  didn't  mean  what  1  said— in- 
deed I  did  not!  Oh,  pray  stay,  I  beg  of  you  !  Make  yourselves  quite  comfort- 
able, do  !     I  am  thankful  vou  have  come  !'* 


CHAPTER  CCXX. 

A    PLEASANT  EVENING   AT   LIME  GROVE.— THE    YOUNG    OFFICER, 

It  was  now  quite  clear  that  poor  Sir  Felix  was  most  thoroughly  impressed 
with  a  notion  of  the  danger  he  was  running,  and  that  he  would  not  have  had  those 
whom  he  called  his  protectors  go  from  the  house  on  any  account. 

*'  Very  good,  sir,"  said  Claude,  '*  of  course  we  s^hall  stay  with  very  great 
pleasure.  I  don't  think  that  you  need  now  much  alarm  yourself;  but,  at  all 
events,  we  will  not  leave  you  until  we  are  able  to  assure  you  that  the  danger  is 
over.*' 

''  Thank  you — thank  you  !  Oh,  I  am  very  mueh  obliged,  indeed.  It  would 
have  been  a  most  shocking  thing ;  for  do  you  know,  gentleman" — here  Sir  Felix 
lowered  his  voice—"  I  was  only  married  to-day.    Yes,  I  was,  indeed." 

«  Married  ?' 

'*  Yes,  to  be  sure.  It's  only  my  fourth  wife  :  and  why  not,  I  should  like  to 
know  r" 

*•  There  is  no  reason  on  earth  against  i\  sir.  I  am  very  much  surprised,  though, 
at  your  talking  of  a  fourth  wife.  You  could  hardly  have  had  time.  Sir  Felix,  to 
contract  four  matrimonial  alliances,  for  really  to  look  at  you,  no  one  would  at  all 
guspect  you  to  be  more  than  about  nine  and  forty." 

"  You  don't  say  so,  sir  ?" 

*'  Indeed  I  do  ,  and  I  think  it  likewise." 

Old  Sir  Felix  quite  smiled  at  this  compliment,  and  for  a  few  moments  forgot 
t)ie  danger  with  which  he  was  threatened.  It  was  quite  evident  that  from  that 
moment  Claude  was  quite  a  special  favourite  with  him.  Perhaps  at  that  juncture 
the  personal  vanity  of  the  old  man  w'as  more  open  to  flattery  than  at  any  other. 

•«  Pray  walk  this  way,  gentlemen,"  he  said.  •'  This  way,  if  you  please,  and  I 
will  introduce  you  to  my — Oh  !" 

The  poor  reluctant  bride's  mother  at  this  moment  opened  the  door  of  the  apart- 
ment so  abruptly,  that  Sir  Felix  got  a  smart  rap  upon  the  nos«  fiom  one  cf  its 
panels. 

*'  Whit  is  all  this,  Sir  Felix  ?"  she  said.  *'  I  hope  you  are  not  being  imposed 
upon  ?' 

"  Oh,  dear — oh,  dear  1     My  nose — my  nose  !" 

'*  Your  nose.  Sir  Felix,  is  of  the  smallest  possible  consequence ;  what  I  want  to 
know  is,  if  these  persons  are  imposing  upon  you  in  any  way  ?  Pray,  sir," — to 
Claude — *'  who  may  you  be  ?'* 

"  I  don't  know,  madam,"  said  ClaU(^e,  "  what  I  may  be— that  is  a  secret  of 
destinv;  but  I  am  a  Bow-street  officer,  a^.tl  I  cauie  here  oa  business." 

**  Oh,  gracious !" 

"And,'  continued  Claude,  *'as  I  have  explained  that  business  to  the  master 
oF  the  house,  I  presume  I  have  done  all  that  is  sufficient." 

"  Indeed,  sir,  I  will  beg  you  then  to  observe,  that  I  consider  myself  to  be  the 
mistress  of  the  house." 

"  Indeed  ?" 

"  Yes,  indeed,  Mr.  Impudence."  • 

«*0h,  don't — don't! '  said  Sir  Felix.     *'  This,  gentlemen,  is  my  young  wife's 


GENTLEMAN  JACK;  OR,  LIFE  ON  THE  ROAD. 


929 


mother,  you  see ;  and — and  so  she  is  going  to  live  here  just  to  keep  things  in  order 
a  little,  that  is  all,  gentlemen.  She  is  a  very  good  woman  in  her  waj',  and  re- 
markably quiet,  I  assure  you,  gentlemen.  My  dear,  Mrs.  White,  I  oeg  you  -will 
allow  these  gentlemen  to  stay,  for  if  you  dpn't,  I  believe  we  are  all  to  have  our 
throats  cut  this  very  night." 


ti! 


CLAUDE   SURPRISES    THE    CPFICIOUS    COrNTRYMAN    ^^EAR    GVILDFOBD. 

"Our  throats —cut?"  ^  -      . 

"  Yes,  my  dear  Mrs.  White,  or  our  brains  blown  out,  which,  to  us,  you  know 
my  dear  madam,  would  be  much  the  same  thing.  These  Bow-street  office 
have  come  down  froja  London  on  purpose  to  protect  us  from  being  murdered. 

"  Oh,  my  poor  heart !     Oh— oh  !" 

*' The  mother-ia-law  shovved  symptoms  of  fainting;   but  as  nobody  seemed 

No.  11  f]  "" 
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inclined  to  pay  any  attention  to  her,  or  to  fly  to  her  aid,  she  thought  better  of 
it,  and  didn't  faint  at  all. 

^    "  Can  this  be  possible  V  she  said.     "  Oh,  are  you  quite  sure.  Sir  Felix,  that  it 
is  not  a  horrid  take-in  T* 

"If  Sir  Felix  has  any  suspicions  of  that  nature,  *  said  Claude,  with  wdl-acted 
indignation,  "  we  will  leave  the  house  at  once  ;  and  probably.,  now  that  you  are 
all  upon  your  guard  against  the  attack  that  will  certainly  be  made  upon  you,  you 
will  be  able,  without  our  assistance,  to  protect  yourselves  against  it.  I  can  say 
for  myself,  and  I  am  sure  1  may  likewise  say  for  my  two  comrades,  that  we  are 
quite  glad  to  be  allowed  to  go." 

"Certainly,"  said  Dickj  "  all  that  we  shall  then  ask  ot  Sir  Felix  is  a  note 
of  dismissal,  signed  by  him,  so  that  whatever  happens,  the  blame  will  not  rest 
upon  our  Heads." 

"Oh,  come  along,"  said  Jack.  **  Come  away  at  oace.  We  can  take  oath  as 
to  the  mode  in  which  our  services  were  dispensed  with." 

"  Oh,  no»-no  !*'  cried  Sir  Felix.  "  Don't  go,  aod  by  all  means  don't  mind  one 
word  that  this  stupid  old  woman  says.  I  am  going  to  get  rid  of  her  as  soon  as 
possible,  I  assure  you,  gentlemen.  She  is  only  my  youug  wife's  mother,  that's 
all,  and  I  can't  bear  the  sight  of  her.  Don't  think  of  going  on  her  account, 
geoilemfn,  I  beg  of  you.  I  wiilmake  you  quite  welcome  to  everything  the  house 
may  contain." 

"  Oh,  you  old  wretch  !*'  cried  the  lady, 

"  Old  ?  old  ?     How  dare  you  call  me  old  ?" 

"Allow  me  to  beg  that  there  may  be  no  quarrelling,''  said  Claude.  "  Really 
no  one  can  tell  but  that  we  may  be  all  in  another  world  before  the  morning;  and 
as  regards  the  word  *old,'  1  ara  sure  it  will  be  many  years  before  either  of  you 
need  trouble  yourselves  about  it.     This  lady  cannot  b-e  above  forty." 

"Oh,  sir,"  said  the  mother-in-law,  who  had  just  passed  her  sixtieth  birthday, 
"oh,  sir,  upon  my  word  you  are  really  a— quite — gallant.  I  own  I  am  forty- 
five — indeed,  I  am.     Now  don't  be  contradicting  me.     I  am  forty-five." 

"Oh,  dear!"  said  Sir  Felix,  lifting  up  his  hands.  "She  owns  to  forty-five, 
does  she  ?     What  an  admission  !" 

"  Pray  step  this  way,  gentlemen.  We  will  at  least  try  to  make  you  as  com- 
fortable as  we  can,  while  you  oblige  us  by  staying  in  the  house.  It's  a  great 
favour  of  you  to  come  all  the  way  from  London  to  protect  us — indeed  it  is.  Of 
course,  as  a  sensitive  female,  I  feel  naturally  timid;  and  if  wretches  of  house- 
breakers were  to  get  i.uto  the  house,  who  shall  say  what  they  might  do  i'* 

"Ah,  who,  indeed?''  said  Jack. 

Peace  being  thus  happily  restored  between  Sir  Felix  and  the  mother-in-law, 
the  whole  party  adjourned  to  a  room,  in  which  there  was  a  fir  ,  and  where,  with 
her  face  buried  in  her  hands,  sat  fhe  young  bride,  poor  sacrificed  Cora. 

'*  My  dear,"  said  her  mother,  i'  here  are  some  police-officers  come  to  watch 
the  house,  for  they  say  that  some  thieves  wcie  going  to  break  into  it  to-night, 
and  murder  us  all." 

"  Hapfy  death  !"  said  Cora. 

•*  What  does  she  say?"  cried  Sir  Felix,  sharply,  "  what  does  she  say?  I  am 
sure  she  said  something." 

"It's  ef  no  consequence,  my  dear  sir,"  said  the  mother.  "  It's  not  of  the 
slightest  consequence,  I  assure  you,  sir." 

"  I  proniised,"  said  Claude,  aside  to  Sir  Felix — "  I  promised  to  let  a  magis- 
trate, as  far  off  as  Ealing,  know  of  our  arrival  here,  Sir  Felix.  Will  you  allow 
your  servant  at  the  lodge  to  ride  as  far  as  there  with  the  message  from  me  ?  other- 
wise one  of  us  will  have  to  go,  and  the  effect  of  that,  of  course,  would  be  rather  to 
weaken  oar  strength  here  in  the  house." 

"  Oh,    yes — yes,"  said  Sir  Felix,    •*  Joseph    will  go.     He    will  go    at  once. 
Joseph  h  the  man.     Don't    either  of  you  stir,  gentlemen,  by  no  means.     Oh, 
dea,  no — no.     Joseph  will  go.     Ring  the  bell,  Mrs.  White,  for  Joseph." 
Jcrse[  li  was  duly  summoned,  and  Sir  Felix  gave  him  orders  to  go  when  he  II 
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shonld  be  directed ;  so  that  Claude  had  that  sagacious-serving  man  quite  at  his 
disposal.  He  put  a  c  luple  of  guineas  into  Joseph's  hands  when  he  got  outside 
the  room  door  with  him,  and  then  he  said — 

*'  Joseph,  get  me  some  sealing-wax  and  a  candle." 

The  couple  of  guineas  acted  like  some  potent  charm  upon  the  spirits  of  Joseph, 
and  the  sealing-wax  and  the  candle  were  both  quickly  produced.  Claude  en- 
closed the  letter  from  Cora,  that  had  been  picked  up  in  the  road,  in  an  envelope, 
in  the  inside  of  which  he  wrote  the  following  words  : — 

"  Cornet  Tarlton  is  advised  to  come  at  once  to  Lime  Grove,  and  take  Cora 
a-ray  witii  him.  He  will  find  friends  there  who  will  assist  him,  and  Cornet 
Tarlton  is  warned  to  place  no  reliance  upon  any  odd  story  the  bearer  of  this  may 
tell  him," 

"Now,  Joseph,"  said  Claude,  '^you  will  get  the  best  horse  you  can  in  the 
village,  and  ride  to  the  barracks  at  Knightsbridge,  close  to  Hyde  Park.  There 
you  will  ask  for  Cornet  Tavlton,  and  give  him  this  paper,  and  when  you  come 
back,  another  couple  of  guineas  will  be  waiting  for  you,  Joseph.  Do  you  under- 
stand ?" 
"  Lor,  yes,  sir.     That's  as  clear  as  clear  can  be.*' 

"  Very  good  ;  now  be  oflf,  Joseph,  as  quickly  as  you  possibly  can.  Don't  risk 
your  neck  by  any  outrageous  speed,  but  go  as  quickly  as  may  be  convenient  to 
you,  sir.* 

*•  I  will,  sir- I  will." 

Claude  retired  to  the  s'tting-room,  and  the  moment  he  seated  himself.  Sir  Felix 
said — 

"It  would  give  me,  do  you  know,  gentlemen,  such  pleasure  to  offer  you  a  glass 
of  wine ;  but  the  fact  i=,  my  wine  merchant  has  made  a  mistake,  and  sent  in  the 
wrong  article,  so  that  it  has  to  go  back  and  be  changed,  you  understand;  but 
I  have  some  capital  stout  in  the  house,  if  you  can  manage  a  little  of  that^  gentle- 
men." 

'•The  wine  is  sour,  I  presume  ?"  said  Claude. 
"Oh,  quite— quite." 

"  Well,  do  you  know  I  am  glad  to  hear  that ;  tor  although  you  may  think 
it  a  very  odd  and  vitiated  taste,  yet  I  prefer  a  glsss  of  sour  wine  to  anything 
else." 

"And  so  do  I,'*  said  Dick. 
"And  so  do  I,"  said  Jack. 

••You  really  don't  mean  it,  gentlemen?''  said  Sir  Felix,  looking  dreadfully 
alarmed.     "  You  don't  mean  that  you  like  scur  wine  ?" 

"  Yes,  we  do.  So  I  beg  of  you  to  get  up  a  bottle  or  tw^o  of  it  at  once  for  us. 
We  shall  be  quite  delighted  with  it,  I  assure  you.  Sour  wine  is  just  the  thing 
for  us." 

Poor  Sir  F^lix,  who  kept  always  the  key  of  his  own  cellar,  was  upon  this 
compelled  to  go  for  the  wine;  but  such  a  fear  had  got  possession  of  him  con- 
cerning the  probable  attack  upon  the  house,  that  he  begged  Clauds  to  go  with 
him,  upon  which  both  Jack  and  Dick  likewise  started  up,  crying — 

"We  will  all  go,  for  it  would  be  a  thousand  pities  for  you,  Sir  Felix,  to  be 
cut  off  in  your  prime." 

Sir  Felix  carried  the  light,  and  they  all  went  into  the  cellar  together.  The  old 
man  picked  one  bottle  out  of  a  rack  ;  and  then,  with  a  sigh,  he  said — 

"This  will  be  enough,  I  dare  say,  gentlemen,  for  I  do  think  it  will  give  you 
Ihe  stomach-ache." 

**  Oh,  yes,  quite  enough,"  said  Dick  and  Jack  ;  and  while  his  back  was  turned, 
they  each  possessed  themselves  of  a  couple  of  bottles  of  wine,  and  Claude  did 
the  same. 

The  amazement  and  vexation  of  Sir  Felix  when  he  found  that  no  less  than 
seven  bottles  of  wine  was  placed  upon  the  table  in  the  sitting  room,  was  per- 
fectly ludicrous.  He  groaned  again,  but  he  could  not  help  himself,  as  it  would 
not  exactly  have  done  to  send  the  wine  back  again. 
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A  couple  of  the  bottles  were  ?peedily  opened,  and  as  Cbude  had  been  informed 
by  Joseph,  the  quality  wns  found  to  be  excellent ;  but  they  all  three  declared  that 
it  was  Four,  very  sour,  indeed,  but  yet  that  ih  -y  liked  it ;  ar d  poor  Sir  Felix  kept 
drinking  away  at  it  in  order  that  while  it  was  go^'og  in  such  a  dreadful  manner  he 
miffht  have  as  much  as  possible  of  it  himself. 

Mrs,  White,  too,  was  by  no  means  beh"nd-hand  in  taking  her  full  share  of  the 
rare  old  wine,  which  bad  been  in  the  cellar  for  many  a  long  year,  and  was  of  first 
rate  quality. 


CHAPTER  CCXXf. 

fCLAUDE    TELL«   A    GOOD    STORY — AND    THE    COENET   ARRIVES. 

The  evening  wore  on  in  this  way  very  pleasantly  indeed,  and  Sir  Felix  was 
really  so  pleased  that  he  almost  forgot  that  his  wine  was  go'wg  at  a  great  rate 
down  the  throats  of  his  guests.  He  even  had  the  temerity  to  offer  a  least  or  two^ 
to  tell  an  anecdote  of  how,  when  he  was  in  the  yeomanry  once,  many  years  ago,, 
he  had  fallen  off  his  horse  ;  and  how  the  Colonel  said  :  — "  Hilloa  !  there's  one 
dead  man,*'  and  how  he,  Sir  Felix,  said,  as  he  got  up  again,  "  Not  yet.  Colonel.*' 

This  was  not  a  very  brilliant  joke,  but  the  old  man  told  it  as  if  he  thought  it 
one  of  the  most  exquisite  that  could  be  imagined,  and  Claude  laughed  at  it 
immoderately. 

The  old  lady,  however,  was  certainly  not  at  all  pleased.  She  was  on  the  fidget 
the  whole  time,  and  although  Dick  plied  her  with  wine  it  did  not  seem  in  the 
least  to  ameliorate  her  condition  ;  for  if  it  had  been  really  as  sour  as  old  Sir  Felix 
had  pretended  it  was,  it  could  not  possibly  have  made  Mrs.  White  more  cross  than 
she  became. 

'*  I  really  don't  see  any  danger,  Sir  Felix,"  she  said,  "and  I  do  think  that  we 
are  detaining  these  gentlemen  quite  unnecessarily  at  tfiis  time  of  the  evening." 

"  Oh,  don't  mention  that,  madam,"  said  Claude.  "  The  pleasure  of  your's  and 
Sir  Felix's  society  is  ample  recompense  for  anything  of  that  sort ;  and  if  Sir  Felix 
has  no  objection,  I  will  just  recount  to  you  a  little  anecdote  that  happened  to  me 
once  when  I  was  in  pmsuit  of  a  celebrated  character." 

^  **  Pray  who  was  it,  sir  ?"  said  Mrs.  White.  '•  I  hope  it  was  no  improper  character, 
sir,  as  I  am  present  ?" 

**  Oh,  dear,  no.     It  was  only  Claude  Duval  the  highwayman." 

"And  do  you  call  him  a  proper  character, sir?" 

**  At  last,  madam,  I  am  not  aware  that  there  is  anything  in  the  career  of  Claude 
Duval  that  should  be  particularly  bad  for  a  lady  to  hear ;  and  if  Sir  Felix  pleases,. 
I  will  tell  the  story." 

"  Ob,  dear,  yes,  by  all  means.     Let  us  hear  it." 

"  Very  good,  sir.  It  happened  thus ; — Claude  Duval,  sir,  probably  feeling  that 
some  events  in  his  life  were  not  just  what  a  very  strict  moralists  would  approve 
of,  determined  now  and  then  to  try  and  do  some  good  ;  and  feeling  quite  confident 
that  a  good  deal  of  villany  was  going  on  against  the  fairest  and  best  portion  of 
creation — of  course  I  allude  to  lovely  woman." 

Here  Claude  bowed  to  Mrs.  White,  who  looked  rather  gratified  at  a  complimtnt^ 
the  like  of  which  she  had  not  met  with  for  the  last  thirty  years, 

*'  Being,  as  I  say,  convinced  that  the  fair  sex  were  very  much  imposed  upon,  he 
resolved  to  do  them  all  the  good  he  could  ;  so,  you  see,  Sir  Felix,  .is  he  was  going 
along  the  road  one  day — " 

"  But  my  good  sir,"  said  Sir  Felix,  *'  this  story  seems  to  be  about  Claude 
Duval  and  not  about  you." 

*'  Exactly,  sir.  That's  the  beauty  of  it.  But  you  will  soon  see  how  I  shall 
come  in  at  the  end  of  it." 

"  Oh,  very  well — very  well.  Pray  excute  me  for  interrupting  you.  I  daresay 
it  is  a  capital  story." 
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••  You  may  depend  upon  that,  sir,"  said  Dick  ;  '*  and  I  can  answer  for  it,  it 
won't  be  one  word  too  long," 

*•  Not  one,"  said  Claude.  *'  And  so,  as  I  was  saying,  Claude  Duval,  you  see, 
was  very  much  averse  to  any  young  girl  being  sacrificed  in  consequence  of  the 
cupidity  of  her  relations  to  any  old  rascal,  whose  sole  recommendation  might 
be  that  he  had  plenty  of  money." 

"  Oh  !"  said  Sir  Felix. 

«  Humph  !"  said  Mrs.  White. 

*'  And  so  one  day  as  he  was  going  along  the  road,  he  founi  a  piece  of  folded 
paper,  which  slated  that  a  young  lady  had  been  cajoled  into  matrimony  by  her  j 
mother  to  an  old  man,  quite  old  enough  to  be  her  father  ;  but  she  had  a  lover 
whom  she  wished  to  be  informed  of  her  situation  ;  aud  she  hoped  that  whoever 
found  the  note  would  forward  it  to  him  in  the  hope  that  he  would  arrive  in  lime 
at  the  house  of  the  old  husband  of  a  few  hours,  and  rescue  her  from  so  dreadful 
a  fate  as  remaining  with  him." 

Sir  Felix's  young  bride  had  retired  to  the  next  room  ;  but  as  Claude  spoke, 
he  saw  her  shadow  in  the  doorway,  and  he  felt  that  she  was  listening  to  his 
recital. 

*'  And  what  did  the  highwayman  do,  sir?"  said  Mrs.  White,  with  a  toss  of 
her  head. 

"  Why,  he  sent  the  young  lady's  note  to  the  young  officer,  whom  she  wished 
most  particularly  should  hear  it." 

"  Thank  God  !''  cried  the  young  bride. 

Mrs.  White  rose  direcily. 

"  What  was  that  ?"  she  cried.  **  Oh,  what  was  that  ?  Did  you  hear  that,  Sir 
Felix?" 

'•  1 — I  heard  something." 

"  It  was  me,''  said  the  young  creature,  coming  timidly  into  the  rcom.  **  It 
was  me.  I  nearly  fell  over  a  chair,  and  I  am  sure  I  should  have  seriously  hurt 
myself.  Perhaps  it  was  rather  a  trifle  to  thank  God  about  that  1  escaped  from 
the  fall  that  1  spoke." 

"It's  rather  odd,"  said  Mrs.  White,  with  a  thoughtful  look.     *<  It's  very  odd." 

"  Allow  me,  madam,  to  go  on  with  the  story,"  said  Claude.  "  The  fact  is  that 
the  old  husband,  with  the  assistance  of  the  poor  girl's  mother,  had  taken  her 
to  th&t  home  which,  with  all  its  advantages,  would  have  been  to  her  only  a  gilded 
cage ;  but  Claude  Duval,  the  highwayman,  had  forwarded  the  young  lady's  hurried 
appeal  to  her  lover." 

The  young  creature  burst  into  tears,  and  Mrs.  White  got  up  from  the  table  in 
a  rage. 

**  I  don't  understand  this,"  she  said.  *'  Sir  Felix,  I  am  rather  an  old  stager, 
and  I  begin  to  suspect  something  wrong." 

**  An  old  stager  are  you,  madam  ?"  said  Claude.  t 

**  Yes,  sir ;  and  I  begin  to  smell  a  rat." 

"  Then  1  would  strongly  advise  you  to  call  the  cat,  madam,  as  the  best  possible 
means  of  catching  it.  I  cannot  understand  what  it  is  that  alarms  you.  You 
are  beginning  to  get  quite  red  in  the  face,  I  assure  you,  madam."  , 

*'  That's  a  melancholy  truth,"  said  Dick. 

**  Very,"  said  Jack. 

"  How  dare  you  remark  upon  my  appearance,  you  low  fellows?  Sir  Felix,  if 
you  are  a  man,  rouse  yourself,  for  1  am  very  much  afraid  that  something  is  amiss. 
I  dun't  believe  one  word  that  these  men  say.  It's  all  a  delusion,  Sir  Felix—- 
quite  a  delusion,  sir  ;  and  I  desire  vou  to  torn  these  people  out  of  the  lodge,  sir. 

*'  Well,  but  the  thieves,  Mr*.  White  !  The  thieves,  you  know.  We  don't 
want  all  our  throats  cut."' 

•'  I  don't  believe  there  is  any  danger,  Sir  Felix." 

"  Hark  1"  said  Claude. 

He  held  up  his  hand,  and  at  the  same  moment  the  sound  of  hofse's  feet  was 
heard  upon  the  winding  path    that  led  up  to  the  house.     The  horse  that  was  ap- 
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preaching  was  evidently  at  a  hard  gallop,  and  the  stop  at  the  hall  door  was  verv 
sudden.  ^ 

"  Murder  !"  cried  Sir  Felix.     <*  We  shall  be  murdered  !" 

"  Help  !  help  !"    said  Mr=.  White. 

"Be  under  no  alarm,  let  me  beg  of  you/'  said  Claude.  "  I  wiUdo  whati  said 
I  would  do,  namely,  protect  you  against  all  violence,  lei:  it  come  from  whom  it 
may.  I  am  well  armed,  and  so  are  my  friends,  and  we  never  make  a  promise  of 
protection  without  meaning  to  keep  it,  and  taking  care  that  we  do  keep  it." 

Mrs.  White  flew  behind  the  chair  of  Sir  Felix  and  looked  rather  alarmed,  even 
through,  her  rouge,  and  that  had  been  rather  liberally  supplied  to  her 
countenance.  She  crouched  down  behbd  the  chair,  and  was  hidden  campletely 
from  observation. 

Poor  Sir  Felix  looked  the  picture  of  bewildered  dismay,  and  his  young  bride 
came  from  the  inner  room  again,  and  held  by  the  back  of  a  chair  for  support, 
looking  very  pale  and  full  of  fright. 

A  hasty  footstep  sounded  through  the  house,  and  was  evidently  approaching 
the  door  of  the  room,  but  it  paused,  as  though  the  person  to  whom  it  belonged, 
being  a  stranger,  did  not  feel  quite  certain  of  his  way. 

Jack  went  to  the  door  and  flung  it  open.  Claude  Duval  had  given  him  a  hint 
to  do  so ;  and  the  gleam  of  light  that  went  out  into  the  corridor  was  a  sufficient 
guide  to  the  stranger.  In  the  course  of  a  few  moments  a  singularly  handsome- 
looking  young  man,  in  the  regimentals  of  an  officer,  but  splashed  from  head  to 
foot  by  riding  hard,  strode  into  the  room. 

The  moment  the  young  bride  observed  him,  she  flew  forward,  and  with  a 
shr.ek  of  joy  tiung  herself  into  hia  arms, 
I  ^       *'  Saved— saved  !"  she  cried.     "  I  am  saved  !" 
■|       *' Gracious  Heaven  !  what  is  the  meaning;  of  all  this?"  he  cried.    ''Let  me 
^i  know  what  has  happened!     Are  vou  the  wife  of  another,  dear  one,  or  are  you 
'  mine  still?     Oh,  ansv/er  me." 

"I  am,  and— and  I  am  not," she  sobbed. 

Sir  Felix  turned  of  a  purplish  hue,  aia  slid  off  his  seat  on  to  the  floor  of  the 
Toom. 

"You  are,  and  you  aie  not  !"'  cried  the  young  soldier.  "  Oh,  why  rack  my 
Ijraiii  by  such  words  ?  Will  no  one  take  pity  upon  me  and  tell  me  what  all  this 
means?  ^  A  man  in  hot  haste  rode  into  the  barracks,  and  handed  me  a  note.  I 
am  here  in  consequence,  but  yet  I  feel  that  I  do  not  kno\^  all.  Who  will  explain 
It  to  me  ?" 

v!  ^  '"  ^^"'"^^  Claude  Duval,  stepping  forward.  **  I  will  explain  to  you,  sir, 
all  that  at  present  appears  to  you  so  inexplicable,  and  I  hope  and  trust,  satisfac- 
torily to  you."  1  >  r 

"  And  who  are  you,  sir  V 

*!i^^^^  I  <^on't  think  matters  much»  Suffice  it  to  say  that  I  was  the  means  of 
sending  to  vou  the  paper  which  has  brought  you  here,  and  that  T  how  give  you 
^^^o]^0''t"nity  of  action,  which  otherwise  you  could  not  have  had  possibly." 

J-hen  I  do  not  indeed  ask  you  who  you  are,  but  know  you  as  a  friend.     And 
now,    dear  one,''  added  the   young  officer,  addressing  the 'bride,  "will  you  fly 

'^^ifw-^  ^^°°^  *^^*  P'^"'  ^^  ^^  y^^  ^^^^  ^^^^  yo"  ought  to  remain  in  it  V 

MVith  you— with   you,  to  the  world's  end,  if  need  be." 

"1  am  content,  then." 

*'-?^^  goodness  gracious,  sir,'*  cried  Sir  Felix,  "are  you  at  all  aware,  sir,  that 
that  IS  my  wife  that  you  are  hugging  in  that  very  affectionate  kind  of  way  ?" 

"if ho  !  pho!  sir.  Think  yourself  well  off  that  I  don't  take  some  personal 
chastisement  of  you,  sir." 

*•  The  best  way,"  said  Dick,  "it  there  should  be  any  cavil  about  the  marriage 
that  has  taken  place,  would  be  to  make  the  young  lady  a  widow.  Perhaps  Sir 
Felix  has  110  objection  to  fight  it  out." 

"A  capital  thought, "cried  the  young  officer.  «' I  will  fight  you  immediately, 
sir,  in  any  way  you  think  proper." 
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"  Oh— no— no  !— Oh,  dear  no  V* 


"  Ihen,  perhaps,"  said  Claude,  "  rather  than  fight.  Sir  Felix  will  give  up  all 
right  and  title  '0  the  hand  of  the  young  lady  ?" 

"  I  will  gi^re  up  all  right  and  title  to  a  thousand  young  ladies,"  said  Sir 
Felix,  '  ratlfpr  than  I  would  run  into  any  personal  danger.  It  is  all  very  well 
for  people  to  fight  who  have  got  nothing  to  lose;  hut  I  have  a  good  estate  and 
every  comfort  about  me,  and  that  makes  a  vast  difFerence."  ' 

"And  a  goodcellai*.  too,"  said  Duval. 

The  old  man  uttered  a  groan  at  the  recollection  of  how  his  wine  had  gone  down 
ihe  throats  of  people  whf»,  after  ail,  had  come  for  his  confusion,  instead 
of  for  h;8  protection,  to  the  house  ;  but  Claude,  seeing  writing  materials  on 
a  side  tabe,  at  once  drew  up  a  short  renunciation  of  all  claims  to  the  voun^ 
lady"on  the  part  of  Sir  Felix,  which  he  signed  at  once.  "        ° 

"  There,"  he  said,   «'  fake  her,  sir  ;  I  have  done  with  her." 

"It's  the  wisest  thing  you  could  do,  Sir  Felix,"  said  Jack;  "but  where  is 
Mrs.  White  ?  She  ought  to  be  something  like  a  witness  to  this  transaction. 
Where  is  she  ?" 

"  Ah,  where  is  she  ?"  said  Dick.     "  Not  here." 

"Then  &he  means  mischief,"  said  Claude,  ^''jiivl  ihe  sooner  we  now  get  away 
the  better  it  will  be  for  us,  I  am  certain.     We'will  leave  directly,  my  friends." 

"And  so  will  I,"  said  the  young  officer,  ''although  I  cannot  see  what* you 
can  have  to  dread  from  M»-s.  White.'* 

"  I  am  sorry  to  say  though,"  said  Clauae,  ''  that  I  and  my  friends  see  it  very 
well,  and  perhaps  when  we  get  outside  this  house  I  will  tell  you  ?" 

"  I  can  tell  you  now,"  said  Sir  Felix,  pointirg  at  Claude  j  ''  I  can  tell  vou  at 
once,  if  he  won't  be  angry  at  it." 

"  I  don't  want  to  know,"  said  the  officer.  "  If  this  gentleman  and  his  friends 
have  any  secret  to  keep,  it  would  be  very  ungenerous  upon  my  part  to  seek  to 
know  it." 

"  Speak  freely,  Sir  Felix,"  said  Claude,  "  I  don't  care  what  you  say.  Who 
do  you  think  I  am  ?" 

*■  I  don't  think  at  al!  about  it,"  said  the  old  knight ;  "  but  after  all  that  has 
passed,  now,  I  know  that  you  are  Claude  Duval  the  highwayman,  and  3-0 u  won't 
deny  it." 

'•  Claude  Duval !"  ?aic  the  officer.     "  Is  that  possible  ?" 

'*  Sir  Felix  ?ays  so,"  said  Claude,  "and  I  would  advise  you  to  believe  him, 
sir.  Do  you  think  it  quite  out  of  the  course  of  nature,  that  Claude  Duval  should 
do  a  kind  action  ?" 

'  Oh,  no,  no  !" 

'Then  do  not  be  surprised  at  my  name.  It's  probable  enough  that  you  have 
1  eard  more  bad  than  good  of  me ;  but  whenjyou  hear  me  spoken  of  again,  you  can 
Pay,  that  even  the  worst  persons  have,  now  and  then,  a  kindly  feeling;  even  towards 
strangers  ;  and  so  I  uill  bid  you  good  night.'' 

"  No,  no,"  said  Ihe  young  lady  ;  "  we  will  not- we  cannot  part  thus  with  him 
who  nas  done  us  so  much  kindness*." 

The  young  officer  took  Claude's  hand,  and  said,— 

"Were  \ou  ten  times  a  highwavman,  you  are  my  friend,  and  only  say  in 
what  I  can  serve  you."  '  j  ?  j       j 

^  At  that  moment,  and  before  Claude  could  replv,  there  was  heard  a  great  noise 
in  the  hall,  and  Jack,  who  for  the  last  few  moments  had  been  to  the  door  to  listen 
ifany  danger  were  at  hand,  said  immediately,— 

^  "  It  is  Mrs.  White,  and  she  brings  with  her  aa  armed  force.  We  are  in  danger 
indeed,  now." 

Sir  Felix,  full  of  dread  of  the  conflict  that  he  fancied  was  about  to  ensue,  crept 
under  the  table  at  orqc,  and  there  hid  himself,  while  Claude  and  his  companions 
drew  their  pi?lob,  and  were  resolved  to  defend  themselves  to  the  very  last 
extremity.  .  '' 
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CHAPTER  CCXXII. 

THE   REFUGE  AMONG  THE  PLAYERS. — CLAI  DE's  DISGUISE. 

Dick  glanced  around  him,  and  pointing  to  the  inner  room,  in  whicli  the  young 
hride  had  remained  for  the  greater  part  of  the  evening,  said,— 

"  Where  does  that  room  lead  to  ?" 

"To  a  staircase,"  said  the  young  lady,  "hut  that  is  all  I  know  of  it.  Oh,  fly 
from  here,  and  we  will  stop  your  pursuers." 

"  We  will  try  it,  at  all  events,"  said  the  officer,  drawing  his  sword  ;  **they 
shall  not  pass  me  without  a  fight  for  it." 

"  My  good  sir,"  said  Claude,  "  let  me  beg  of  you  not  to  draw  down  upon 
yourself  mischief — it  cannot  help  us  ;  you  had  much  better  seem  to  be  our  foe, 
and  yet  in  reality  be  our  friend.  Come  on,  Dick  and  Jack,  and  we*ll  soon  find 
where  the  staircase  leads  to." 

Claude  snatched  up  a  light  from  the  table,  !and  dashed  into  the  adjoining 
room,  followed  by  his  two  friends;  audit  was  well  that  they  did  so  so  soon 
as  they  did,  for  hardly  were  their  backs  turned,  and  the  door  of  communication 
between  the  two  apartments]  closed  and  locked,  which  Claude  had  the  presence 
of  mind  to  do,  than  Mrs.  White,  with  eight  well-armed  men  belonging  to  the 
constabulary,  rushed  into  the  apartment  so  lately  occupied  by  the  three  friends. 

**  Where  are  they  ?  she  cried,  '*  where  are  the  three  wretches  ?  Take  them 
into  custody  at  once,  my  good  men;  they  are  arrant  thieves,  I  assure  you.  Knock 
them  down,  aad  if  they  resist  ever  so  little,  I  advise  you  to  shoot  them.  Oh,  they 
are  gone  !'* 

".Quite  gone,  you  see,  madam,"  said  the  officer. 

"  Oh,  you  low,  poor  wretch  !  I  know  you  well,"  cried  Mrs.  White j  "  you  have 
not  one  penny  piece  to  scrub  upon  another,  except  your  pay,  you  know  that  well 
enough.     How  dare  you  interfere  with  me,  sir,  and  my  family  arrangements  ?'* 

*'  You  may  make  what  family  arrangements  you  like,  madam,"  said  the  cornet, 
"so  long  as  they  only  include  yourself  in  their  results  and  consequences  ;  but 
I  certainly  object  to  your  making  arrangements  that  involve  your  daughter's 
happiness." 

"  You  puppy  !" 

The  officers  who  had  come  into  the  room  along  with  Mrs.  White  paid  not  the 
remotest  attention  to  the  little  family  squabble  that  was  going  on,  but  with  great 
tact  and  skill,  they  began  to  search  the  room  for  the  parties  they  came  to  appre- 
hend. After  a  litt1«  time,  they  espied  poor  Sir  Felix  under  the  table  ;  and  the 
principal  officer  seizing  him  by  the  leg,  cried  in  a  loud  voice  of  exultation  to  his 
companions,— 

"Here's  one  of  them!  here's  one  of  them!  I'll  have  him  out  in  a 
minute — Come,  come,  let's  have  no  resistance,  sir  !  that's  a  sort  of  thing  that 
won't  do  here." 

With  this,  poor  Sir  Felix  was  dragged  out  so  roughly  that  he  was  for  the 
moment  deprived  of  the  power  of  speech ;  but  the  moment  Mrs,  White  saw  him, 
she  screamed  out,— 

"  Why.  that  is  Sir  Felix  !  That  is  the  master  of  this  house.  Let  him  go  in- 
stantly, you  wretches  !" 

"  The  master  of  the  house!"  said  the  officer,  who  was  much  disappointed  that 
he  had  caught  nobody.  "  Why,  what  the  deuce  does  he  mean  then,  by  hiding 
under  his  own  table  %'* 

"  That's  no  business  of  yours,"  said  Mrs.  White,  who  guessed  very  well  that 

was  the  fears  of  Sir  Felix  that  had  taken  him  to  so  ignoble  a  place  of  refuge, 
ana  was  quite  willing  to  come  to  his  rescue.  "You  find  the  highwaymen;  and 
if  the  officer,  as  he  calls  himself,  who  is  as  poor  as  Job,  and  as  proud  as  Lucifer, 
don't  be  off  directly,  I  will  give  you  a  guinea  to  turn  him  out  of  the  house. 
Come  away,  you  slut,"  addressing  bet  daughter.     "  You  know  that  you  are    Sir 
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Felix's  wife,  and  you  have  no  sort  of  business  to  be  in  the  arms  of  another  man. 
Conae  away,  this  moment." 

*'  Bat  Sir  Felix  ha«  given  m«  up,  mother." 

*'  Ob,  dear,  yes,"  said  Sir  Felix,  *'  I  don*t  want  to  have  my  throat  cut,  or 
my  brains  blowH  out,  for  a  little  chit  of  a  girl,  not  T.  If  there's  to  be  continual 
squabbling  and  fighting  about  her,  let  her  go  :  1  don't  want  to  see  her  face  again.*' 


AN  ADVENTURE  WITH    THE   PLATEBS  AT   ^UILDFORD. 

Mrs*.  White  gave  a  slight  scream  at  this  and  flung  herself  upon  a  couch,  as 
(hough  she  at  least  had  made  up  her  mind  not  to  leave  the  house  of  Sir  Felix  if 
her  daughter  did  ;  and  the  oflScers,  finding  they  were  disappointed  of  their  prey, 
and  being  quite  convinced  that  no  one  was  concealed  in  the  room,  tried  to  open 
the  door  of  connection  with  the  next  apartment,  but  in  vain. 

•'  Where  does  this  lead  to  V*  said  one. 
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'f  Why,  to  where  the  people  you  want  have  gone,  to  be  sure,"  said  Sir  Felix, 
"  and  I  only  hope  you  may  catch  them,  for  I  shall  feel  no  peace  of  mind  until 
they  are  all  three  hanged." 

The  officers,  upon  finding  the  door  locked,  did  not  stop  long  to  talk  upon  the 
matter,  but  proceeded  with  violent  precipitation  to  break  it  open,  in  which,  despite 
the  remonstrances  of  Sir  Felix,  they  in  a  few  moments  succeeded.  The  room  was 
empty. 

The  fact  was,  that  Claude,  the  moment  he  and  his  two  friends  got  into  the  next 
room  and  had  locked  the  door,  spoke  to  them  in  a  low  tone  of  voice,  saying — 
*'Let  us  pause  a  moment  here,  and  listen  ;  one  of  our  great  objects  will  be  to 
discover  who  they  are  that  are  after  us.  If  they  consist  merely  of  some  of  the 
blockheads  of  the  neighbourhood,  our  danger  is  by  no  means  great ;  but  if  they 
are  professional  officers,  we  had  better  know  it  at  once/' 

With  this  view,  in  the  propriety  of  which  both  Ja-jk  and  Dick  fully  concurred, 
they  all  listened  at  the  door  of  the  room,  and  they  soon  heard  enough  to  convince 
them  that  the  men  were  officers,  or  at  least  the  greater  part  of  them. 

*<  Come  on,  then,"  said  Claude  ;.**  frightening  will  have  no  effect   upon  them. 
It  is  only  killing  that  would  do,,afid  that  is  whafc  we  don't  like  to  have  recource 
to,  except  at  a  last  extremity  ;  so  let  us  be  off  at  once  and   see  if  we  cannot   get 
out  of  the  house  by  some  means," 
"  Our  horses!"  said  Dick. 

*'  Ay,"  said  Jack,  *'  I  fear  for  them,  I-  am  half  afraid  to  think  of  them,  and 
I  shall'not  believe  that  we  shall  eveis-  possess  them  again  until  I  feel  myself 
mounted*" 

"  Do  not  speak  of  the  horses  Just  yet,**  said  Claude;  "let  us  hope  for  the 
best,  aad  that  we  shall  find;  them  al.  right  in  a  little  time.  At  pressnt,  what  we 
have  to  do  is  to  get  out  of  tfie  way  of  the  Philistip  j?^."' 

As  he  spoke,  Claude,  witii  tJie  candle  still  in  hii  h:.nd,.  went  towards  a  door  at 
the  farther  eni  of  the  llt-dfe  roonij  and  upon  opening  it,  he  found  that  it  at  once 
opened  upon  the  staircase  ^ba^  had  been  mentioned  by  tlie  young  bride, 

•*  It  i»  of  very  Uttle  consequence  to  us,'*  he  said,  "  where  this  staircase  may  lead 
to  ;  our  only  chance  of  escape  i»  by  it,  so  down  re  50.'* 
«  Very  goody**  said  Dick.,    *'  We  will  follow.'' 

Claude  ran  down  the  stairs,  and  found  that  they  led  to  a  room  below,  that 
seemed  as  if  it  had  once  been  a  library,  from  the  shelves  that  were  all  arou-d  it, 
although  seme  old  mctlS^eaten,  mouldy-looking  books,  lying  huddled  together 
upon  the  floor,  were  aow  the  only  evidences;  of  its  being  devoted"  to  -sueh  a^  pur- 
pose. SlilT,  a&  it  was  upon  th©  ground- floor,  it  offered  some  facilities  te 
leaving  the  hoase,  or  at  all  events,  it  ought  to  do  so. 

"  Come  on,'*'  said  Claude,  aflJer  taking  a  brief  glance  round  the  room.  '*  Come 
on.    We  wiH  get  omfe  ^  this.    Efore  is<  a  door." 

The  door  through  which  he  passed  led  into  a  kind  of  passage,  aad  at  the  end  of 
that  was  another  door  that  had  the  upper  portion  of  it  made  of  glass.  Throu^ 
that  was  th«. open  air;  but  they  found  themselves  in  a  part  of  the  grounds  of  tfee 
house  that  they  were  strange  to.  The  most  unlucky  thing  was^  that  the  moment 
that  door  was  opened,  there  came  a  puff  of  wind  through  it  that  blew  out  the 
candle,  so  that  they  were  in  comparative  darkness,  although  the  night  was  rather 
a  lighter  one  than  ordinary. 

*•  What  in  the  name  of  all  that's  perplexing*  are  we  to  do.  now  J""  said  Dick. 
"It's  like  being  set  down  in  the  moon." 
**  Not  quite  so  bad,"  said  Claude, 

<*  Very  nearly,  though  ;  but  we  must  go  round  the  house  till  we  find  the  stables. 
Oh,  that  we  were  but  mounted  once  again !  That  would  be  the  thing  for  us. 
Then  we  should  laugh  at  all  this." 

*'  The  time  will  come,"  said  Claude.     "Let  us  keep  here  under  the  shadow 
of  the  house.     We  ifiust  get  to  the  stables  soon." 
"Hilloa  !"  said  a  voice. 
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They  all  paused  ;  and  Claude,  as  he  levelled  a  pistol  m  the  direction  whence  the 
voice  came,  said  in  a  low  but  perfectly  clear  voice— 

"  Whoever  you  are,  if  you  clon*t  corae  forward  I  will  fire  at  you.* 

"Don't  do  that,'*  said  the  voice.  "  It's  me,  Sir  Felix's  man.  Don't  you  know 
me,  gentlemen  ?     Lord  bless  you,  don't  shoot  me." 

"  Oh,  it  is  you,  is  it  ?     You  have  got  back  from  London  tolerably  quick.^' 

'*  Yep,  and  1  advise  you  to  leave  this  place  tolerably  quick.  I  kno^v  who  you 
are  now,  and  what  you  are  ;  but  you  came  here  on  a  good  errand,  and  I'm  as 
glad  as  possible  youliave  saved  that  poor  girl,  and  got  the  better  of  the  old  woman. 
Do  you  know  that  there  is  a  party  of  officers  in  the  house  looking  after  you  ?" 

"  We  do." 

"  Very  good.  They  have  k)\d  me  to  take  the  horses  out  of  the  stable,  and  send 
*em  loose  in  the  paddock,  so  that  you  may  not  get  *em  ;  but  I  saddled  them  all 
three,  and  got  'em  nice  and  comfortable  for  you  close  at  hand.  Come  after  me, 
and  I'll  soon  take  you  to  them." 

*'  How  can  we  thank  you  V*  said  Chiude. 

*'0h,  don't  mention  that,  only  come  on,  and  don't  lose  any  time  about  it,  for 
there's  no  knowing  how  soon  they  may  come  down,  and  be  about  our  ears." 

"  Dare  we  trust  this  fellow  ?"  whispered  Jack. 

"  Yes,  implicitly,"  said  Claude.  **  Come  on.  What  money  have  you,  Jack, 
about  you  ?'*  . 

''About  thirty  pounds." 

"Give  it  to  me.  Thank  you.  We  can  supply  ourselves  again^  you  know. 
Now,  my  good  friend,  go  on  towards  the  horses  as  quick  as  you  can,  and  we 
will  follow  you.' 

The  man  went  on  rapidlj%  end  came  in  a  few  moments  to  a  fence  made  of  o^k 
pailings.     There  was  a  door  in  it,  but  no  one  who  had  not  known  of  its  existence, 
could  have  observed  it  in  that  dim  light.     He,  however,  wrenched  it  open  at  once, 
and  said — 

**  This  way — this  way  !     Here  are  the  cattle." 

It  was  all  right,  for  immediately  upon  passing  through  this  little  gate  or  door- 
way, they  found  the  three  horses  ready  for  the  road,  and  fastened  to  a  ring  in  a 
post  that  was  there  for  the  purpose, 

"  Now  I  tell  you  what  it  is,''  said  the  man,  '*  I  don't  want  to  get  into  trouble, 
so  you  will  be  so' good  as  to  knock  me  down,  you  know,  and  pull  this  little  oak 
door  off  its  hinges,  and  then  you  can  mount  and  be  off,  and  all  I  can  say  is,  good 
luck  go  with  you." 

"When  I  knock  you  down,"  said  Claude,  "I  hope  somebody  may  serve  me 
tiie  same  way.  Take  this  as  a  small  testimony  of  our  gratitude  to  you  for  the 
efficient  aid  you  have  give  us  to-night." 

As  he  spoke,  Claude  placed  in  the  aian's  hands  the  thirty  pounds  that  Jack 
had  given  to  him.  Dick  and  Jack  had  already  mounted,  and  Claude  was  in  the 
act  of  doing  so,  when  a  blaze  of  light  flashed  into  the  place,  which  was  a  little 
enclosed  slraw-yard,  and  a  voice  cried — 

"  There  they  are  ! — there  they  r.re  !     Blaze  away  !" 

A  couple  of  pistol-shots  were  fired  at  them,  but  did  no  damage,  for  nothing  like 
an  aim  could  be  taken  at  such  a  time ;  and  Claude  at  once  closed  the  little  oaken 
door. 

**  Stoop  in  your  saddles,"  he  said,  "  stoop  — stoop,  so  as  to  keep  your  heads 
be-ow  the  pailings.'* 

"  That's  impossible,"  said  Dick,  as  he  rapidly  dismounted.  "  Get  down,  Jack, 
or  they  will  pick  you  off'.  The  palling  is  not  near  high  enough  to  stoop  below  it. 
All's  right." 

Bang  !  went  another  shot  just  as  Jack  got  off  his  horse ;  and  then  Claude,  whose 
anger  was  roused,  said— 

"I  am  not  going  to  stand  thus  to  be  shot  at  in  this  place,  by  a  parcel  of  raga- 
muffin's, as  if  one  were  a  carrion.    Is  any  one  hurt  ?" 

"  No— no  I"  they  all  said. 
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**  Very  good.  Then  I  promise  those  fellows  that  at  the  very  next  shot  they 
favour  us  with,  they  shall  have  my  double-barrel  in  return,  and  then  they  will 
find  out  how  they  like  it." 

"  Pepper  the  rascals  !"  cried  a  voice.  **I  daresay  yeu  have  killed  some  of 
them,  my  brave  fellows." 

Clause  found  that  this  voice  came  from  an  open  window  some  distance  off, 
at  which,  in  the  uncertain  light,  he  saw  a  head  just  a  little  way  projecting.  The 
officersthat  were  outside  the  pailinjj  had  a  large  stable  lantern  with  them  ;  and 
now  two  more  shots  were  fired  at  Claude  and  liis  frienda,  that  came  crashing 
thiough  the  oak  palling. 

*•  Pm  hit,"  said  the  servant. 

"  And  my  horse  is,  I  think/*  said  Dick. 

Claude  was  infuriated  at  this;  and  taking  aim  at  the  head  that  projected  from 
the  window  with  one  barrel  of  his  double-barrelled  pistol,  he  fired  at  it.  A  loud 
shriek  testified  to  the  success  of  the  shot,  and  the  head  disappeared.  The  other 
barrel  Claude  discharged  through  the  palling  at  those  who  had  the  lantern. 

"Murder  !"  cried  a  voice,  and  then  all  was  still. 

"  I  wonder  how  they  feel  after  that  ?"  said  Claude.  The  silence  that  ensued 
now  had  quite  an  ominous  kind  of  feeling  with  it ;  and  Clande  endeavoured  all 
h«  could  to  pierce  into  the  darkness,  for  the  purpose  of  observing  what  his  foes 
were  about.     Presently  a  voice  said — 

**  Claude  Duval,  this  is  a  foolish  resistance  to  make  to  yotir  capture.  We  know 
you  well,  and  you  have  got  Dick  Turpia  with  you,  and  some  one  else.  You 
jBust  be  taken,  and  you  will  only  make  your  case  worse  by  resisting.  We  have 
already  sent  off  for  more  assistance.* 

"  So  have  J,"  said  Claude. 

"Come,  come,  don't  be  foolish.  Do  you  know  that  you  have  killed  Mr. 
Smith,  the  officer  V 

**  Really,  you  don*t  say  so  P" 

'*  Let  me  advise  you,  as  a  friend,  to  give  yourself  up,  and  advise  your  two  friends 
to  do^so  likewise ;  for  if  you  don't,  you  von't  live  another  hour,  lor  we  have  made 
up  our  minds  to  have  you,  dead  or  alive." 

*'Come  and  take  me,  then,"  said  Claude. 

After  this,  there  was  evidently  a  rather  uneasy  kind  of  consultation  among  the 
officers  to  know  what  to  do,  and  Claude  said  in  a  low  tone — 

♦*  Did  our  friend  say  that  he  was  hurt  ?     Speak — speak  I" 


^  CHAPTElCcCXXIir. 

THE   ESCAPE    TO    THE   ROAD,    AKD    THE   VIGOROUS    PURSUIT. 

Thise  last  words  of  Claude's  were  addressed  to  the  servaet  who  had  played  so 
kind  a  part  towards  them  ;  but  they  were  answered  rather  cheerfully. 

"  1  am  hurt,  but  it  ain't  much.  It's  only  a  touch  on  the  arm,  that  won't  do 
much  mischief.  Keep  them  in  talk,  Claude  Duval,  and  I  will  get  you  out  of 
this  mess.'* 

"  Can  you  V' 

**  I  can  and  will,  if  you  will  trust  the  cattle  to  me." 

"  1  would  trust  you  with  my  life." 

"Then  you  three  hold^this  place  against  the  officers,  if  you  can,  for  the  next 
five  minutes,  and  I  warrant  to  take  you  comfortably  out  cf  it  by  another  route. 
I  will  pull  down  an  iron  hurdle  here,  and  then  we  can  get  into  the  garden — the 
kitchen  garden,  I  mean." 

"  I  will  help  you,"  said  Jack. 

**  Do ;  for  I  don't  think,  with  my  arm  rather  queer,  that  I  could  get  the  hurdle 
up  alone." 
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Jack  went  with  this  man,  w^ho  now  behaved  in  so  bold  and  generous  a  manner, 
and  between  them  they  went  to  work  capitally.  Claude,  then,  to  cover  what  was 
going  on,  thought  it  would  be  better  to  parley  with  the  officers  a  little,  so  he 
said — 

'*  Of  course,  if  we  were  to  give  jn,  we  could  only  expect  the  very  worst  treat- 
ment from  you." 

"Ob,  no — no — you  are  quite  mistaken,"  was  the  reply,  "We  will  say  as 
little  as  possible  of  the  resistance  you  have  made,- '   ^. 

•«  But  this  Mr.  Smith's  death  ?'*  ''"^'  ^'^'^ 

*'  Oh,  we  Will  pretend  that  it  was  rather  accidental  than"  otherwise.  Only  give 
yourselves  up,  and  you  may  depend  upon  the  best  of  treatment  from  us.  \Ve 
are  not  at  all  vindictive;  but  you  kno^  as  well  as  we  dp,  that  w«  luust  do 
thisdutv." 

•*  Yes,  I  am  aware'of  that." 

"  And  you  should  think,  too,  what  a  poor  chance  you  three  have  against  eight 
of  us.  who  are  quite  resolved  in  the  matter,  and  must  have  you,  dead  or  alive, 
somehow.  Besides,  we  have  sent  for  more  help  ;  so  you  had  better  give  in  while 
you  have  a  whole  fkin,  than  when  you  have  a  broken  one.  Come,  come,  be  wise, 
and  give  in.''  ="      ;     '['i\.ii  ,  V  ,.  --      .  ; 

"  Well,  I  will  consult  i&/  trends  for  a  few  moments.  As  regaird^  myself,  I 
am  always  favourable  to^doing  the  best  I  can,""  ^     ;,,".,  ' 

By  this  time,  the  man-servant  of  Sir  Felix  ha3  taken  away  the  three  horses 
and  now  he  came  close  to  Claucle,  and  whispered  in  liis  ear— 

''Follow  me  quietly.     They  are  all  right.?*  ..,,'.,.    /-.,>/... 

Upon  turning  suddenly  round,  Claude  sawrfhat  both  Jack  and  Dick  were 
gone,  and  at  the  moment  a  rather  uncomfortable;  feeling  of  loneliness  cajie  over 
him. 

"Are  they  safe  ?"  he  said,  ,-,.,       .,       .-< 

"  Oh,  quite,  quite;  follow  me."  Sr^-xV*  al 

"I  will  do  so."  ..*<?3,xit*as 

Claude  followed  the  man.  It  wa?,  perhaps,  rather  a  risk  to  run,  to  put  go 
much  faith  in  one  who  was  merely  an  utter  strang:r ;  but  then,  no  oi  e  was  more 
in  the  habit^of  trusting  to  others  than  was  Claude  Puval  ;  and  he  had  found, 
by  long  experience,  that  it  was  the  very  best  way  of  procuring  their  best 
servicei:. 

The'man  led  him  through  the  gap  that  he  had  made  in  the  iron-hurdle  fence, 
and  then,  by  the  tread,  Claude  felt  that  he  was  upon  garden  ground,  for  his  feet 
sunk  in  at  every  step  up  to  the  ankles,  and  he  said — 

**  Have  we  far  to  go  V' 

"No.     Thjs  way — this  way." 

Claude  went  on,  and  in  a  few  moments  be  heard  the  voice  of  Dick 
saying — 

"  Is  that  yon,  Clauds  V* 

"  Yes— yes.'' 

"I  was  ufraid  the  Philistines  had  got  you,  and  so  was  Jack.  I  have  had  the 
greatest  difficulty  in  keeping  him  quiet.  Here  we  are,  all  among  the  cabbages 
in  the  gaiden,  mounted,  and  Jack  has  got  your  horse  by  the  bridle.  I  do 
think  we  shall  give  our  friends  on  the  other  side  of  the  pailings  the  go-bye 
yet." 

"  I'm  sure  we  shall,''  said  Claude. 

"  Thank  God  I  hear  you  speak  again  !"  S£id  Jack. 

'*  Ah,  Jack,"  said  Claude,  '*  you  are  always  expecting  the  worst  to  come  to  us  ; 
but  I  have  great  faith  in  my  good  luck.  Now,  which  way. ate  we  to  5:0,  and 
what   are  we  to  dol" 

"  Let  me  lead  your  horses  clear  of  the  garden,"  said  the  man,  '  and  then  you 
may  all  three  go  off  at  a  gallop,  if  you  like,  as  soon  as  possible  ;  for  it  will  be  in 
the  main  road  that  I  shall  lead  you'to,  and  all  the  mischief  will  be  a  little  knock- 
ing about  of  the  vegetables,  which  won*t  ranch  matter." 
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As  bespoke,  this*  man — without  whose  aid  the  escape  of  Duval  and  his  friends 

from  that  place  would  have  been  a  very  dangerous  and  critical  affair — took  hold 

of  the  bridle  of  Claude's  horse,  and  led  the  creature  over  som:;  uf  the  beds  in  the 

'  garden,  totally   heedless  of  the  crushing  and    displacing  effec's  the  horse's   hoofs 

'  upon    the  various  vegetables    that  were  growing  thtre.     This  kind    of  progress 

lasted  about  five  minutes,  and  then  they  came  to  another  oak  palling. 
I       "Wait  a  moment,"  said  the  guide.     'There  is   a  door  here  that  I  will  open 

for  you  directly." 
f      He  did  so,  and  then  Claude,  s.s  he  passed  out  of  the  garcen,  found,  by  the  firm, 
hard  tread  of  the  horse,  that  he  was  on  the  high  road.    A  feeling  of  intense  satis- 
faction came  across  him  upon  being  assured  of  this  fact,  and  he  said — 
i       *'  All's  right  at  last.     Let  me  but  be  mounted,  and  upon  the  ror.d,  find  I 
look  upon  whatever  may  happen  as  only  in  the  regular  course  of  events.     Come 
on,  Dick  and  Jack." 
I      They  both  emerged  from  the  garden,  and  then  Claude  turned  to  the  man,  and 

said— 
I       *'' I  hope,  my  friend,  that  we  shall   meet  again.     Let  me  have  the  pleasure  of 
shaking  hands  with  you." 

"  Excuse  me  offering  you  the  left  one,  then,  for  the  right  doii't  feel  very  com- 
fortable just  now." 

*'  Ah,  it  is  in  that  you  were  wounded  i" 

*'It  is  ;  but  I  have  stopped  ;he  bleeding,  I  think,  with  my  handkerchief,  so  it 
won't  do  me  much  harm." 

"  I  sincerely  hope  not.     Good-by." 

*'  Good  by  to  you  all.  Don't  wait.  Ail's  right,  you  may  depend,  in  the  house  ; 
so  be  off  at  ones." 

Claude  gave  the  reins  to  his  steed,  and  off  he  went,  closely  followed  by  Jack 
and  Dick  j  but  they  iiad  not  gone  far  when  ihey  hecame  quite  conscious  that 
some  one  well  mounted  was  pursu'ng  them,  or  if  not  pursuing,  was  coming 
sharply  upon  the  same  road. 

"  Do  you  hear  that,  Claude  ?"  said  Dick. 

**  I  do.     Let  us  listen.    Just  drrav  up  half  a  momet." 

They  did  so,  and  then  Jack  cried — 

"  'ri;ere  are  two." 

"Yes,"  said  Claude,  "I  hear  the  tread  of  two  horses.  I  don't  'ike  a  race.  I 
propose  that  we  draw  up  to  the  road-side  and  listen.  We  will  wait  for  the 
comers,  be  they  whom  they  may  ;  but  don't  do  anything  hastily,  whatever  ycu 
do — I  mean  as  regards  tte  use  of  your  pistols,  Dick.  We  have  had  fighting 
enough,  I  think,  for  a  day,  or  mther  night,  already." 

"Quite  enough." 

The  two  hors^es  came  rapidly  up,  and  although  our  friends  were  qu'te  in  the 
sbadowof  some  trees,  yet,  as  we  have  said,  it  was  rather  a  light  night,  so  that 
thope  who  were  riding  upon  the  road  could  hardly  miss  seeing  them,  if  they 
were  looking  about  at  all. 

*'Hilloa!  who  is  there?"  cried  a  voice. 

"  A  friend,'*  said  Claude,  *'  if  you  like  to  think  so,  and  pass  on  ;  but  a  foe  if 
you  like  (o  make  him  one." 

**  Ah,  I  know  that  voice  surely." 

"And  I,"said  seme  one  in  female  tones;  "it  is  our  gallant  friend,  Claude 
Duval,  I  feel  assured." 

Upon  this,  Claude  and  his  friends  emerged  from  the  shadow,  and  they  saw 
that  the  mounted  persons  were  none  ether  than  the  young  officer  and  his  lady 
love. 

"  I  am  quite  pleased,'  said  the  officer,  "  to  find  you  safe  upon  the  road.  I  was, 
indeed,  afraid  that  your  enemies  would  prove  too  many  for  you.  1  trust  that 
you  are  not  hurt  at  all  V 

• .  **  No,  we  are  pretty  well ;  but,  you  see,  we  have  left  our  foes  the  field  all  to 
themselves,  preferring  a  prudent  retreat.    Are  you  for  London  ?" 
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•*  Ye? ;  and  if  you  are  for  that  road,  pray  ride  with  us.  Sir  Felix,  after  you 
Were  gone,  tried  to  fight  it  out  with  me,  and  I  am  afraid  he  has  done  himself  no 
good  by  the  attempt.  I  have  had  some  trouble,  too,  with  Mrs.  White,  who 
would  interfere.  But  here  we  are  at  last,  safe  and  sound,  a»d  I  don't  think 
they  will  find  it  very  ea<«y  now  to  get  their  loved  one  away  from  me  again." 

**  I  don't  think  they  will.  Rut  pray  ride  on,  sir,  and  take  with  you  our  good 
wishes.  You  will  not  find  that  our  company  upon  the  road  will  redound  much 
to  your  credit." 

"But  I  am,  I  hope,  far  above  paltry  feelings  of  that  sort.  You  and  your 
friends  have  done  sne  a  great  service,  and  I  will  not  fail  to  acknowledge  it  in  all 
places,  and  under  all  circumstances,  that  may  require.  So  ride  on  with  us  i 
begof  you,  without  further  scruple,  or  "We  shall  take  it  amiss  if  you  don't."       '     j 

"Oh  !  listen,  listen,"  said  the  young  girl,  **  I  hear  some  people  coming;  do  you 
not? — L'sten  now  !    the  regular  tread  of  horses'  feet  comes  plainly  on  my  ears." 

"  And   upon  mine,    too,"  said   her    lover.     *'I  am   rather  surprised,  but    it 
strikes  me  I  can  hear  the  clank  of  military  accoutrements  too ;  how  can  that  be  ! 
though  ?  There  is  no  barr  .cks  or  military  station  nearer  than  Hounslow,  I  think."  , 

*'  Thaw  is  not  very  far  off,"  said  Claude;  "  we  have  even  reason  to  believe  that 
the  officers  who  thought  fit  to  beleaguer  us  at  the  lodge,  finding  we  made  a  stouter  ' 
resistance  than  they  anticipated,  sent  for   some  help,  and  it  is  likely  enough  that  I 
it  has  been  to  Hounslow  Barracks."  I 

*•  If  so,  then,"  said  the  officer,  ''  this  party  that  is  approaching  is  a  sergeant's 
guard  of  cavalry,  that  the  commanding  officer  at  flounslo^v  has  thought  proper 
to  send- in  aid  of  the  civil  power."  j 

*'  There's  very  little  doubt  of  it,"  said  Dick.       ^  I 

The  young  oAicer  mused  for  a  moment  or  two,  and  then  he  said, — 

**  Keep  by  me  ;  you  have  done  me  a  great  service.     Without  her  who  is  now  ! 
with  me,  and  from  whom  I  will  not  part  while  life   remains  to  me,  I  should 
have  passed  but  a  miserable  existence.    I  will  now  eadeaveur  to  repay  some  small 
portion  of  the  rebt  of  gratitude  that  I  owe  vou.'* 

"  What  would  you  do  ?" 

**r  would,  and  I  will  save  you  from  a  contest  with  these  soldiers,  if  they  are^ 
bound  for  the  lodge.  Trot  gently  on,  and  be  under  no  sort  of  apprehension  :  l'^ 
can  and  will  do  it."  I 

"We  should  be  sorry,"  said  Claude,  "if  you  did  jyourself  any'  personal  ! 
injury  by  interfering  in  our  behalf.  We  have  a  thousand  chances  of  escape.  ' 
Ride  on,  sir,  and  leave  us  to  our  own  resources.''  j 

"  Oh,  no,  no  !"  cried  the  youn^:  lady,  *'  that  must  not  aud  shall  not  be  done. 
You  shall  be  protected.     I  wish  it  with  all  my  heart."  j 

*'  And  your  wish  is  a  law,  my  darling,"  said  the  young  officer;   *'so  I  am  sure 
our  friends  will  not  say  another  word  about  it,  but  permit  me  to  act  as  I  wish,  'f 
and  as  you  wish,  in  the  little  affair.'* 

*'  It  would  be  abiurd  and  ungrateful  of  me,'*  said  Claude,  "  further  to  refuse 
80  grea'  a  kindness." 

"  Hush — they  come  !'* 

Clatering  on  in  the  mifldle  of  the  road,  came  five  mounted  di-agoons,  and  a  ' 
sergeant.  A  very  few  moments  would  have  brought  them  close  to  Claude  and  ' 
his  friends.  By  the  side  of  the  sergeant  rode  a  man  in  plain  costume.  This  ' 
was  no  doubt  the  officer  who  had  been  sent  by  his  comrades  lo  request  the  aid  of 
the  commanding  officer  at  Hounslow.  The  young  cornet  rode  up  to  the  troop,  and 
in  a  loud  clear  voice  cried — 

"Hat!" 

The  solJiers  drew  up  in  a  moment. 

*'  Sergeant,  what  is  this  party  about  V  said  the  officer,  **I  think  you  belong 
to  my  regiment,  do  you  not  ?" 

The  sergeant  at  cnce  saluted  the  young  officer,  and  riding  up  to  him,  he  looked 
at  him  as  well  he  could  in  the  dim  light,  and  saw  quite  enough  of  him  to  convince 
him- elf  that  he  wa.5  one  of  his  officers. 
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CHAPTER  CCXXIV. 

THE    THREE    FRIENDS    FAIRLY    ON    THE    ROAD    AGAIN. 

Upon  the  discovery  that  this  was  an  oiEcer  in  his  own  regiment,  the  sergeant 
at  onee  gave  up  all  authority  in  the  matter,  and  was  ready  to  act  upon  any  orders 
he  might  name. 

"  I  have  no  wish  to  interfere  with  the  duty  you  are  upon,"  said  the  officer. 
*'  Go  on  at  once,  sergeant." 

The  sergeant  saluted  the  officer,  and  then  gave  the  word  to  the  guard  to  pass 
on.  The  officer  looked  as  as  though  he  were  rather  mystified  at  what  was  going 
on,  and  pointing  to  Claude  and  his  companions,  it  was  evident  that  he  said  some- 
thing to  the  sergeant  concerning  them ;  but  the  latter  only  shook  his  head,  and 
went  clattering  on. 

"  We  are  indebted  to  you,  sir,"  said  Claude,  *'  for  our  escape  from  this  danger. 
It  was  a  serious  one." 

'*  How  much  more  am  I  indebted  to  you  !" 

"  Well,  if  you  think  that,  we  are  even,  so  be  it ;  but  we  must  positively  not 
embarrass  you  any  longer  by  our  presence.  I  can  easily  comprehend  the  kind  and 
horourable  feeling  you  have  towards  us,  but  it  would  be  very  base  upon  our 
parts  to  take  further  advantage  of  it,  to  your,  perhaps,  great  prejudice.  We  will 
now  bid  you  adieu." 

"  If  you  will,  at  this  juncture,  bid  us  good-by,"  said  the  officer,  "  I  cannot 
say  anything  that  ought  to  stay  you  ;  but  you  now  know  my  name,  and  you  know 
my  regiment,  so  that  you  can  have  no  difficulty  in  finding  me  ;  and  let  me  hope 
that  you  will  not  scruple  to  do  so,  if  I  can  be  of  any  service  lo  you." 

'•I  will  remember  that.     Farewell  !'* 

Both  Dick  and  Jack  cried  **  Farewell !"  and  then,  without  waiting  for  another 
word  from  the  young  officer,  they  all  three  dashed  down  a  lane  that  was  close  at 
hand. 

The  entrance  to  that  little  lane — it  was  so  very  dark — looked  like  the  entrance 
to  some  cavern. 

'*  Well,"  said  Dick,  *'we  are  well  out  of  that  affair,  at  all  events;  and  there 
is  one  great  satisfaction  connected  with  it,  that  we  did  iiot  go  into  the  adventiu:e 
for  any  mercenary  motives.'* 

'Certainly  we  did  not,"  said  Jack;  '^  but  I  should  like  very  well  to  know 
where  this  lane  leads  to.  Can  you  enlighten  us  at  all  upon  that  rather  interesting 
subject,  Claude  V 

"  Not  I.'* 

"Humph  !     Then,  perhaps,  the  sooner  we  get  out  of  it  the  better." 

"  Every  lane,  Jack,  has  an  end  of  some  sort,  and  no  doubt  tl  is  one  is  no  ex- 
ception to  the  rule.  I  was  particularly  anxious  to  get  out  of  the  high  road,  for  I 
could  not  help  feeling  that  we  were  a  very  serious  encumbrance  to  that  young 
officer,  although  his  gentlemanly  and  grateful  feelings  prevented  him  from  saying 
as  much;  sol  really  took  the  turning  just  because  it  presented  itself,  without 
having  the  smallest  idea  of  where  it  lead  to.'' 

*<  What's  that  ?"  said  Dick,  suddenly. 

**  What's  what  ?" 

"Ob,  it's  a  light  a  little  way  on  in  advance,  I  see.  It  is  having  quite  a  fight 
with  the  coming  daylight,  to  make  itself  visible.  It  seems  to  proceed  from  some 
cottage  window,  don't  you  think,  Claude  ?     Just  take  a  good  lock  at  it." 

Claude  paused,  and  Jihadbg  his  eyes  with  his  hands,  he  gazed  earnestly  in  the 
direction  of  the  light,  and  then  he  said — 

"  It  is  the  reflection  of  a  fire-light,  I  think,  darting  out  into  the  air,  through 
a  little  latticed  window.  At  all  events,  it  shows  that  somebody  is  up  and  skirring 
from  whom  we  can  ascertain  where  we  are." 

"  Push  on,  then,"  said  Dick. 

In  about  five  minutes  tlvpy  came  to  a  pretty-looking  cottage;  but  whether  ij 
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-was 


„».  the  lodge  entrance  to  some  estate,  or  a  cottage  of  itself,  merely  built  in  the 
lane,  they  could  not  decide.     Claude,  however,  raised  his  voice,  crying  out— 

"  Hilloa  !— hilloa  !     Anybody  at  home?" 

An  old  wono'in  appeared  at  the  doar  of  the  little  dwelling,  and,  to  the  surprise 
"Of  Claude,  she  said— 


THL   SCUFFLE  WITH   THE  CROWD  IN   THE   VILLAGE   OF   EALING. 

*'  A,  B,  C.     One,  two,  three,  and  take  it  out  of  that." 

The   three  friends  looked    at  each  other,  and  then  they  looked  at    the  old 
^oman,  after  which  Claude  said — 

j     *' Perhaps  it's  r-\thcr  an  ungracious   question  to  ask  you,  old  lady;  but,  are 
•you  mad,  or  have  you  had  a  little  drop  too  much  very  early  tV.is  morning  ?" 


No.  119. 
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The  old  woman  immediately  retired  into  the  cottage,f  and  closed  the  door  with- 
a  bang,  without   deigning  to  say  another  word  to  Claude  and  his  companions. 

"  This  is  rather  funny,"  said  Dick.  **  What  do  you  make  of  it,  Claude  ?  What 
does  it  mean  V* 

*' I  don't  know— I  suppose  she  is  cracked.*' 
'    *'  Possibly,"  said  Jack,  rather  drily. 

"At  all  events,  I  will  have  her  out  again,"  said  Duval,  as  he  leant  from  his 
saddle,  and  began  banging  at  the  door  with  the  handle  of  his  riding  whip. — 
"  Hillca,  old  dame  !  Hilloa  !  your  society  is  so  delightful,  that  we  want  a  little 
more  of  it— Hilloa!     House — house!     Come  out — come  out !" 

Rap,  rap,  rap,  went  the  heavy  handle  of  the  riding  whip,  and  then  the  window- 
was  opened  suddenly,  and  a  jug  of  water  was  da?hed  out,  which  missed  Claude, 
and  fell  right  over  Jack, 

"  Take  that,'*  said  ihe  old  hag,  "^and  [perhaps  you  will  get  a  little  worse,  if 
you  don't  be  jogging  while  you  may.'* 

*<  Come,  come,  old  lady,'*  said  Claude,  "you  have  got  hold  of  the  wrong  cus- 
tomers to  try  any  threats  upon.  We  have  made  up  our  minds  to  ask  you  a  civil 
question,  and  we  will  not  only  ask  if,  but  we  will  have  an  answer  to  it  likewise,  or 
we  will  have  your  cottage  dowm  about  your  ears." 

"  Confound  the  old  hag,"  said  Jack,  "  the  has  drenched  me." 
f  What's  your  question,  idiot?"  cried  the  old  woman. 

"Ah!  now  you  are  talking  to  yourself,  eld  girl.  Why,  I  suppose,  you  were 
with  Noah  in  the  aik,  you  are  so^old  and  hag-like,  or  are  you  one  of  the  original 
witches  in  Macbeth?"        |^4 

*.'  I  only  wish  I  had  a  gur,  I'd  soon  let  you  know  what  I  am,  and  what  I 
^as,  too." 

**  Oh,  you  can  threaten,  can  you  ?  Well,  as  you  are  such  a  nice  [comfortable 
old  girl,  we  will  dismount  and  step  inside  the  little  cottage  for  a  while.  I  want  a 
rest." 

"  You  shall  not — you  dare  not  V* 

"  Oh,  but  we  will;  and  as  for  daring,  we  are  rather  used  to  that,  as  you  will 
sse.  Come,  comrades,  let  us  bestow  a  little  of  our  company  upon  this  sour  crab 
of  an  old  woman.  It  will  be  quite  a  piece  of  christian  charity  to  do  so,  I  feel 
assured,*'^ 

*' You  wretches,  what  do  you  want  here  ?  Do  you  fancy  I  keep  open  house  for 
such  vagabonds?      T  do  believe  you  are  highwaymen." 

"You  don't  say  so  V  cried  Claude,  as  he  dismounted,  and  fastened  his  horse's 
bridle  to  the  branch  of  a  walnut  tree  that  grew  close  to  the  hedge-row.  "  Why, 
you  must  be  quite  a  witch,  old  lady.  Now,  to  my  mind,  there  is  nothing  in 
nature  half  so  well  worth  the  studying  as  a  real  good  old-fashioned,  vicious, 
carping,  snarling,  old  woman." 

As  Claude  advanced,  the  old  hag  retreated  into  the  cottage,  and  with  a  pas- 
sionate vehemence,  which  showed  how  ill-regulated  the  disposition  of  that  aged 
female  must  have  always  been,  she  commenced  throwing  at  Claude  and  his 
friends  everything  she  could  lay  hands  upon  in  the  cottage,  quite  heedless  of 
whether  they  were  articles  that  would  break  oi  not, 

"  Oh,"  said  Claude,  **  that's  it,  is  it  ?  You  want  to  get  the  crockery  all  outside 
do  you  ?  All's  right.  Let's  help  her,  my  friends.^^We  ought  always,  you  know, 
to  lend  a  helping  hand  to  the  aged.'*  { 

Jack,  who  had  already  had  a  taste  of  the  old  wcman's  passion,  in  the  shape  of 
the  jug  of  cold  water  that  had  been  thrown  over  hinn,  had  no  objection  to  revenge 
himself  a  little,  and  Dick  entered  into  the  affair  for  the  fun  of  the  thing.  They  all 
three  set  to  work,  and  in  about  five  minutes  they  had  cleared  the  cottage,  and  the 
lawn  was  strewed  with  the  fragments  of  crockery  of  all  descriptions,  and  broken 
articles  of  furniture.  The  last  things  that  Claude  threw  out  was  a  large  earthen- 
ware pitcher,  and  that  he  sent  slap  though  the  latticed  window. 

Saucepans,  pots,  kettles,  a  warming-pan,  all  followed,  and  at  the  last,  the  old 
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'-woman  got  desperate,  and  feeling  herself  fairly^eonquered,  she  sat  down  on  the 

■floor,  and  shrieked  v>ith  passion. 

I     "  Now/'  said  Claude,  very  gently,  **  you  will,   perhaps,  answer  me  the  quiet 

civil  question  I  wi&hed  to  ask  you  at  first  ?" 

!     *'  Oh,  you  odious  wretches  !" 

*'  Where  does  this  lane  lead  to  ?"  • 

*'  I'll  have  you  all  hanged,  I  will !" 

*•'  Where  does  this  lane  lead  to  ?" 

"  I  won't  tell  you  !" 

"You  won't!    Very  good.    I  didn't  see  those  few  little  glazed  prints  on  the 
vail.     Out  with  'em,  Jack.'' 

"  There  they  go."  ''^   ^-^ 

The  old  woman  sprang  to  her  feet,  and  catching  up  the  fender,  she  began  to  lay 
about  her  with  it  with  savage  fury.  Claude  got  out  of  [the  way  as  best  be  could, 
^nd  then,  watching  his  opportunity  when  she  was  near  to  the  window,  he  tilted 
her  out  of  it,  fender  and  all,  on  to  a  little  flower  border  that  was  undem^th  it. 
Then,  resting  his  arms  on  the  sill,  he  said — 

"  Now,  old  lady,  where  does  this  lane  lead  to?" 

She  scrambled  up  again,  and  seizing  a  garden  rake,  she  began  to  poke  it  in  at 
the  window,  with  the  hope  of  doing  them  some  injury,  but  Claude  quickly  disarmed 
her  of  it,  and  then  said,  quite  gently,  and  in  a  soft,  gentle  tone  of  voice — 

**  Old  lady,  where  does  this  lane  lead  to  ?" 

"  Why,  what's  all  this  ?"  cried  Dick,  suddenly. 

'•  All  what  ?"  said  Jack. 

Claude  glanced  round,  and  he  saw  that  Dick  had  opened  a  cupboard  in  the 
wall,  from  which  had  tumbled  out  to  the  floor  of  the  cottage  a  quantity  of  costly 
•dresses  for  females.  There  were  shawls,  mantles,  slippers,  flowers  for  the  hair, 
hracelets,  girdles,  and,  in  fact,  every  description  of  wearing  apparel ;  and  among 
I  the  lot,  a  quantity  that  seemed  to  have  belonged  to  mere  girls. 
I.  At  the  sight  of  this  discovery,  the  old  woman  uttered  a  cry  of  dismay,  and  fell 
flat  upon  her  face. 

"  What  is  the  meaning  of  it  all  ?"  said  Claude  ;  **  is  the  old  devil  a  fence, 
after  all?" 

i  "  No  ;  surely  not,"  said  Dick  ;  "  she  would  get  no  business  out  here,  and,  be- 
sides, this  is  not  the  sort  of  property.  This  looks  as  if  all  the  young  girls  in  the 
parish  had  been  robbed  of  something.  It's  quite  past  my  comp'-ehension  alto- 
gether." 

*'And  mine,"  said  Jack. 

'•  And,  I  am  afraid,'  said  Claude,  "  I  must  say  mine.  However,  this  discovery 
seems  to  have  quieted  her  down  a  bit,  at  all  events.  She  has  fainted,  I  do  think. 
Let's  pick  her  up  and  bring  her  in  ;  at  all  events,  she  has  made  a  grand  fight  of  it^ 
and  considering  that  she  must  have  known  that  there  was  not  a  very  good  chance 
for  her  against  three  men,  she  carried  on  the  war  pretty  well." 
I  "  It  was  all  temper,"  said  Jack.  *'  But  I  could  have  forgiven  her  everything 
but  the  cold  water  business." 

**  Ah,  Jack!  that  seems  to  have  thrown  cold  water  upon  your  feelings  in  the 
matter.  Bring  her  in,  Dick,  for  let  her  be  what  she  may,  in  temper  or  in  conduct, 
the  is  yet  a  woman,  and  as  such,  entitled  to  some  care  from  us."  I 

I     *'  Agreed,"  said  Dick  ;  *'  and  all  she  has  done  is  her  own  violence.    We  have 
been  careful  not  to  touch  her,  I  am  sure,  the  stupid  old  pump  !     How  the  deuce 
she  became  possessed  of  all  these  clothes  is  a  mystery  to  me.   They  are  far  beyond 
|-anything  one  might  expect  to  find  here."  I 

I  Dick,  however,  picked  the  old  woman  up  and  brought  her  into  the  now  dilapi- 
dated cottage.  They  placed  her  as  comfortably  as  circumstances  would  admit 
upon  the  little  'miserable  truckle-bed,  which  was  about  the  only  article  that  had 
not  been  thrown  out  into  the  lane  ;  and  then  Dick  dashed  some  water  upon  her 
I  face,  and  she  slowly  opened  her  eyes. 
j     "  Hilloa,"  he  said,  '*  are  you  better  V* 
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"Yef.     Oh,  Cod,  yes  !'' 

*•■  Do  you  know  where  you  are  ?''  said  Claude.       ~^:.M 
'*  Yes— yes,  I  do  now." 
"  Then  where  does  this  lane  lead  to  ?" 

Neither  Dick  nor  Jack  could  restrain  their  laughter  at  the  pertinacity  with 
which  Claude  stuck  to  his,  question  j  and  the  woman,  after  looking  at  hira  for  a. 
moment  oi  two  in  silence,  cald, 
*'  To  Wooksom." 

**  Oh,  I  know  that,"  said  Dick.  *'  It  is  a  little  village  of  not  much  more  than 
a  dozen  houses.* 

I  **  Very  good,"  said  Claude.  "  Now  that  she  has  answered  me,  I  am  quite  con- 
tent; but  if  I  had  worried  her  for  the  next  hour  or  two  I  would  have  made  her 
tell  me.  I  shall  be  off  now,  for  to  tell  the  truth,  we  have  wasted  too  much  time 
here  already." 

j     '•  Shall  we  ask  her  abont  the  cupboard  full  of  clothing  ?' '  said  Dick  in  a  whisper 
to  Jack. 
I     "  Ah,  do." 

I  **  I  say,  old  girl,  how  came  you  by  all  these  things  that  seem  to  belong  to  young 
I  ladies'  wardrobes,  eh?  We  are  rather  cuiiousto  know  ;  and  if  it  is  a  secret,  we 
'won't  let  it  go  any  further." 

I  **  Mercy!  Mercy!'  said  the  old  wonr  an,  *' I  suffer  enough.  Oh,  do  not  drag 
me  to  a  prison.  Oh,  have  mercy  upon  me  !  If  you  are,  as  I  suppose  you  are, 
the  officers  of  justice,  spare  me  or  kill  me.  But  I  cannot  tell  :  I  am  bound  by 
such  solemn  oaths,  that  it  would  be  perdition  to  break  them.  Oh,  no — no,  I  can> 
I  die,  but  I  will  tell  nothing."  I 

I  "Oh,  she  is  mad— quite  mad,"  said  Claude.  **Let  us  come  away.  If  she 
!  were  to  tell  us  any  long  story,  I  should  not  believe  it.  Come  along,  my  friends ;: 
jthe  best  thing  we  can  do  is  to  leave  her  to  herself."  I 

I  "  Hark  V  said  Dick.  *'  A  horseman  is  coming  at  full  speed  down  the  lane» 
Do  you  not  hear  it  V*  i 

I  **  I  do,"  cried  Claude,  as  he  rushed  into  the  lane  just  as  a  horseman  drew  up- 
at  the  door  of  the  cottage. 

'*  Well  met,"  he  cried  ;  and  then  Duval  saw  that  it  was  the  young  officer  to 
whom  he  had  done  such  good  service.  He  handed  to  Claude  a  small  foldei 
paper.  j 

I  *'  Take  this,"  he  said  ;  "it  is  from  her  whom  you  rescued  from  a  fate  worse 
than  death,  and  I  have  to  tell  you  that  the  whole  country-side  is  now  up  in  arms 
; against  you.  If  you  follow  the  directions  contained  in  the  paper  you  now  have, 
[you  will  find  a  secure  asylum  for  a  little  time.  Adieu  ;  I  must  be  off  again."  j 
j  WithoBt,  then,  waiting  for  a  word  of  thanks,  the  young  officer  put  his  horse  to 
a  gallcp,  and  went  towards  the  high-road  again. 


CHAPTER  CCXXV.  i 

THE    MYSTERY    OF    THE    COTTAGE    REMAINS    A    MYSTERY    FOR    THE    PRESENT;; 

'*  To  horse  !''  cried  Claude.  *'  I  think  that  the  sooner  we  get  away  from  here, 
the  better.  There  is  much  danger  now  in  this  neighbourhood,  and  the  daylight; 
has  all  but  fairly  come."  | 

When  he  was  meuuted,  Duval  looked  at  the  folded  paper,  and  found  upon  it,, 
written  with  pencil  in  evident  haste,  the  following  words  :— 

*•  To  my  friend,  C.  D. 

♦•  I  have  abundant  reason  to  know  that  you  are  environed  by  danger, 
land  that  more  than  ordinary  means  will  be  used  for  the  purpose  of  capturing  your- 
'self  and  friends.  My  mother  and  Sir  Felix  will  use  every  means  tor  the  purpose 
'o  destroying  you.  X,  therefire,  beg  that  you  will  take  special  warning,  and  do  as 
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I  ask  you.     Go  to  Guildford,  and  when  you  get  there,  inquire  at  the  theatre  for 
Mr.  Clare.     He  is  my  brother,  and  for  my  sake  will  do  anything  he  can  for  you. 
You  may  be  quite  certain,  at  all  events,  of  getting  wiih  him  an  asylum  that  will 
provide  you  against  any  immediate  evil  consequences.     I  need  not  subscribe  my- 
self anything  but  one  who  feels  how  much  ycu  have  befriended  her," 
Claude  read  this  note  to  his  friends,  and  then  added, — 
"  What  do  you  both  advise  upon  this  ?     Shall  we  obey  its  counsel  1" 
'*!  would,"  said  Jack;  "«he  cannot  ft  r  one  moment  mean  otherwise  than  for 
our  good ;  and  the  young  officer  would  assuredly  not  have  ridden  back  to  bring  you 
I  that  message,  Claude,  if  he  had  not  felt  well  assured  of  the  emergency  of  the 
case." 

*'That  I  believe.    What  do  you  think  of  it,  Jack  ?• 
•*  I  vote  for  Guildford." 

"  Very  well :  I  own  that  my  own  inclination  likewise  points  that  way.  Be  it 
60.  This  Mr.  Clare  may  assist  us  for  his  sister's  sake.  At  all  events,  if  we  go 
among  the  players,  it  will  be  a  new  phase  in^our  existence,  and  promises  a  little 
change  to  us.  The  only  question  is  how  to  get  there,  for  I  must  confess  that  I 
don't  know  the  way.*'  j 

"Nor I,"  said  Dick.  I 

**  But  I  do,"  said  Jack  ;  '*  after  the  name  of  the  little  village,  which  the  old 
woman  mentioned,  I  know  pretty  well  where  we  are;  and  I  think  if  you  both 
follow  me,  I  can  lead  you  to  Guildford."  j 

*'  Lead  en,  Jack,  then,"  said  Claude,  **  although  I  do  think  it  is  a  pify  to  leave 
this  place  without  ascertaining  all  about  the  mystery  of  that  old  woman  in  the 
cottage,  for  that  there  is  some  great  mystery  connec'ed  with  her  I  feel  assured."  1 
•*  Not  a  doubt  of  it ;"  said  Dick,  "  but  if  I  mistake  not,  it  is  one  of  those  mys- 
teries that  will  keep  ;  and  I  shall  be  the  first  to  propose  a  return  to  her  cottage 
[when  this  hot  pursuit  of  ours  is  over,  even  if  we  should  be  at  the  trouble  of 
throwing  all  her  crockery  into  the  Une  again.''  i 

I      '•  Or  of  buying  her  a  new  lot,"  said   Claude.     <*  We  will  follow  you.  Jack,  if 
you  please."  j 

I  The  old  woman  had  recovered  from  her  swoon,  but  she  did  not  stir  off  the  bed 
'upon  which  ihey  had  laid  her,  so  that  they  had  no  iat«rruption  from  her,  but  off 
they  went  at  a  good  pace  down  the  lane  in  the  direction  of  the  little  village  that 
she  had  mentioned  in  answer  to  Duval's  inquiries,  which  he  had  persisted  in 
under  such  extraordinary  circumstances.  j 

I  At  the  pace  they  went,  they  were  very  soon  quite  clear  of  the  lane,  and  then, 
upon  turning  an  angle,  formed  by  a  splendid  group  of  chestnut  ttees,  they  came  at 
once  upon  the  little  village  which  had  been  mentioned.  From  that  poin*,  there 
was  a  capital  view  over  ihe  surrounding  country  for  a  very  considerable  distance. 
j  "There's  our  road,"  said  Jack,  pointing  in  the  direction  of  a  clump  of  trees 
ihat  stood  by  the  edge  of  a  winding  road  that  the  morning  sun  was  just  faintly 
shining  upon.  j 

I     "  All's  right,  then,"  said  Claude.     "  We  can  push  on.     How  far  is  it.  Jack, 
do  you  think,  to  Guildford  r"  j 

j     *♦  About  eight  miles,"  said  Jack     *'  But  hold  my  horse,  Claude,  and  I  will  $ei 
upon  yonder  bank  and  take  a  long  look  round  the  country.  I  think  if  there  are  any 
persons  in  sight,  one   will  see  them  for  some  miles  off  in  the  clear  morning  air, 
from  such  a  height  as  yonder  is.     It  will  be  as  well  to  know." 
j     Claude  aceordingly  held  Jack's  horse,  while  he  clambered  up  to  a  bank  that  rose£ 
some  fifteen  feet  above  the  level  of  the  road,  and  then,  while  he  steadied  himsel 
by  a  good  grasp  upon  the  lowest  arm  of  a  stunted  oak,  he  took  a  long  look  around 
him. 
I     *'Do  you  see  anything?"  said  Claude. 

"  I  do — I  do.     There  are  two   distinct  parties  coming  down  separate  roads* 
They  look  each  of  them  strong  enough,  too,  to  give  us  some  trouble  ;  but  they  are 
a  good  mile  off  yet," 
i     •'  Only  a  mile  ?     Are  they  mounted,  Jack  V* 
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''  Yes  ;  and  well  mounted,  too."  | 

'•Then,  we  have  not  a  great  deal  of  time  to  spare.  Come  down,  Jack,  and  let 
us  be  off  at  once,  for  I  have  no  fancy  to  be  taken  nor  killed  upon  this  fine  fresh 
morning."  ! 

Jack  was  in  the  saddle  again  in  a  moment  or  two,  and  without  another  word  of 
hesitation,  off  he  went  in  advance,  putting  his  horse  to  a  sort  of  half  gallop,  while 
Claude  and  Dick  kept  close  after  him.  | 

At  the  rate  at  which  they  rode,  they  got  over  the  ground  well,  at  the  same  time 
that  they  did  not  so  much  distress  themselves  to  prevent  them  from  making  a 
grand  start  for  a  mile  or  two  upon  any  emergency  that  might  arise  to  call  for  such 
an  exertion.  The  road  wound  round  the  little  village ;  but  after  that,  it  was  straight 
and  clear,  a^d  for  the  most  part  bordered  by  tall  banks  upon  either  side,  down 
which  was  a  luxuriant  growth  of  shrubs.  I 

In  this  way,  without  exchanging  a  word,  they  went  about  two  miles,  and  it  was 
no  small  satisfaction  to  Clande  to  see  that  Jack  did  not  for  a  moment  hesitate,  for 
that  to  him  was  a  good  proof  that  he  knew  the  road  perfectly  well. 

Then,  Jack  drew  in  a  momen',  and  looking  round,  he  said— 

"  The  nearest  way  is  over  a  hill.  It  makes  a  difference  of  more  than  half  a  mile 
to  skirt  !♦■,  but  then  we  are  out  of  sight  in  the  hollow,  and  in  sight  on  the  rise.*' 

*'  Skirt  the  hill,  then,  by  all  means,"  said  Claude. 

"Very  good.  I  think,  myself,  it  is  the  best ;  but  I  thought  I  would  mention  it 
to  you,  that's  all." 

"All's  right,  Jack!" 

Jack  now  abruptly  turned  to  the  left,  and  plunged  down  a  narrow  lane,  that  was 
so  thickly  studded  with  trees  on  each  side,  that  they  met  overhead,  and,  although 
it  was  really  then  broad  daylight,  involved  the  place  in  a  kind  of  dim  and  dubious 
twilight.     The  road  was  very  damp  and  sloppy,  too, 

*'  This,"  said  Claude  to  Dick,  *'  is,  no  doubt,  a  pretty  and  romantic  spot  in 
the  mid-day  heats  of  summer." 

"  Delightful  enough  !  But  what's  the  matter  with  Jack  1  He  has  come  to  a 
dead  stop." 

They  were  soon  by  the  side  of  Jack,  and  they  found  that  the  obstacle  to  his 
further  progress  consisted  of  a  hurdle,  drawn  right  across  the  middle  of  the  laae. 
On  the  other  side  was  a  man  in  a  smock-frock,  with  a  pitch-fork  in  his  hand, 
which  he  held  in  a  threatening  attitude. 

'*  What's  the  meaning  of  this  V  cried  Claude, 

**  Why  j'lst  that  you  may  go  over  the  hill,''  said  the  fellow.  "tThis  here  lane, 
you  see,  goes  through  a  part  of  my  farm  ;  and  I  aud  my  missus  have  made  up'our 
minds  to  stop  it  up.  The  parish  say  as  how  they  will  go  to  law  with  I,  but  I 
don't  mind  J  1*11  go  to  law  with  the  parish." 

"  Come— come,  don't  be  a  fool.'* 

**  Yes  I  will :  I  have  put  up  thesen  hurdles  here,  and  out  yonder  I  have  put  up 
thosen  hurdles  there,  and  here  I  stands  ;  I  means  to  do  what  I  likes ;  and  here's 
my  muck-fork,  and  danged  if  I  don't  put  it  into  anybody  as  comes  here." 

**  Come— ceme,  my  friend,  here's  a  guinea  ;  get  out^of  the  way  at  once  like  a 
good  fellow." 

"  I  bean't  a  good  fellow,  and  I  don't  want  a  guinea," 

«'  Oh,  then,  you  will  be  a  fool  ?** 

"  Yes,  I  will.** 

"  Then,  my  friend,  I  have  to  tell  you  that  we  intend  to  pass  this  way,  whether 
you  like  it  or  not.'*  I 

Upon  this,  the  country man'put  himself  into  a  ludicrous  posture  of  defence  with 
the  pitch-fork,  so  that  Claude  and  his  friends  could  hardly  forbear  laughing  at 
him,  although  there  was  really  no  time  to  lose,  as  they  wished  to  make  what  pro- ! 
gress  they  could  in  as  short  a  time  as  possible. 

i  '*Once  more  I  ask  yoa,"  said  Claude,  "  in  a  civil  manner,  to  move  aside.' 
Letting  us  pass  will  not  affect  your  quarrel  with  the  parish ;  for  we  are  perfect 
I  strangers  in  this  neighbourhood,  and  may  very  likely  ^uever  be  in  it  again.*  j 
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•*'  No — no,  1  know  better ;  yoa  have  been  put  on  this  here  job  by  Muster 
Nicholls  the  overseer  •  but  here  1  be,  and  here's  my  muck-fork,  and  I'm  danged 
ril  give  thee  a  poke  with  it  as  thee  won't  like  if  thee  comes  here." 

"  Very  good,  then,  as  we  are  determined  to  pass,  I  will  shoot  you ;  I  am  very 
reluctant  to  do  it,  having  already  shot  a  man  this  morning  who  offended  me ;  but 
if  you  will  have  it,  it  is  your  own  fault," 

With  this,  Claude  took  a  pistol  from  his  pocket,  and  without  waiting  for  the 
astonished  farmer  to  say  a  word  upon  the  subject,  he  fired  at  him,  taking  care 
{only  just  to  miss  his  head. 

I  The  effect  of  this  was  so  astoundiog,  that  for  a  moment  or  two  the  fellow  stood 
[with  his  pitch-fork  in  an  attitude  as  though  he  had  been  transformed  to  stone,  and 
Ithen,  with  a  roar  like  that  of  some  bull-calf,  down  he  fell  flat  upon  his  back. 

"  We  can  jump  it,"  cried  Claude,  and  giving  his  horse  his  head,  away  he  went 
over  the  fence. 

I  Jack  and  Dick  followed  quickly  ;  and  leaving  the  farmer  speechless  upon  his 
;back  with  his  pitch-fork  above  him,  they  went  at  the  next  hurdle-fence  which  he! 
had  put  up,  and  cleared  that  likewise.  j 

I  They  were  now  half  way  round  the  hill  over  which  the  conservator  of  the  rights 
[of  his  farm  had  been  so  anxious  that  they  should  pass,  and  they  enjoyed  a  hearty! 
; laugh  at  the  consternation  of  the  farmer.  Claude,* when  they  got  right  round  the: 
hill,  got  half  way  up  a  tree  and  found  that  they  had  distanced  the  parties  that; 
were  in  search  of  them ;  but  he  fancied  that  there  tvas  a  suspicious  collection  of 
people  a  little  way  in  advance  of  where  they  were.  f 

j  "  Jack,"  he  said,  "  is  there  no  way  to  Guildford  but  by  the  high-road  ?  Can  we) 
I  not  get  there  in  any  other  way  than  by  going  right  on,  for  there  are  people  that  I: 
think  we  may  as  well  avoid,  in  advance  of  us  ?"  I 

I  "  Then  we  must  try  the  ireadows,  Claude.  I  know  we  can  get  across  them,  al-j 
though  the  horses  may  give  us  some  little  difficulty.  We  can  but  try  it,  though.'*  j 
i  "  Ne  will,  Jack.  We  can  surely  make  our  way  through  a  hedge,  if  it  should; 
be  absolutely  necessary  so  to  do.  Come  on  ;  I  am  for  the  meadows,  if  you  can  act' 
as  a  guide  to  us  across  them.'*  I 

i     <'  I  can  do  that."  i 

I  *'Then,  do  it  by  all  means  ;  for  the  more  I  look  at  those  who  come  in  advance, 
of  us,  the  more  I  dislike  them.  There  is  certainly  some  consultation  going  on, 
and  as  we  are  very  likely  to  be  the  subjects  of  discourse,  I  should  like  to  get  as  far 
off  from  the  council  as  1  possibly  can."  I 

i     "Andl,"  said  Dick.  ' 

'  Jack,  without  more  ado,  now  began  to  unfasten  the  first  gate  they  came  to,  ; 
that  upon  the  side  of  the  road  upon  which  lay  their  route,  and  by  the  aid  of  one  ( 
of  his  picklocks,  he  soon  succeeded  in  opening  the  padlock  with  which  it  was  j 
secured,  and  swung  the  gati  open.  j  [ 

*'  I  don't  think,"  he  said,  "  it  is  above  a  mile-aiid-a-half  now  across  the  fields 
to  Guildford,  if  it  be  so  much.  Come  on,  Claude.  This  will,  after  al^  perhaps, 
be  the  very  best  way  of  reaching  that  town,  if  we  can  do  it  sharply." 
!  "Every  place  has  its  disadvantages,*'  said  Dick,  *'  as  well  as  its  advantages  ; 
and  we  cannot  expect  this  one  to  be  without  them.  We  certainly  avoid  our  i 
foes  who  are  in  advance  ;  buf,  I  think,  we  give  those  who  are  in  our  rear  a  little^ 
chance  of  observing  us."  1 

"  Doubtless,"  said    Claude ;  "  but,  I    think,  we  may,  having  such  a  start  of 
them,  outstrip  them  tolerably  easy;  so  that,  after  all,  their  progress  through  the 
meadows,  has,  I  think,  its  good  features  to  a  greater  extent  than  its  bad  ones." 
,     "Thai's  likely  enough.     Speed  will  be  everything."  : 

They  now  got  on  in  a  very  peculiar  manner,  indeed.     When  they  came  to  a 
meadow  that  was  of  sufficient  extent,  without  a  fence,   to  enable  them  to  do  so,' 
they  went  at  a  gallop  across  it,  and  where  the  fence  was  not  a   particularly  bad 
one,  they   leaped  it,  and  went  right  on  without  pausing.     Upon  occasions,  how-| 
ever,  where  the  fence  was  high  and  straggling,  and  beyond  the  power  of  a  horse,; 
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with  his  rider,  to  go  over  it,  they  rapidly  dismouoled,  and  soon  oroKe  away  suffi-j 
cient  of  it  to  enable  them  to  get  the  herses  through  a  gap.  j 

By  this  means,  and  by  not  pausing  for  a  moment  to  consider  how  they   were 
getting  on,  they  made  good  progress,  and  u^on  arriving  at  the  top  of  a  little  hill,' 
Jack  pointed  in  advance,  and  critd—  1 

*'  There's  Guildford."  ] 

"Why,  we  have  not  above  two  oi  three  meadows  to  cross,"  said  Dick.  "It 
will  be  awkward  now  if  we  ome  plump  upon  somebody's  garden  at  the  end  of 
these  fields."  j 

"If  we  do,"  said  Claude,  "  the  somebody  will  have  to  put  up  with  the  incon-, 
venience  of  our  going  through  it,  for  now  it  would  be  madtiess  for  us  to  turn' 
back."  &  6       .  _       I 

*' If  we  did/' said  Jack,  "it  would  be  into  the  arms  of  our  foes,  for  behold! 
they,  too,  have  taken  to  the  fields,  and  are  making  what  speedjthey  can  towards 
this  point." 


V-^  CHAPTER  CCXXVI. 

CLAUDE    AND    HIS    FRIENDS     FIND     SAFETY     AMONG  THE   ACTORS    AT 

GUILDFORD. 

As  Jack  spoke,  he  pointed  to  the  portion  of  the  fields  where  the  officers  were 
-actually  coming  on  as  quickly  as  possible,  and  in  the  course  of  a  very  few  minutes 
must  have  reached  .them. 

*'  Ah,  indeed,"  said  Claude,  "  there  is  no  time  to  lose." 
j     "■  Not  a  moment,"  said  Dick. 

The  next  fence  they  came  to  was  one  which,  if  they  had  not  been  in  so  great  a 
hurry,  they  would  have  found  it  the  safest  thing  to  dismount  at,  and  make  a  gap 
through  ;  but  now  Claude  resolved  to  put  his  horse  upon  its  metal,  and  try  the 
leap.     He  did  it  successfully.  j 

•     It  is  well  known  that  nothing  induces  a  horse  to  do  anything  ha^f  so  well  as 
seeing  another  do  it,  and  the  consequence  was,  that  both  Jack  and  Dick  likewise  ^ 
succeeded  in  clearing  the  fence  in  good  style,  although  it  is  probable  enough  that 
^nder  less  urgent  circumstances  they  might  not  hav^e  succeeded  in  doing  so. 
I     "  All's  risht?"  asked  Claude. 
!     "Yes— yes.'* 

I     ■"  Then  we  are  tolerably  safe,  I  think  ;  for  if  they  can  get  over  that  they  are 
€nuch  better  mounted  than  I  think  them." 

|/:.  "  It  is  not  likely,"  said  Dick.    "  While  they  are  making  a  gap  to  get  through, 
jwe  shall  be  off  and  away." 

I  There  was  but  one  field  now  between  them  and  the  outskirts  of  the  town  of 
Guildford,  Claude  had  rather  dreaded  that  their  course  might  take  them  to  some 
enclosure  which  they  might  not  be  able  to  pass  through,  and  to  skirt  it  might 
indeed  be  a  serious  waste  of  time;  but  luckily  for  them,  such  was  not  the  fac^. 
They  merely  found  a  straggling  wooded  fence  thrown  across  the  end  of  a  half- 
, finished  street  which  led  directly  into  the  town. 
1     "  Is  this  our  place  of  destination,  then,  Jack  ?"  said  Claude. 

"It is;  this  is  Guildford." 
I     "  Good.    It  strikes  me  that  we  have  about  ten  minutes  to  spare,  and  it  is  to  be 
"hoped   that  will  suffice  to  reach  the  theatre,  which  I  presume  there  will  be  no 
great  difficulty  in  doing." 

i     "  There  ought  to  be  none.    Let  us  ask  this  boy.     Hilloa !  my  lad — where  is 
'the  theatre  ?' 

**  Lor ! "  said  the  boy,  g'aring  at  Jack'wi  h  all  his  eyes.   ^'  Be  ye  player  folks,  eh  i* 
'•  Yes,  my  boy.     All's  right." 

^' "Why  then,  it  ia  down  along  side  o'  the   White  Horse,  and  then  you  turn 
a-ound  by  Green's  piggery,  and  you  comes  bump  agin  it." 
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"  Why,  what  a  dear  lad  you  are.  If  you  will  run  on  before,  and  find  out  for 
us  the  Whi»e  Horse  and  Green's  piggery,  I  dare  say  we  shall  muster  a  few  half- 
pence among  us." 

*'  Oh,  won't  I  !" 

At  this  momdit  a  young  man  stepped  up,  and  said— 


CLAUDE   FINDS   THE   INSENSIBLE  BOY  NEAR  THE  HAUNTED   MANSION. 


"  Pardon    n:e,  gentlemen;  but  I  think  I  heard  you  ask  for  the  theatre  just 
I    now.     Is  It  SO  ?  "^ 

r   to*ir' '''"'"^^^^  Claude,  iuterpo.inr, '•  and  we  want  a   Mr.  Clare  that  belongs 

jj J^^^-  ^^^^''>  gentlemen?     Why,   I    am  thxt   person.     My  name  is    Clare. 

No.  120.  " 
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What  can  you  possibly  want  with  me?  Pardon  me  for  b^ing  so  abrupt ;  but  I 
really  did  think  I  was  quite  unknown  in  this  part  of  the  country." 

"  So  you  are,  probably  ;  but  if  you  will  cast  your  eyes  on  that  note,  you  will 
see  that  we  have  been  sent  to  you." 

With  this,  Claude  handed  the  young  man  the  note  which  the  officer  had 
brought  to  him  in  the  lane. 

*'  Good  Heavens  !"  he  said,  "  it  is  from  my  poor  sister.  I  heard  that  she  was 
being  forced  into  a  most  unwelcome  match  by  our  mother,  who,  I  grieve  to  say, 
is  not  all  that  a  mother  should  be.  By  this  note  I  see,  gentlemen,  she  recom- 
mends you  to  my  care.     In  what  possible  way  can  1  aid  you  ?' 

"  By  protecting  us  for  a  few  hours  only.  We  have  had  the  good  fortune  to 
perform  a  signal  service  for  your  sister,  the  particulars  ( f  which  I  will  inform  you 
of  at  greater  leisure.  Let  it  now  suffice,  that  on  account  of  that  service  we  are 
hotly  pursued,  and  that,  if  taken,  our  lives  are  not  worth  much.  Can  you  by  any 
means  hide  us,  or  disguise  us,  until  the  men  who  are  on  their  route  to  Guildford 
have  left  it,  and. given  up  the  idea  that  we  are  here  ?" 

The  young  man  paused  for  a  kw  moment^!,  during  which  he  was  in  deep 
thought,  and  then  he  said — 

t-  "  Yes — yes.  I  can  and  will.  I  am  the  poor  mannger  of  a  very  poor  campany 
of  players  ;  and  that  circumstance?,  not  my  poverty,  but  the  fact  of  my  being  the 
manager,  will  enable  me  to  do  something  for  you.  Follow  me  at  once.  We  will 
first  of  all  get  your  horses  put  up,  and  then  we  will  to  the  theatre." 

*'  Let  me  assure  you  that  every  inquiry  will  be  ma  le  for  us,'*  added  Claude. 
**This  is  no  common  danger.  If  our  horses  go  to  any  inn,  we  are  lost,  for  our 
enemies  know  that  we  are  mounted,  and  will  leave  no  stable  unsearched." 

"  That  is  awkward." 

"It  is;  but  if  you  have  any  place  about  the  theatre  in  which  you  can  possibly 
bestow  owr  steeds,  let  it  be  ever  so  rough,  it  will  be  better  than  going  to  an  inn 
with  them,  for  that  would  be  -^t  all  events  to  insure  their  los?,  if  not  our  own  de- 
struction as  well." 

''Yes — oh,  yes.  Come  on.  There  are  actual  stables  al,  or  I  ought  rather  to 
say  underneath,  the  theatre,  for  it  has  at  one  time  been  used  as  a  circus  for  horse- 
manship. We  will  nanage  all  that,  no  doubt.  Come  on.  I  xv  ill  take  you  by  a 
back  way,  so  that  you  may  avoid  observation  as  much  as  possible." 

•f  Do  so,  sir,"  said  Claude,  "  and  as  quickly  as  possible,  for  according  to  our 
calculations,  our  foes  must  now  be  very  close  indeed  to  the  outskirts  of  Guild- 
ford." 

The  manager  of  the  little  travelling  company  that  had  taken  up  a  resting-place 
for  a  week  or  two  at  Guildford,  at  once  led  their  friends  down  a  narrow  court,  in 
which  they  led  their  horses,  and  then  crossing  a  piece  of  waste  ground,  they 
made  their  way  to  the  back  of  the  theatre.  There  there  was  a  door  that  by  a 
gentle  slope  conducted  to  some  old  stables  beneath  the  stage.  The  door  was  fast, 
but  Jack  scon  got  over  that  difficulty  by  picking  the  lock,  and  in  th_  course  of  a 
few  minutes  the  three  horsemen  were  safely  bestowed  beneath  the  .Guildford 
theatre. 

To  be  sure,  it  was  but  a  very  gloomy  place,  indeed,  into  which  they  were  led, 
but  it  was,  in  comparison  with  the  inns  in  the  town,  a  safe  one,  and  the  creatures 
were  sufficiently  docile  to  allow  their  masters,  with  whom  they  were  in  such  con- 
stant companionship,  to  take  them  where  they  pleased. 

**  We  are  much  beholden  to  30U,"  said  Claude.  _  !! 

*' Oh,  no — no.  But  tell  me.  Do  you  really  now  anticipate  any  very  imme-  |! 
diate  danger  ?  I  mean,  do  you  think  there  will  he  an  active  search  made  fcr  you  |- 
in  the  town  V  \\ 

"  I  am  afraid  there  will."  jl 

"  Humph  !  Well,  at  ten  o'clock  we  have  a  rehearsal  of  Hamlet.  Iwill  order  !j 
that  it  shall  be  a  dress  one,  and  if  you  will  allow  me  to  rig  you  out  in  costume  jl 
from  our  wardrobe,  I  will  defy  your  most  intimate  friends  to  know  ycu.  You  of  ,  j 
course  know  nothing  of  the  parts,  so  you  must  be  content  to  appear  in  a  very  |i 


ii 


l; 
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inferior  condition.  We  can  easily  make  you  inio  supplementary  lords  in  waiting 
about  the  Danish  court  ;  or  what  say  you  to  representing  yourselves  to  be  three 
j,  stage-struck  gentlemen  of  the  neighbourhood,  who  are  willing  to  pay  handsomely 
j;  for  being  permitted  to  appear?  In  that  case,  I  will  put  up  a  play  for  you,  PZii 
j?  you  can  appear  at  the  rehearsal  in  full  dress  of  distinguished  characters." 
i;  "That  will  do  well/'  said  Claude,  "and  it  shall  be  no  delusion,  for  we  are 
!i  willing  to  pay,  and  will  pay  well." 
•  i       The  young  manager  changed  colour. 

I'  "Ah!"  he  said,  "  now  you  suspect  that  I  was  angling  for  money.  You  are 
li  wrong,  on  my  soul  you  are,  gentlcKien.  I  will  not  take  one  farthing.'* 
il  "  Believe  me,"  said  Claude,  "  1  had  no  such  su  picion ;  but  you  will  permit 
1  us  to  put  your  comjasv  in  good  humour  with  us,  at  all  events,  by  our  paying 
them.  Do  not  fancy  that  we  have  the  remotest  idea  of  accusing  you  of  any  un- 
mercenary  motives,  but  you  \'ill  see  that  it  is  the  best  plan.  We  can  easily  do  it, 
ii   so  let  me  beg  cf  you  to  allow  us  the  gratification  of  so  acting." 

"  Ypu  shall  do  so,  gentlemen,  if  it  so  please  you  ;  but  do  not  overdo  it.  A  small 
sum  will  amply  suffice.  And  now  come  with  me  to  the  wardrobe,  and  I  will  do  my 
best  to  equip  you." 

They  all  three  followed  theirnew  friend,  the  manager ;  and  since  it  was  not  to  be 
\[  thought  likely  that  stage-struck  gentlemen  would  perform  any  part  but  one  of  im- 
V]  portance,  Claude  was  equipped  as  Hamlet  the  Dane  ;  Dick  was  accommodated  with 
i;  a  royal  suit  in  which  to  play  the  king ;  and  Jack,  of  his  own  free  will,  insisted  upon 
■'  dressing  for  the  friar,  who  has  a  few  words  to  say  upon  the  occasion  of  the  funeral 
of  Ophelia. 

They  had  all,  by  the  kind  assistance  of  the  manager,  got  on  their  dresses  by 
the  time  the  players  reached  the  theatre  for  the  rehearsal ;  and  the  manager 
then,  leaving  them  in  a  private  room,  said  to  them  just  before  he  did  so  — 

*•  You  will  be  able  from  where  you  are  to  hear  what  I  say  to  the  company- 
concerning  you.  They  will  be  upon  the  stage,  and  you  must  give  me  credit  for 
saying  what  I  consider  it  to  be  politic  to  say,  not  what  I  think," 

"  Say  anything  you  please  of  us,  my  good  sir,"  said  Claude,  *'so  that  you 
manage  to  make  things  agreeable  to  yourself  and  to  your  company.  I  trust  that 
we  shall  not  be  compelled  by  circumstances  to  intrude  for  long  upon  you." 

"  It  is  no  intrusion  ;  and  the  moment  they  find  that  you  are  willing  to  pay 
them,  you  will  be  most  welcome,  for  that  is  more  than  the  good  folks  of  Guild- 
ford seem  inclined  to  do." 

"Do  they  not,  then,  patronise  the  drama?'* 

"Patronise  it,  sir  ?  they  are  bruie-Seasts — mere  animals,  sir.  They  don't 
know  what  the  drama  is.  It  was  only  the  other  night  in  the  middle  of  Macbeth, 
that  a  wietch  got  up  in  the  boxes,  and  said — '  I'm  sure  it  would  be  agreeable  to 
the  company  to  have  a  comic  song,'  and  the  proposition  being  hailed  with  great 
delight,  I  was  forced  to  sirg  one  in  the  character  of  the  Scottish  tyrant.  What 
do  you  think  of  that,  sir  V* 

"  Why  I  certainly  think  that  the  drama  must  be  at  a  low  ebb,  indeed,  in 
Guildford." 

"You  are  right,  sir — you  are  right;  but  I  will  now  go,  and  prepare  the 
company  for  your  reception." 

With  this,  the  manager  went  upon  the  stage,  and  in  a  loud  voice  he  said, 
addressing  the  company — 

'*  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  we  have  caught  three  gudgeons.  They  are  willing  to 
pay  ten  pouads  into  the  treasury,  which  shall  be  equally  divided ;  but  they  want 
to  play  in  Hamlet.     Has  any  lady  or  gentleman  any  objection  V* 

**  Objection  ?"  cried  everybody  in  chorus,  *'  Objection  ?  Oh,  gracious,  no  ! 
Give  us  the  money." 

"  I  have  not  got  it  just  at  present,  but  I  pledge  you  my  word  that  it  will  be 
forthcoming  soon,  and  that,  as  regards  the  equal  division  of  it,  there  shall  be  no 
cavil.  The  three  gudgeons  are  in  the  house,  and  they  are  dressed,  one  as  Hamlet, 
the  other  as  the  king,  and  the  thiril  as  the  friar,  so  you  will  be  so  good    as  to  go 
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through  the  rehearsal  with  them,  gentlemen,  with  as  much  gravity  as  you  pos- 
sibly can." 

"  Oh,  leave  us  alone  for  that,"  said  ona ;  "we'll  do  it.  Only  think  of  ten 
pounds  droppi.ig  into  the  treasury,  when  all  we  have  had  for  a  fortnight  has  been 
eight-and-tweaty  shilling's  anoong  us." 

"  Oh,  it's  quite  deligh'iul,"  s?.id  a  young  lady,  who  played  Oiihelia.  "  Ths 
peo]«le  where  I  lodge  are  quite  dunning  me  for  three- and -eight- pence,  I  declare, 
and  hew  could  I  pay  it  ?" 

"  And  on'y  think  ot  the  predicament  I  have  heen  in,'*  said  the  principal  tra- 
gedian. "  I  make  it  a  rale  to  board  and  lodge  wherever  I  go,  and  thus  save  getting 
into  debt  to  a  lot  of  people,  and  you  only  make  one  enemy  when  you  go  away 
wi  hout  paying,  you  know." 

**  A  good  plan  !"  cried  everybody. 

"  And,"  added  the  tragedian,  "  they  threa'en  to  cut  off  the  supplies  if  I  do 
not  pay  the  two  weeks  that  are  owing." 

"Gentlemen,  gentlemen  !"  said  the  manager,  **not  so  loud;  I  am  afraid  our 
three  friends  may  overhear  us.  Shall  I  call  them  on,  and  give  them  a  book  each 
for  to  read  their  parts  from  ?" 


CHAPTER  CCXXVJI. 

AN  ADVENTUROUS  OFFICER  FALLS  DOWN  A  TRAP    AT  THE  THEATRE. 

This  little  conversation  among  the  players  was  very  amusing,  indeed,  to  Claude 
and  his  friends,  for  they  overheard  every  word  of  it,  situated  as  they  were  so  close 
at  hand. 

•*  Well,"  said  Turpin,  **  we  shall  do  some  good  by  coming  among  these  people, 
at  all  events  ;  for  I  think,  from  what  we  haveMij  covered,  that  we  shall  be  the  very 
best  patrons  that  the  drama  is  likely  to  have  in  this  town  of   Guildford." 

"Not  a  doubt  of  it,"  said  Claude.  "  But  here  comes  the  manager  ;  do  not  let 
him  know  that  we  have^overheard  the  needy  confessions  of  his  company  :  it  might 
sound  ungracious." 

The  manager  made  his  appearance  with  quite  a  smile  upon  his  face. 

*'  Gentlemen,"  he  said,  "  I  have  made  every  possible  arrangement  wiih  the 
ladies  and  gentlemen  of  the]company,  and  they  will  be  most  happy  to  see  you  all, 
and  go  through  the  rehearsal  with  you.'* 

'*  That  will  do,"  said  Claude ;  *'  we  will  attend  you,  sir." 

"  This  M'ay,  gentlemen,  if  you  please  ;  you  will  not,  perhaps,  find  our  stage 
appointments  exactly  what  you  would  wish  and  expect,  but  1  assure  you  that 
from  the  front,  and  when  everything  is  well  lit  up,  the  effect  is  exceedingly 
good." 

*'Not  a  doubt  of  it,'*  said  Claude. 

The  manager  coughed  loudly  as  a  hint  to  the  company  that  he  was  about  to 
bring  before  them  the  three  liberal  amateurs,  and  they  at  once  ceased  the  bwzz  of 
conversation  that  had  been  going  on  previously,  and  saluted  the  new  comers  with 
great  taste  and  tact. 

"Ladies  and  gentlemen,"  said  Claude,  "I  am  very  much  afraid  that  you  will 
find  us  so  fur  behind  voursclves  in  ability,  that  you  will  feel  an  inclination  to  laugh 
at  us." 

**Wc, — oh,  no  1"  cried  everybody. 

*{  I  have  only  to  request,'*  added  Claude,  *'  that  if  you  do  so,  it  will  be  before 
our  faces,  as  then  we  shall  consider  it  a  useful  lesson,  otherwise,  it  might  a  little 
disconcert  us." 

"Laugh!"  cried  the  low  comedian,  who  was  going  to  play  the  second  grave- 
digger;  **  allow  me,  sir,  in  the  name  of  the  company,  to  state  that  we  never 
laugh.'* 

**  Never,  never  !"  cried  everybody. 
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** That  is  very  satisfactory,"  replied  Claude;  '*  and  now  I  hope  you  will  not 
feel  in  any  way  offended  at  what  1  am  about  to  say,  and  I  hops  your  worthy 
manflger  wdl  be  fo  good  as  to  take  it  in  good  part.'* 

*•  Oh,  yes,  yes  !"  said  everybody ;  '*  pray  proceed,  sir." 

*'  We  are,  as  you  see,  three  friends,  and  we  usually  travel  together,  and  as 
I  our  means  permit  us  to  do  so,  we  take  good  care  of  our:Jelves  in  the  eating  and 
i  drinking  way.  Now,  it  so  happens  that  this  is  the  hour  at  which  we  usually  lunch." 
!       A  look  of  expectation  passed  from  face  to  fane. 

I       *'  Therefore,"  added  Claude,  *'  as  we  are  here,  and  as  we  make  it  a  rule  a'.ways 
{  to  lunch  in  as  pleasant  society  as  vre  possibly  can,  we  hope  that  you  will  permit 
j  us  herp,  not  to  invite  you  all  to  a  stage  banquet,  but  to  a  real  one,  compounded  of 
what  we  usually  lunch  upon." 

A  murmur  of  satisfaction  went  through  the  company,  and  Ophelia  (old  the 
queen  that  really  he,  meaning  Claude,  was  a  very  nice  man  indeed,  to  which  the 
queen,  in  the  most  feeling  manner  in  the  world,  assented. 

"Sir,"  said  the  principal  tragedian,  *'  It  is  an  honour  to  have  you  amongst 
us.     Quite  an  honour,  sir." 

"You  are  too  good,"  said  Claude.  "  Will  you  then  permit  me  to  order  haK- 
a-dozen  bottles  of  champagne,  and  a  guinea's  worth  of  pastry,  from  the  beat 
sources  in  the  town?" 

"  Oh,  yes,  yes,"  cried  everybody,  and  the  ladies  of  the  company  almost  shed 
tears  at  the  extreme  niceness  of  Claude. 

•'Oh,  it's  too  much,'*  said  the  manager;  "it's  too  much.  A  couple  of  galloa 
of  half-and-half,  now       — " 

"Wretch!"  cried  Ophelia.  '*  Oh,  you  low  wretch.  You  nearly  take  my 
breath  away." 

"  Well,  well  ;  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  it.  Of  course,  if  these  gentlemen 
please  to  be  so  very  generous,  I  am  not  the  person  to  stand  in  the  way  ot  their 
very  great  kindness." 

*'  Nor  I,**  said  the  principal  tragedian,  advancing  :  *'  and  I  can  only  say,  that 
knowing  Guildford  very  well,  I  will  take  upon  myself  to  order  the  little  articles 
suggested,  from  the  very  best  of  places  in  the  town.  It  will  give  me  positive 
pleasure." 

"  It  is  very  kind  of  you,"  said  Claude,  as  he  counted  out  seven  guineas  from 
his  pocket  and  handed  them  to  the  tragedian,  whose  eyes  brightened  at  the  sight 
of  the  gold.  "  It  is  very  kind  of  you  indeed,  to  condescend  so  far  ;  but  I  believe 
that  will  cover  the  order  ?" 

*'  It  will— it  will !  Way  for  seven  guineas  !  way  there — ha — ha  !  Champagne 
and  pastry  for  the  gods  i" 

The  tragedian  made  a  most  magnificent  exit  with  the  money.  Ophelia  turned 
a  little  pale  at  the  frightful  idea  that  he  might  not  come  back  again ;  but  she  did 
Dot  like  to  mention  any  suspicions  of  so  highly  derogatory  a  character  to  the  com- 
pany. She  only  whispered  faintly  to  the  queen,  who  remarked  in  the  same  tone, 
that  if  he  did  play  such  a  trick,  she  would — with  her  own  hands  — skin  him  the 
the  very  next  time  she  had  the  fortune  to  meet  him. 

For  the  honour  of  the  profession,  however,  nothing  was  further  from  the 
intentions  of  the  tragedian,  than  to  appropriate  in  any  way  the  guineas  to  himself; 
and  in  the  course  of  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  he  returned  with  a  man  behind  him  with 
the  half-dozen  of  champagne.  How  delightful  it  looked  in  its  well  wired  bottles, 
and  no  less  than  two  men  and  a  boy  with  the  pastry  ! 

Ophelia  shed  tears  again  when  she  saw  this. 

A  stage  table  was  placed  in  the  middle  of  the  stage,  and  every  description  of 
chair  and  stool  that  the  place  afforded,  was  brought  into  a  state  of  requisition. 
The  chairs  from  the  private  boxes,  covered  with  dreadfully-faded  cotten  velvet, 
■were  procured  for  our  three  friends,  and  Claude  being  placed  at  the  head  of  the 
table,  bowed  to  ihe  company,  and  Slid — 

"  1  hope  that  the  toast  I  am  about  to  propose,  will  be  acceptable  to  all  present. 
Jack,  tap  the  w  ne." 
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*'  Yes,"  said  Jack,  and  pop  went  one  of  the  cork?. 

''Success  to  tlie  drama  !"  cried  Claude. 

Bang  went  another  cork,  and  then  there  was  such  a  jingling  of  glasses,  and 
hissing  of  champagne,  as  never  was  seen  ;  and  how  Ophelia  and  the  queen  did  eat 
the  pastry,  to  be  sure  ! 

The  toast  was  drunk  with  all  the  honours,  and  then  the  principal  tragedian 
rose  to  propose  a  toast  and  sentiment. 

*' Ladies  and  gentlemenj"  he  said,  "when  I  see  myself  surrounded  by  youth, 
beauty,  and  talent,  like— like  I  don't  know  what  ;  and  when  I  observe  upon  the 
admirable  countenances  of  those  around  this  festive  board  a — a — a  kind  of  you 
know — 1  feel  that  I  ought  to  propose " 

"  If  you  please,  sir,"  said  a  boy,  making  his  appearance  suddenly,  and  inter- 
rupting the  speaker  as  he  addressed  the  manager,  **  there's  two  gentlemen  as 
say  they  is  officers  of  justice,  and  they  say  as  they  has  heerd  as  some  gentlemen 
is  here  as  they  wants." 

"  The  devil !"  said  Claude. 

''  Can  it  be  possible,"  said  the  tragedian,  "  that  the  officers  of  justice  are  base 
enough  to  interfere  with  persons  who  can  be  so  liberal  ?" 

"  Oh,  impossible  !"  said  all  the  company, 

*'  Ladies  and  gentlemen,''  said  Claude,  "  the  fact  is,  that  this  is  a  wager.  We 
have  bet  a  thousand  pounds  to  a  couple  of  noblemen  in  London  that  we  would 
travel  a  thousand  miles  with  a  couple  of  police  officers  after  us,  upon  a  sham 
charge  of  our  being  highwaymen,  which  the  officers  were  to  be  made  to  believe, 
so  that  they  should  not  be  lukewarm  in  their  efforts  to  take  us,  without  being 
apprehended.    Will  you  help  us  to  win  the  wager  ?" 

«  Oh,  yes — yes  !"  cried  everybody. 

**  Stop  a  bit !"  cried  the  low  comedian.  *'  Stop  a  bit!  I  will  open  the  long  trap 
in  the  stage  from  below,  and  if  you  three  stand  on  the  other  side  of  it,  the  mo- 
ment  the  officers  come  to  seize  you,  down  they  will  go  at  once  beneath  the  stage.*' 

"Oh,  yes,  the  wretches !"  said  Ophelia;  "  I  don't  v/ish  to  hurt  them,  but 
couldn't  something  jagged,  and  hard,  and  sha -p,  be  put  underneath,  for  them  to 
fall  upon  ?  There's  nobody  in  the  world  more  human  than  I  am,  and  I  merely 
throw  out,  the  little  suggestion  '■"         -  ,         ,       ,    ,        ,  ^ 

At  this  moment,   a  fuiious  knocking  came  at  the  ooor  that  lea  to  the  stage  of 

the  theatre.  i     ,•,..,        , 

"Stop  !"  cried  the  manager,  *'  it  s  just  possible  enough  that  disguised  as  these 
three  o-entlemen  are,  the  officers  may  not  know  them,  and  in  tlat  case,  it  will  be 
much  belter  to  let  them  go  away  again  quite  quietly  as  they  came." 

**  We  should  prefer  that,"  said  Turpin. 

*'  Yes''  added  Claude;  "but  there  can  be  no  objection  to  the  little  affair  of 
the  trap'  notwithstanding  ;  and  we  can  take  up  such  a  position  by  the  side  of  it 
as  will  protect  us,  if  you  will  .-how  us  where  it  is  on  the  stage." 

"All's  right !"  said  the  comedian  ;  "I  will  run  down  and  unbolt  it  at  once, 
and  if  there  is  any  fuss  afierwarcs,  we  can  easily  say  that  they  had  no  business 
here,  and  that  the  trap  was  unbolted  on  purpose  for  Ophelia's  grave." 

"  Exactly,"  said  Ophelia.     "  Now  you  be  off  at  once." 

The  knocking  continued  more  violently  than  before,  and^  the  manager  pointed 
out  the  place  upon  which  Claude  and  his  two  friends  might  stand,  so  as  to  be 
quite  clear  of  the  trap^  and  yet  so  that  no  one  could  dart  towards  them  without 

stepping  upon  it,  ,^..1^1 

The  six  bottles  of  champagne  were  all  drank  out,  and  great  havoc  had   been 
made  with  the  pastry  by  this  time,  so  that  the  tables  were  cleared  away,  and  the 
manager,  with  a  studied  look  of  surprise  upon  his  face,  went  and  opened  the  door 
at  which  all  the  knocking  had  taken  place. 
In  another  moment,  two  officers,  with  pistols  in  their  hands,  rushed  on  to  .the 
I  stage. 

I       "  How  came  you  to  keep  us  so  long  at  the  door  2"  cried  one,  with  a  violent 
i  tone.   "  We  shall  complain  to  the  magistrates  of  it." 
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"  But,  my  good  sir,'*  said  tLe  manag-er,  *'  who  are  you,  now  you  are  here  ? 
We  were  in  the  middle  of  a  scene,  and  really  could  not  leave  off  for  the  purpose 
of  receiving  visitors.  Pray  explain  your  business,  and  then  be  off,  for  we  are  en- 
gaged at  rehearsal,  and  your  presence  here  is  very  inconvenient  indeed." 

"And  shameful  !*'  said  Ophelia.  "  You  are  the  ugliest  pair  of  wretches  ever  I 
saw  in  all  my  life  !" 

"  Dear  m°,  miss,"  said  the  other  officer,  who  until  then  had  not  spoke;  "if  we 
are  ngly,  thank  God  ournoses  don't  turn  up  like  some  folks,  at  any  rate.  That's 
a  comfort !" 

"  Oh.  you  odious  monster  !    Do  you  allude  to  my  nose  ?" 

**  If  you  please,  miss." 

••  Fiend  !     I    appeal  to   all  the  world   about  ray  nose;     I  hold  up  my  nose  to 
general  inspection.    Does  it  turn  up?    I  a^k  everybody  of  an  unprejudiced  mind 
if  it  turns  up  in  the  least  ?" 
^  *'  That  it  certainly  does  not/'  said  Claude. 

**  It  is  a  vile  calumny,"  said  Dick  Turpin. 

"It  is  much  more  of  a  beautiful  Roman  nose,"  said  Jack,  "than  a  tarn-up 
one,  to  my  ideas." 

*'  The  villains,"  sobbed  Ophelia,  "  to  cast  any  reflection  upon  my  nose,  when 
all  my  family  have  been  celebrated  for  the  beauty  of  their  noses;  but  he  must 
[1  have  known  that,  and  so  thought  he  would  hurt  my  feelings  through  my  nose  ; 
i  but  it  won't  at  all  succeed— brutal  as  the  attack  is  upon  an  unoffending  female's 
l!  nose,  it  won't  succeed.  I  rise  superior  to  it,  and  I  treat  it  with  the  scorn  it 
I'  deserves." 
ij        **  Bravo  !"  cried  the  tragedian. 

"  Come — come,"  said  the  princi|al  officer  of  the  two,  "  this  won't  do  for  us. 
j;    We  are  after  three  highwaymen,  and  some  people  in  the  town  say  that  you  have 
II    strangers  here.     It  won't  do,  you  kno"',  to  play  any  tricks  with  us,  and  you  will 
find  it  rather  a  serious    thing  to   tamper  with  the  law   when  it  is  in  pursuit  of 
offenders." 

"We  tamper  with  toe  law?"  said  the  manager.  "  I  should  think  not.  But 
just  look  about  you,  gentlemen,  and  if  you  think  that  any  of  us  poor  players  are 
highwaymen,  say  so.'*' 

"  Surely,"'  said  Claude,  "  we  had  betrer  go  on  vitli  the  rehearsal.  These  gen- 
tlemen, while  they  are  prosecuting  their  own  tuiines?,  cannot  have  any  wish  to 
interrapt  onrs." 

"  Who  are  you  ?"  s^id  the  chief  officer. 

"Jonathan  Grog>,  sir,  at  your  service." 

"Indeed  !     I  think  I  have  seen  you  somewhere,  my  friend." 

"  Very  possible." 

"Perhaps  you  have  seen  me,  too  ?"  said  Dick  Turpin. 

**And  me  ?"  said  Jack. 

"And  all  of  us?"  said  Ophelia.  "Perhaps  you  have  seen  all  of  us,  you 
wretches  !" 

The  two  officers  whi.-pered  together,  and  then  one  of  them  said — 

"Our  information  is  quite  clear  and  complete  regarding  the  fact  of  three  per- 
sons having  come  here,  and  we  shall  be  under  the  disagreeable  necessity  of  taking 
the  whole  company  before  the  justices,  when  there  will  be  such  an  a  curate  ex- 
amination as  ".vill  either  satisfy  thf?m  or  not  that  you  are  all  what  you  pretend  you 
are.  Resistance  is  useless,  as  you  will  only  bring  yourselves  into  trouble  by  at- 
tempting it,  and  perhaps  get  personal  injury,  for  we  are  men  who  will  do  our  duty 
let  the  consequences  be  what  they  may." 

"You  don't  say  so  ?"  said  Claude. 

"  Yes  we  do  ;  and  insolence  will  do  good." 

'*  Well,  I  for  one  won't  go,"  adc'ed  Claude  ;  "and  it  will  be  a  bad  day's  work, 
to  the  first  person  who  t  ies  to  take  me," 

*•  Will  it,  indeed  ?"  said  the  officer.  Then  turning  to  his  companion,  he  said,— 
"  Wat  kins,  let's  have  that  one  first." 
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"  All's  right." 

Tliey  both  made  a  rush  at  Claude,  and  stepping  upon  the  treacherous  trap, 
down  they  went  below  the  stage,  calling  out  murder  as  they  proceeded  to  the 
dismal  depths. 

*'  Oh,  dear,"  said  the  manager,  "  that  was  the  trap  for  Ophelia's  grave  !  I  really 
hope  you  are  not  hurt,  gentlemen  ?" 

•*  Help  1— help!" 

"  Coming — coming.  You  ought  to  have  asked  if  all  the  traps  were  right,  you 
ought,  indeed." 

"  We  will  le  off,"  said  Claude,  in  a  whisper  to  the  manager.  ''You  will 
do  us  the  greatest  possible  favour  by  taking  us  to  our  horses  now  at  once.  We 
have  no  time  to  lose.'* 

''This  way." 

Claude  and  his  two  friends  darted  through  a  little  side-door  after  the  manager, 
who  led  them  by  rather  an  intricate  route  to  the  back  of  the  theatre  again.  The 
horses  were  got  out  in  a  few  minutes,  and  Jack  said — 

"  Good  gracious,  are  we  to  go  off  in  this  costume  ?" 

**  I  did  not  think  for  a  moment  of  that,"  said  the  manager.  Come  on,  you 
must  change.  This  way.  And  yet,  I  must  stay  and  mind  the  horses.  It's  the 
Qrat  door  to  the  left." 

*'I'know  the  room,"  said  Claude. 

They  all  three  made  their  way  to  the  dressing-room  where  their  own  clothes 
were,  and  with  a  marvelous  rapidity,  such  as  without  some  extraordinary  im- 
pulse to  urge  them  to  it,  would  have  been  quite  imposfciole,  they  got  lid  of  their 
theatrical  trapping?,  and  resumed  their  own  clothing. 

Ihe  manager,  accustomed  as  he  was  to  stage  dressing,  was  quite  surprised  to 
see  them  so  soon. 

**  You  are  quick,  indeed,"  he  said  ;  "  mount  and  be  off  now,  and  gooi  luck  go 
with  you." 

"  Take  that,"  said  Claude,  as  he  handed  him  a  purse;  '*  take  that,  and  divide 
it  among  your  company  according  to  your  discretion;  and  believe  me,  I  and  my 
two  friends  will  for  ever  feel  grateful  for  the  favour  you  have  done  us  to-day." 

"  Don't  mention  that;  you  will  put  a  meal  into  a  number  of  hungry  stomachs 
by  your  liberality." 

Claude  raised  his  hat,  and  the  three  friends  set  off*  at  a  gallop  through  the  high 
street  of  Guildford,  and  were  soon  clear   of  the  town,   and  in  the  pretty  country 


beyond  it. 


CHAPTER  CCXXVni. 

THE  ROBERRY  OF  THE  PRIVATE  STAGE  COACH,  AND  ITS  RESULT. 

Claude  pulled  up  when  they  had  got  about  two  miles  from  Guildfor(',  and 
bui-st  into  a  loud  laugh,  as  he  said, — 

"  Well,  what  think  you  of  our  Guildford  adventure,  Jack  and  Dick  ?  Was  it 
not  an  amusing  one  ?" 

"  It  was,"  said  Dick  ;  "  I  only  wonder  if  the  officers'  broke  their  necks  down 
that  trap  !     I  never  saw  people  disappear  so  cleanly  in  all  my  life." 

"  I  hope  our  friends,  the  players,  will  not  get  into  any  trouble  upon  our  ac- 
count," said  Jack. 

"  Oh,  no, — that  is  not  at  all  likely,*  said  Dick  ;  **they  will  not  be  forced  to  say 
anything  further  than  what  Claude  told  them.  But  what  do  you  think  of  doing, 
Claude,  now?" 

*'  Why,  of  making  our  way  to  London,  and  doing  the  best  we  can  upon  the 
road." 

"  Agreed,—  I'm  quite  willing.     It  strikes  me  that  we  get  on  capitally  together. 
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I  and  of  the  two,  I  certainly  prefer  this  sort  of  thin^  to  solitude,  which  was  aever 
!  much  in  ray  line." 

"  Nor  in  mine  either."  saiJ  Claude  ;  "and  I  can  say  for  mvself,  and  I  am  sure   ' 

I  can  answer  for  Jack,  that  the  longer  you   think  proper  to  stay  with  us,  the  better  ' 

pleased  we  shaU  be.'" 
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^'1  Yes/'  said  Jack,  "  that's  about  the  fact." 

fif  *'Jr''?  *  ^^''^'  n  ^°'"  .^^'^  ^''^^'  "  '^^^  '^  g''"^^  "^e  "'^  small  pleasure  to  hear 
oi,  lor  1  was  really  at  times  afraid  that  you  mi^ht  cr,t  tiied  of  me  and  wish  me 
trom  you ;  but  now  I  do  think  I  shall  stick  to  vou  a  little  longer.  ^^  here  are  we 
now.  Jack  :  -  o 

"  \\  ell,  we  have  got  into  a  cross-road,  I  rather  think.  ' 

ifo.  in  ~~-  _ 
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''There's  an  inn  a  little  in  advance,  I  suppose,"  said  Claude,  "for  I  can  see 
a  swinging  sign  on  a  tall  post  in  the  road.     Let  us  push  on  and  see  what  it  is." 

They  rode  on,  and  soon  came  to  as  prettily  situated  an  inn  as  could  be  con- 
ceived. One  of  the  most  magnificent  chestnut  trees  they  had  ever  seen  shaded 
the  door,  and  there  were  four  horses  standing  there,  evidently  waiting  for  their 
riders,  who  were  within. 

*'  It's  perhaps  worth  while  to  find  out  who  these'horsemen  are,'*  said  Claude  to 
Dick,  in  a  whisper,  "  Just  hold  ray  horse  while  I  step  into  the  inn  ;  perhaps  I 
may  see  them." 

Claude  was  upon  the  point  of  dismounting^  when  the  riders  came  out  of  the 
inn.  They  were  four  young  men  attired  in  faded  finery,  and  they  assumed  a 
swaggering  gait  that  quite  astonished  Claude.  One  of  them  in  particular,  as  he 
mounted,  hummed  a  song,  the  burthen  of  which  was, — 

"  A  moonlight  night,  a  moon'ight  night, 
And  my  pistols  Iright  and  steady,  0  ! 
'Stand  !  stand  !'  I  cry,  and  without  sob  or  sigh, 
I  pocket  all  their  rowdj,  0  !" 

With  a  whoop  and  a  shout,  the  four  horsemen  then  trotted  off.  Dick  and  Jack 
looked  at  Claude,  and  Claude  looked  at  them  with  surprise,  and  then  Jack  said, — 

"  Why,  Claude,  if  we  don't  look  out,  we  shall  be  robbed  upon  the  highway 
by  these  fellcws." 

"Upon  my  word,"  said  Claude,  ''it  looks  very  like  it.  What,  on  earth,  can 
be  the  meaning  of  it  ?" 

"  And  who  are  they  here  ?"  said  Dick. 

'•  Perhaps  the  landlord  knows  thera.  I  will  go  into  the  inn  as  J  intended,  and 
inquire.     Oh,  here  he  is,  I  suppose." 

At  this  moment,  a  little  corpulent  man,  with  evident  looks  of  alarm,  made  his 
appearance  at  the  inn  door,  and  shading  his  eyes  with  hia  hand,  he  looked  after 
the  four  horsemen,  and  shook  his  head. 

"Hilloa,  landlord!"  said  Claude,  "who  are  those  worthies  that  have  just 
left  your  door  1" 

"  Worthies  do  you  call  them,  sir  ?' 

"  Why,  perhaps  the  term  is  misapplied  ;  but  they  don't  seem  the  most  respect- 
able members  of  society." 

&"  Respectable?     No,   sir.     Oh,  dear,  no.     I  only  hope  I  shall  never  see  them 
at  the  White  Horse  again,  that's  all." 

"  Why,  who  are  they,  then  V* 

'*  I  tell  you  what  it  is,  gentlemen — if  you  are  going  down  the  load,  don't  do  it. 
Don't  do  it.  You  will  be  robbed — robbed,  gentlemen,  and,  for  all  I  know, 
murdered  I"   • 

"  Robbed  and  murdered  ?*' 

"  Yes,  gentlemen  :  indeed  you  will." 
Z,  "  Oh,  you  don't  mean  that,  landlord  ?" 

"  Don't  I  though  I  You  take  a  fooFs  advice,  now,  for  once,  and  stop  at  the 
White  Horse.  Don't  you  go  any  farther,  now,  or  else,  I  assure  you,  gentlemen, 
it  will  be  all  the  worse  for  you.'' 

"  But  why,  landlord  ?" 

The  landlord  looked  right  and  left  to  see  that  no  one  was  listening  to  him,  and 
then  coming  close  up  to  Claude,  he  said,   rvhile  Jack  and  Dick  eagerly  listened — 

"  Did  you  see  that  one,  sir,  that  was  singing  a  bit  of  a  song  V 

**  Yes— yes." 

**And  you  heard  him,  sir,  as  well?  You  took  a  good  look  at  him,  I  hope, 
gentlemen,  so  that  you  might  know  him  again?' 

<•  We  did— we  did," 

"  Then,  gentlemen,  I  can  tell  you  that  that  person  is  neither  more  nor  less 
than — than         "         ^ 

^Who  ?— who?'* 
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"The  celebiated  Claude  Duval,  the  highwayman  !" 

*'  You  don't  suy  so?  '  said  Claude,  making  a  very  great  effort  to  keep  himself 
from  bursting  out  laughin";  in  th  j  corpulent  little  landlord's  face.  '*  You  really 
don't  say  so,  my  honest  friend?" 

"\es,  Ido." 

"  Is  it  possible  ?"  said  both  Dick  and  Jack,  affecting  to  lift  up  their  hands  in 
positive  horror  at  the  idea  of  being  in  such  close  proximity  to  such  a  dreadful  and 
atrocious  character  as  Claude  Duval  the  celebrated  highvi'ayman  was  to  all  in- 
tents and  purposes. 

*'  Yes,"  added  the  landlord,  who  was  quite  gratified  at  the  impression  h© 
thought  he  had  made.  *'  Yes,  that  was  him  ;  and  I  can  tell  you  it  will  take  m^ 
some  time  to  get  over  the  fright.  I  was  told  he  was  upon  this  road,  but  I  didn't 
believe  it—ieastways,  I  didn't  put  myself  out  of  the  way  about  it,  and  only 
laughed  ;  but  now  I'm  all  of  a  shake.     Yes,  gentlemen,  I  am  all  of  a  shake." 

"  And  no  wonder,"  said  Claude.  "  But  how  did  you  come  to  make  the  dis- 
covery, landlord?" 

*'  Why,  you  see,  gentlemen,  first  of  all,  when  they  came  to  the  White  Horse, 
I  thought  they  were  no  good,  so  I  kept  a  sort  of  watch  upon  them — you  under- 
stand, gentlemen  ?  They  ordered  a  bottie  of  wine  ;  and  just  as  I  took  it  in,  I 
heard  one  of  'em  say  to  that  young  fellow  who  was  sing'ng  the  song,  '  Well, 
Duval,  I  hope  we  shall  have  good  luck.'  " 

"Indeed!" 

*'  Yes,  sir.  That's  what  I  heard  ;  and  1  heard  something  else,  too,  and  that 
was,  that  they  were  going  to  stop  Lord  Whiffle." 

"And  who  is  LeV 

"Why,  gentlemen,  he  is  a  nobleman  of  very  great  taste,  indeed,  and  a  very 
nice  man.  He  has  set  up  a  stage-coach  of  his  own,  and  it's  got  up  just  like  any 
other  stage-coach  ;  and  his  lordship  drives  it,  and  people  actually  thmk  it  is  a 
stage-coach  at  times,  and  call  after  it,  and  that's  the  joke,  you  see,  gentlemen/' 

"  A  very  brilliant  one  certainly,"  said  Claude,  "  But  don't  he  ever  take 
passengers?" 

'*  Oh,  yes,  when  he  is  in  a  funny  humour  he  will  take  up  anybody  ;  and  then 
when  they  stop  he  will  say  '  Pray  remember  the  coachman  '  and  that's  a  capital 
joke." 

"  What  an  idiot  he  must  be  !" 

"An  idiot,  sir?" 

"  Yes.  Why  don't  his  friends  put  kirn  into  some  asylum  for  the  weak-minded  ? 
But  that  is  their  affair,  not  ours.  Do  you  really  think  that  Claude  Duval  intends 
to  attack  his  lordship's  coach  ?" 

**I  am  sure  of  it,  sir;  and  1  stron|j;ly  advise  you,  gentlemen,  to  stop  here 
till  the  affair  is  over,  for  you  don't  know  what  mischief  may  come  of  it.  1  have 
heard  that  that  Duval  is  a  most  desperate  fellow." 

"  So  have  I.  But  our  business  will  not  permit  us  to  stop.  So  we  must  take 
our  chances  on  the  road.     What  has  b's  lordship's  coach  upon  it,  landlord  ?" 

"Nothing  at  all,  gentlemen.  You  would  know  it  in  a  moment  if  you  saw  it, 
for  there  is  no  reading  on  it  at  all.  It's  quite  a  plain  coach ;  and  sometimes, 
w^hen  somebody  hails  it,  and  his  lordship  stops,  he  says,  '  What  do  you  want  ?' 
and  the  person  says,  *  Where  are  you  going  to,  coachman  %'  and  he  says,  '  Where- 
ever  you  see  it  written  on  the  coach  panels ;'  and  then  the  person  looks  and, 
looks,  and  can't  see  anythii)g,  and  that's  another  of  his  lordship's  jokes.  You 
understand  ?" 

"  Oh,  it's  easily  understandable,  and  I  really  cannot  say  which  of  his  lordship's 
jokes  is  the  most  admirable.  Good-day,  landlord  :  we  are  much  obliged  to  you 
for  your  information/ 

They  trotted  off,  and  the  landlord  looked  after  them,  shaking  his  head,  and 
prophesying  that  they  would  come  to  their  deaths  if  they  met  with  Claude 
Duval. 
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When  they  had  got  some  distance  from  the  inn,  Claude  pulled  up,  and  turning 
to  Dick  and  Jack,  he  said — 

'*  Can  either  of  you  give  a  likely  explanation  of  this  affair  ?  What,  on  earth, 
can  it  all  mean  V 

*'  The  only  thing  I  can  think  of,"  cried  Dick,  *' is  that  some  fellows  have  taken 
to  the  road  aud  have  adopted  your  name,  Claude,  as  a  means  of  making  the 
business  more  profitable  than  probably  it  otherwise  would  be." 

'*Yes,"  said  Jack,  "  that  must  be  it." 

**  Well,"  said  Claude,  ''it's  about  the  only  explanation  that  presents  itself  of 
the  affair  ;  but  I  am  not  going  to  put  up  with  it  quietly,  I  can  assure  them. 
What  I  do,  I  will  stand  the  consequences  and  the  repute  of;  but  I  am  not  going 
to  let  another  bring  disgrace  upon  raj  name  and  my  courage,  by  insane  proceed- 
ings on  the  road." 

*'  Let  us  after  them,"  said  Dick,  "and  convince  them  that  it  is  rather  dan- 
gerous to  travel  with  such  an  alias.  They  cannot  have  got  very  far  by  this  time, 
and  we  are  better  mounted  than  they,  for  I  took  a  good  look  at  their  horses,  and 
I  will  engage  that  ours  could  beat  ihcm  all  to  pieces  at  actual  work." 

"Come  on,  then." 

Duval  was  rather  in  a  state  of  aggravation  at  the  idea  that  the  person  vthom 
he  had  seen  should  adopt  his  name.  !t  was  really  a  species  of  arrogance  that  he 
was  hardly  prepared  for;  and  probably  if  the  jocose  young  man  who  had  sung 
the  verse  of  the  highwayman's  song  at  the  inn-door  had  come  suddenly  in  his  way, 
Claude  would  have  made  him  repent  most  bitterly  the  assumption  of  the  cha- 
racter that  did  not  belong  to  him. 

-J'ortunately  for  that  individual,  however,  he  did  not  happen  to  come  in  the  way 
of  Claude,  and  aftir  about  ?i  mile's  gallop  down  the  road,  Jack  raised  hionself 
in  his  stirrups  and  said— 

**  A  coach  !     A  coach  1"  i; 

*'  Which  way,  Jack  ;" 

**  Coming  on  to  meet  us.    There,  don't  you  see  itV 

*'  Ah,  yes,  I  do — and,  by  George,  there  are  the  very  four  fellows  we  saw  at  the 
inn.     Look  at  them  Dick.     They  ore  th^m." 

The  three  friends  i  ow  stopped  and  drew  aside,  so  that  they  vrere  very  much 
in  the  shadow  of  some  tall  trees  that  grew  close  to  the  road-side,  and  from  that 
spot  they  were  the  witnesses  to  about  as  curious  and  amusing  a  scene  as  they  had 
ever  witnessed. 

t  The  coach  they  had  no  sort  of  difficulty  in  deciding  to  be  that  of  the  facetious 
iiobleman  who,  in  so  very  small  a  way,  thought  himself  so  very  jocular,  for  it  was 
quite  plain,  as  the  landlord  of  the  White  Horse  had  described  it  to  be,  and  no 
one  was  upon  it  but  the  apparent  coachman,  and  a  lad  behind  in  a  red  coat,  who 
played  the  part  of  a  guard.  Coming  after  this  coach,  which  was  drawn  by  four 
horses,  came  the  personages  who  had  been  seen  at  the  inn  door,  one  of  whom 
gave  himself  out  to  be  Claude  Duval.  A  most  amusing  race  took  place,  until  a 
pistol  shot  was  fired  by  one  the  horsemen,  and  then  his  lordship  immediately 
pulled  up. 

The  four  horsemen  galloped  up  in  a  moment.  One  of  them  went  to  the  beads 
of  the  two  leading  horses,  and  held  them  until  the  others  surrounded  the  coach. 
The  distance  was  too  great  to  hear  what  was  said  ;  but  the  conduct  of  his  lord- 
ship was  the  best  joke  of  all. 

He  dropped  the  reins,  and  scrambled  on  to  the  roof  of  the  coach,  where  he  got 
upon  his  knees,  and  in  the  most  abject  manner  imaginable,  held  up  his  joined 
hands  in  the  attitude  of  prayer.  Tne  lad  in  the  red  coatfroUed  out  of  the  little 
dickey  at  the  back  of  the  coach,  and  lay  flat  upon  his  back  in  the  road. 

♦'  I  should  like  wondt^rfully,"  said  Claude,  '*  to  hear  what  they  all  say.  Can 
we  not  get  a  little  closer  V* 

*'  Yes,  easily,"  said  Jack.  *'  Let  us  get  through  this  gate.  The  meadow  con- 
tinues all  the  way  to  the  sj*ot  of  the  encounter,  parallel  with  the  road,  and  if  we 
lead  our  horses,  I  don't  think  it  is  possible  that  we  can  be  seen." 
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"  Come  on,  then,  at  once." 

The  gate  to  which  Jack  had  alluded  was  close  at  hand,  and  they  soon  opened 
it,  and  parsed  through  into  the  meadow.  Dismounting,  then,  they  led  their  horses 
along  the  silent  turf,  and  in  a  few  naoinents  were  exactly  opposite  to  the  scene  of 
the  encounter,  and  only  hidden  fronn  observation  by  a  clay  hank,  with  a  thick  set 
hedge  at  tUe  top  of  it. 

The  noble  lord,  who  was  so  very  facetious,  was  pleading  for  his  life.  The 
four  highwaymen  had  crape  n^asks  on,  that  concealed  the  upper  portion  ef  their 
faces  completely,  and  they  had  pistols  in  their  hands,  with  which  they  made  a 
great  deal  of  unnecessary  flourishing,  to  the  immense  terror  ©f  his  Lordship  of 
Whiffle. 

*'  Oh,  spare  my  life,  gentlemen,"  he  said,  "spare  my  life.  I  will  give  you  all 
my  money  if  you  will  be  so  good  as  to  spare  ray  life.  I  don't  mean  any  harno,  I 
assure  you,  Mr.  Highwayman." 

*•  Are  you  Lord  Whiffle  ?"   cried  one. 

*'  Yes,  sir,  if  you  please.     Oh,  have  mercy  upon  me." 

"  Did  you  not  say  in  St.  James's  Street  only  yesterday,  that  you  defied  all  the 
highwaymen  in  England  to  rob  you?" 

♦*0h,  dear,  no,  sir,  yoa  are  quite  mistaken;  I  only  said  I  hoped  they  would 
be  so  good  as  not  to  step  me,  thai  was  all,  sir  ;  but  I  am  quite  willing  to  be 
robbed,  indeed,  I  am,  sir." 

'*  Do  you  know  that  I  am  Claude  Duval  ?" 

**  Oh — oh — oh !  I  was  told  you  were  upon  the  road,  sir,  but  I  did  not  know 
you,  esir.     I  have  some  money,  sir ;  and  I  only  ask  for  my  life  !'* 


CHAPTER  CCXXIX. 

0LA.UDB    ROBS    THE   THIEVES — AND    MAKES    A    LITTLE    DISCOVERY. 

The  abject  manner  in  which  Lord  Whiffle  begged  and  prayed  for  his  life  ex- 
cited both  the  amusement  and  the  indignation  of  Claude  and  his  companions. 

'*  Is  it  not  monstrous,"  said  Claude,  **  to  hear  a  fellow  set  such  store  by  his 
paUry  existence,  that  he  will  whine  and  weep  in  such  a  way  as  that  about  it  V 

"  It  is  contemptible  enough,"  said  Jack  ;  "  but  then,  you  must  bear  in  mind, 
that  he  is  a  lord,  and,  of  course,  a  legislator  for  his  country,  and  loves  to 
spend  the  taxes  that  the  people  are  fools  enough  to  pay ;  therefore,  his  life  is  of 
more  importance  than  that  of  any  ordinary  person." 

"  Precisely,"(said  Dick.  "  But  do  listen  to  them.  It  is  as  good  as  a  play.  I 
am  much  amused." 

"  Oh,  then,"  cried  the  fellow  who  played  the  part  of  Duval,  "you  have  some 
money  with  you  ?'* 

"  Yes,  dear,  sir,  I  have,"  whimpered  his  lordship  ;  '*  and  it  is  all  at  your  service. 
I  have  no  objection,  likewise,  to  draw  you  a  cheque  if  you  will|be  pleased  to  accej^ 
of  it,  and  if  you  will  only  spare  my  life — I  assure  you  I  never  did  much  harm. 

**  Why,  I  suppose,  to  tell  the  truth,  you  are  stupid  ?' 

**  Yes.  gentlemen,  if  you  please,  I  rather  think  1  am." 

*•  Oh,  very  well.  In  that  case,  then,  we  will  only  rob  yen  ;  and  you  will,  I  hope, 
remember  for  the  longest  day  you  have  to  live,  meeting  with  Claude  Duval  upon 
the  high-road." 

"  Oh,  yes  ;  thank  you,  sir,  I  shall  remember  it,  and  anything  else  you  may  be  go 
good  as  to  require  of  me.*  ,  , 

"  Wei),  since  you  are  so  submissive,  give  up  your  purse ;  and  write  the  cheque 
you  speak  of.     Here  is  a  pencil  and  paper  ;  let  it  be  for  five  hundred  pounds.  * 

*'  Five  hundred  pounds  ?  Oh,  dear — oh,  dear  !'* 

"  Very  good.    You  don't  like  it,  and  between  you  and  me,  I  don't  think  your 
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life  is  worth  one  half  the  money.  If  you  will  just  hold  your  hea*!  a  little  on  one  ! 
side  so  that  I  may  get  the  barrel  of  the  pistol  into  your  ear,  I  will  blow  your  brains  ! 
out  in  a  moment  as  comfortably  as  possible."  ; 

"  The  Lord  have  mercy  upon  me  !  I  will  write  the  cheque  at  once,  I  will,  in-  ' 
deed.  Oh,  dear,  it's  more  even  than  my  coach  cost ;  it  is,  indeed  ;  but  anything  ' 
to  oblige  you,  sir.     Excuse  its  being  a  little  shaky,  but  it  will  be  all  right,  sir."      ; 

*'  Are  we  going  to  put  up  with  this  ?"  ?aid  Dick.  | 

**  Not  exactly,*'  said  Claude.  *'  1  propose  that  we  let  this  little  affair  proceed, 
and  when  his  lordship  is  fairly  robbed  and  those  fellows  have  left  him,  we  will  be 
after  them  quickly."  ; 

"  Agreed."  .  ! 

Poor,  miserable  Lord  Whiffle  shook  so  that  it  was  far  from  being  an  easy  mat-  : 
ter  with  him  to  write  the  cheque  tbat  was  proposed  to  him  ;  but  he  did  get  through 
it  in  some  sort  of  fashion  ;  and  having  surrendered   his  purse,  his  watch,  and  his 
rings  to  the  sham  Claude  Duval,  he  with  a  groan  said,  I 

*'  I  humbly  suppose,  sir,  that  now  I  may  go  ?"  j 

"Why,   yes,    I    don't    see   anything   particular  to  stop  you  r.ow,   my  Lord 
Whiffle,  and  it  is  only  to  be  hoped  that   you  won't  deny  at  your  club  in  London  ! 
that  you  have  been  robbed  on  the  highway  by  Claude  Duval,  that  is  all." 

"  Oh,  dear  no.     Anything  you  like,  sir.     I  won't  deny  anything." 

**  Go  back,  then,  on  your  road,  for  if  you  come  in  the  direction  we  are  going, 
we  shall  be  under  the  disagreeable  necessity  of  blowing  your  brains  out,  notwith- 
standing all  promises  to  the  contrary." 

Lord  Whifflle  was  as  submissive  as  any  human  being  could  possibly  be,  and 
turning  his  horses'  head  towards  Guilford  again,  he  went  off  at  a  irot,  shaking  so 
as  he  did,  that  the  horses,  no  doubt,  wondered  who  was  jerking  at  the  reins  in  such 
an  odd  fashion.  But  no  sooner  had  his  lordship  got  to  a  distance  that  made  him 
out  of  ear  shot,  than  the  four  highwayman  burst  into  an  uproarious  peal  of 
laughter,  and  saemed  so  delighted  with  the  success  of  the  adventure,  that  they 
could  hardly  sit  their  horses. 

*'lt's  capital,"  said  one,  in  a  very  effeminate  tone  of  voice.  "  It's  capital! 
How  much  money  have  you  got  out  of  him  altogether,  Tom.  Let's  count  it  over 
at  once." 

"Oh,  it's  a  good  lot.  But  let  us  get  off" to  London  now  as  quickly  as  we  can 
possibly  do  so.    We  will  all  go  to  my  lodgings,  and  make  merry  upon  the  occasion. 

*'  That  will  do— come  on." 

They  set  off  at  a  pleasant  kind  of  trot,  and  Claude,  as  he  looked  at  his  two 
frierids,  said — 

*' Well,  I  think  that  they  take  thir^gs  coolly,  don't  they  ?" 

"  They  do,  indeed,  said  Jack.  **  But  you  don't  mean  to  let  them  go  off  in  that 
way,  Claude?" 

"Not,  exactly.  Let  .us  get  into  the  road,  and  he  off  after  them,  directly. 
A  stern  chase,  as  they  say  at  sea,  is  a  long  cb&se,}and  it  won't  do  to  let  them  get 
too  far  ahead." 

"  Certainly  not,  and  here  is  a  gap  in  the  licdge,'  quite  convenient  to  get  the 
horses  through.  Come  on.  Hear  we  are  in  the  high-road,  and  by  this  time  they 
must  be  a  mile  off." 

'•  Which  it  will  take  a  good  canter  of  three  to  make  up,"  said  Jack,  "  so  it  is  no 
use  playing  at  it." 

•'  Off  we  go,"  said  Claude,  as  he  put  his  horse  to  speed,  and  in  a  moment  the 
whole  three  of  them  were  going  at  a  pace  along  the  road  that  promised  rapidly  to 
diminish  the  distance  between  them  and  the  party  they  pursued. 

Claude,  by  dint  of  raising  his  voice  and  speaking  very  slowly,  managed  to  carry 
on  a  sort  of  conversation  with  his  two  friends,  notwithstanding  the  difficulty  of 
doing  so  at  the  pace  they  were  going  at. 

'♦  1  have  thouoht,"  he  said,  *'  of  a  way  of  managing  the  affair,  which  will  afford 
us  no  small  share  of  amusement,  as  well  as  terrifying  the  party  we  are  in 
pursuit  of." 
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*•  How  will  you  do  it  ?"  said  Dick, 
•  *'  In  the  first  place,  let  us  rob  them  cf  all  tiieir  plunder,  and  of  all  their  own 
cash  likewise,  if  they  have  any  ;  and  then  we  can  easily  find  some  spot  where  we 
can  alter  our  appearance,  and  come  upon  them  as  officers  of  justice,  and  give 
them  into  custody  for  the  robbery  on  Lord  Whiifle,  By  that  means  we  shall 
clear  the  road  of  them.*' 

"  It  will,  indeed." 

"  What  say  you,  Jack — will  that  suit  ?" 

"  Excellently  well ;  anc  there  are  our  men  in  advance  of  us ;  don't  you  see  them, 
Claude,  down  in  the  hollow,  there  ? —  and  they  don't  seem  to  be  at  all  alarmed/' 

"  Not  they,  indeed.  Why,  I  do  believe  tkey  see  us,  and  are  waiting  for  us. 
Perhaps  they  think  they  will  have  some  more  booty.  That  would  be  a  rich  thing 
if  we  were  to  be  stopped  on  the  highway,  after  all,'* 

'*  Rather  so/'  said  Dick.     "  Let  us  try  it." 

They  galloped  on  now,  and  sure  eaough,  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  in  advance, 
they  found  the  four  horsemen  who  robbed  Lord  Whiffle  goin  g  on  at  an  easy 
trot,  and  conversing  together  as  if  nothing  were  at  all  amiss.  Twice  or  thrice  some 
of  them  half  turned,  and  looked  rather  steadily  at  Claude  and  his  friends  ;  but 
they  did  not  stop. 

"Jack,"  said  Claude,  ''you  stand  a  few  feet  behind  us,  and  prevent  them 
from  escaping  that  way,  while  Dick  and  I  ride  past  them,  and  then  suddenly  turn 
upon  them.'  i^ 

"  That  will  do,**  said  Jack. 

This  little  manoeuvre  was  executed  in  a  few  moments.  Jack,  with  a  pistol  in 
his  hand,  halted,  and  Claude  and  Dick  rode  past  the  party  about  tweaty  paces, 
and  then  suddenly  turning  face  to  face  with  them,  Claude  cried — 

"  Stand  !     For  your  lives,  stand  I'* 

The  four  horsemen  immediately  drew  up  in  some  confusionj  bustling  against 
each  other  as  they  did  so  in  the  surprise  of  the  moment,  and  one  of  them  uttered 
quite  a  scream  of  alarm,  which  was  truly  ludicrous  to  hear. 

*'Now,  sirs,"  said  Claude,  "I  will  trouble  you  for  your  money  and  other 
valuables,  if  you  please.  It  is  all  the  same  to  us  whether  you  provoke  us  to  blow 
your  brains  out  first  or  not ;  but  that  is  a  matter  for  your  own  consideration 
quite." 

"  Murder  !'*  cried  one. 

"As  you  please,  gentlemen.    As  you  please.*' 

Two  of  the  party  turned  their  horses*  heads  appareaty  to  seek  safety  in  flight, 
but  there  was  Jack  with  a  huge  horse-pistol  in  his  hand,  and  they  saw  that  their 
case  was  hopeless.  Claude  dashed  up  to  the  young  man  who  had  passed  him-' 
self  off  as  Claude  Duval,  and  laying  a  hand  upon  his  collar,  said  to  him — 

"  Now,  sir,  oblige  me  bv  felling  me  who  you  are  ?" 

**I--I?     Who  I  am?"' 

"  Yes.  If  you  have  any  courage  in  you,  you  will  try  to  do  a  little  credit  to  the 
name  you  have  assumed.  Are  you,  or  are  you  not  Claude  Duval,  the  highway- 
man ?" 

"  On  dear,  no  !     I  am  not." 

"  Yes  you  are,  for  you  have  only  recently  announced  yourself  to  be  such ;  and 
as  I  was  always  under  an  impression  that  that  was  my  name,  I  felt  just  a  little 
confounded  at  hearing  that  there  were  two  of  us.*' 

"  Oh,  have  mercy  upon  me  !     It  was  all  a  joke." 

"  Rather  a  practical  one  though,  I  should  think.  But  we  are  disappointed. 
We  did  think  that  you  would  have  had  the  courage  to  defend  yourselves,  and 
then  there  might  have  been  a  little  sport  ;  bat  this  is  a  very  lame  affair  indeed.'' 

*'  But  we  don't  want  to  be  killed,"  said  one  of  the  party,  in  a  voice  that  made 
Claude  and  Dick  laugh. 

*'  Come,"  added  Claude  ;  *'  your  money  and  valuables  at  once.  We  are  not 
accustomed  to  delays." 

The  whole  four  horsemen  gave  up,  not  only  the  money  they  had  received  from 
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Lord  Whiffle,  but  a  considerable  sum  of  their  own,  as  well  as  a  gold  watch  that 
each  of  thera  had,  so  that  upon  the  whole,  Claude  and  his  friends  were  very  well 
pleased  with  their  day's  work. 

**Now,"  said  Claude,  let  me  advise  you,  by  all  means,  if  you  try  the  road 
again,  not  to  name  yourselves  by  any  names  but  your  own  ;  or  if  you  must  adopt 
one,  don't  let  it  be  mine,  for  the  only  thing  I  would  say  nothing  about,  were  you 
to  personify  me,  would  be  if  you  were  to  be  hanged.' 

*'  And  that  you  may  be  as  soon  as  you  like,"  said  Dick. 

The  four  horsemen  looked  about  as  silly  as  they  possibly  could,  and  the  rueful 
manner  in  which  they  regarded  each  other,  was  most  parJcularly  comic,  goioe: 
far  to  disarm  Claude  of  the  rage  that  he  naturally  enough  felt  against  theai  at 
their  assumption  of  his  name  on  the  road. 

*'  Good  day,"  he  said  ;  "  perhaps  you  will  remember  us  in  your  prayers,  and 
you  may  consider  yourselves  well  off  to  escape  as  you  have  done.  It's  only, 
you  know,  the  highwayman  robbing  the  highwayman;  and  as  we  have  the  most 
right  to  Claude  Duval's  booty,  we  consider  that  what  we  have  taken  from  you, 
we  have  quite  honestly  come  by." 

The  discomfited  robbers  of  Lord  Whiffle  made  no  reply  to  this.  It  was  quite 
evident  that  whatever  joke  Claude  Duval  and  his  friends  found  in  the  transaction, 
they  could  see  none  whatever  ;  and  with  the  most  ludicrously  chop-fallen  looks 
in  the  world,  they  saw  all  their  plunder  taken  away. 

"  Now  for  Oxford !"  said  Claude,  on  purpose  to  give  the  four  discomfited 
men  an  idea  that  they  would  not  again  see  them,  and  away  the  friends  went  at  a 
gallop,  which  they  did  not  in  the  least  abate  until  they  got  to  a  turn  of  the  road 
which  hid  them  from  observation.   ,,^,^;^^  n 

If  his  life  had  depended  upon  his  preserving  silence,  Claude  could  not  V.ave  pre- 
vented himself  from  stopping  to  laugh  ;  and  in  a  shout  of  merriment,  he  showed 
how  much  he  had  been  amused  at  the  discomfiture  of  the  four  robbers  of  Lord 
Whiffle. 

"Did  you  ever,"  he  said,  *'  in  all  your  life,  come  across  such  absolute  cowards 
as  they  were  ?" 

**  Never,"  said  Dick,  "  except  Lord  Whiffle,  who  I  verily  believe  would  have 
conquered  them  all  if  he  had  had  the  courage  to  flourish  his  whip  at  them  only.  Such 
fellows  as  that  are  enough  to  bring  discredit  upon  our  profession,  and  yet  they 
must  have  been  tolerably  successful,  for  they  had  means,  and  were  well  dressed," 

"  They  may  well  be  successful,"  said  Claude,  "  when  they  meet  with  greater 
cowards  than  they  are  themselves.* 

•'That's  about  it,"  said  Jack;  "  but  do  you  intend  still  to  persevere  in  perse- 
cuting them,  Claude?'* 

"  Do  I  ?  Yes,  Jack,  I  do,  indeed.  It  will  be  the  finest  fun  in  the  world  now 
to  take  them  into  custody.  Let  us  dismount  in  this  quiet  spot,  and  make  such 
alterations  in  our  costume  as  we  can,  so  as  to  look  [as  like  officers  as  possible. 
We  have  seen  enough  of  that  sort  O;  gentry,  I  think,  to  be  able  to  imitate  them 
pretty  well," 

"We  ought,"  said  Jack. 

The  vallise  which  Jack  had  at  the  back  of  his  saddle,  held  quite  an  astonishing 
number  of  articles  in  a  small  compass  ;  and  as  they  were  all  skilfully  got  up  for 
the  express  purpose  of  disguise,  there  was  no  great  difficulty  in  accomplishing  the 
object  that  Claude  had  in  view. 

When  they  all  put  on  brown  wigs  of  quite  a  different  colour  to  their  natural 
hair,  and  made  a  few  alterations  in  their  costume,  among  which  was  the  placing 
a  red  handkerchief  just  within  each  of  their  coats  in  such  a  way  as  to  lead  im- 
mediately to  the  idea  that  they  had  red  waistcoats,  .they  looked^  as  .like 
officers  as  they  possibly  could. 

««  Have  you' that  little  gilt  staff.  Jack,"  said  Claude,  "that  we  borrowed  of  a 
iellow  once  who  thought  he  would  be  clever  enough  to  frighten  us  with  it  V 

"  Yes,  Claude,  here  it  is." 
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Jack  produced  an  officer's  staff  with  i:s  little  gilt  crown  at  the  end  of  it,  and 
Claude  put  it  in  his  pocket,  saying  —  * 

'•If  that  don't  frighten  them  a  little,  I  don't  know  what  will,  for  they  seem 
just  the  sort  to  be  terrified  at  it.  And  now  let  us  go  after  them  again  just  as 
quickly  as  we  can.  This  will  be  better  sport  than  before,  though  not  so  profit- 
able perhaps."  ^ 


THE  THREE  FRIENDS  DISCOVER  THE  COINER  IN  THE  OLD  GRANGE. 

CHAPTER  CCXXX. 

DUVAL  AND  HIS  FRIENDS  VENTURE  A  LITTLE  TOO  FAR. 

The  four  horsemen,  in  their  intense  chagrin  at  beinw  so  effectually  robbed  of 
what  they  had  so  easily  got  from  the  fears  of  Lord  Whiffle,  did  not  seem  to  have 
spirit  enough  left  in  them  to  gallop,  although  they  were  well-mounted  ;  and  by 
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the  time  Claude  and  Uis  two  friends  had  gone  a  couple  of  miles,  they  saw  them 
a  little  in  advance  upon  the  wood. 

"  They  will  not  recognise  ns/'  said  Dick  to  Jack  ;  "do  you  think  that  "we  are 
quite  safe  in  that  way  i"" 

"  I  do  ;  there  is  but  one  chance  against  us." 

<•  What  is  that,  Jack?"  said  Claude;  "Nr^hat  chance  is  that  that  you  con- 
sider to  be  against  us  ?" 

"  Why,  just  think,  if  they  had  taken  a  good  look  at  our  horses,  they  would  know 
them  again  ;  but  I  think  they  were  in  too  much  of  a  fright  to  know  whether  we 
were  mounted  on  blue,  black,  or  gray  steeds." 

"  That  is  my  opinion,"  said  Claude.  '*  You  may  depend  upon  it,  that  in  the 
state  of  mind  they  were  in,  they  were  totally  incapable  of  coming  to  any  con- 
clusion of  that  sort." 

"  There,"  said  Dick,  "  they  are  looking  at  us  now,  and,  behold !  they  have  come 
to  a  stand-still ;  perhaps  they  think  they  will  yet  retrieve  this  day's  work  by  a 
good  booty,  and  they  mean  to  stop  us.  Let  us  push  on —this  will  be  capital  sport."' 

"Prepare  your  pistols,."  said  Claude.  "I  will  call  upon  them  to  surrender 
in  the  king's  name,  and  we  will  take  them  on  to  Ealing,  and  have  them  pat  in  the 
lock-up  there  for  the  robbery  on  Lord  Whiffle.     Forward!  forward!' 

He  dashed  on,  and  Dick  and  Jack  followed  him  closely.  The  four  horsemen 
had  drawn  up  together  in  the  centre  of  the  road,  and  looked  rather  panic- 
stricken  at  this  sudden  charge.  It  was  quite  evident  that  there  was  no  recogni- 
tion of  our  three  adventurers  by  the  party,  Claude  rode  close  up  to  them,  and 
producing  the  little  gilt  staff,  he  called, — 

"  Surrender,  you  ruffians,  surrender  !  Id  the  king's  name,  I  call  upon  you  to 
surrender  :  you  are  our  prisoners." 

The  four  horsemen  looked  at  each  other  with  dismay  upon  their  countenances. 

«'  Forward,  my  lads,  and  seize  them  !"  added  Claude;  "  they  are  desperate  high- 
waymen, and  one  of  them'  is  the  notorious  Claude  Duval.  There  will  be  a 
capital  reward  for  seizing  him.  Shoot  them  at  once  if  they  resist ;  we  must  have 
them  dead  or  alive." 

"  Stop  !  oh,  stop  \"  cried  one  of  the  party  ;  *'  we  don't  at  all  resist.  It  is  all  a 
mistake." 

"  Oh,  dear,  no  I"  said  Claude,  "  it  is  no  mistake.  Lord  Whiffle  is  raising  the 
country  on  account  of  a  robbery  upon  him  by  four  highwaymen,  one  of  whom 
is  Claude  Duval,  and  you  are  the  man." 

"  7he  devil  he  is  I"  cried  Dick. 

Dick  and  Jack  presented  their  pistols  at  the  head  of  the  party,  and  Claude 
flourished  his  staff  after  the  most  approved  constable-like  fashion. 

The  quietest  and  oldest  of  the  party  now,  in  a  loud  voice,  said — 

"My  friends,  this  affair  is  getting  too  troublesome  and  serious,  and  it  is  time, 
now  that  we  have  encountered  the  oflScers  of  justice,  that  we  should  really  explain 
who  and  what  we  are.'* 

"  Oh,  we  know  well  enough,'*  said  Claude. 

"No,  you  don't,"  contmued  the  speaker.  "Is  it  agreeable  to  you  all,  my 
friends,  that  I  tell  the  exact  truth  to  the  officers  ?" 

«<  Yes — yes,"  they  all  said,  and  one  of  them  was  actually  crying  and  whimper- 
ing, much  to  the  disgust  of  Claude,  who  said —  ^ 

"  Why,  you  cowardly  rascal,  you  are  not  fit  to  rob  a  cat  on  the  highway." 

"  It's  of  no  use  disguising  the  matter,"  said  one.     "  That  is  a  young  lady  I" 

'*  A  young  lady  ?* 

*'  Yes.  The  fact  is,  we  are  all  gentlemen,  except  Miss  Kitty  Juniper  there, 
who  is — a — a  kind  of  lady,  you  see.'^ 

"Oh,"  said  Claude,  "  I  understand.*' 

"  None  of  your  nonsense,  Tom,'*  said  the  lady,  "  or  I'll  lay  my  horsewhip 
about  your  back." 

"Come— come,  Kitty,  be  quiet.  You  know  you  can  lose  nothing  by  tte 
affair." 
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**  My  virtue,"  said  Kitty.     "  Think  of  that.  * 

They  all  three  burst  out  into  a  laugh  as  Kitty  said  those  words,  and  she  got  so 
desperate,  that  with  a  little  riding-whip  she  had  with  her,  she  began  cutting 
about  in  all  directions,  until  Dick  stopped  and  disarmed  her,  and  quickly 
tied  her  hands  behind  her  back,  saying,  as  he  did  so — 

**  Your  name  may  be  Kitty,  for  all  I  know  to  the  contrary ;  but  I  daresay  you 
are  Claude  Duval's  Kitty,  and  you  will  be  hanged  for  the  robbery  along  with  the 
rest." 

"Not  a  doubt  of  it,"  said  Claude. 

"But  I  tell  you,"  said  the  oldest  of  the  three  gentlemen — "I  tell  you,  Mr. 
Officer,  that  it  is  all  a  sham.  We  three  gentlemen  belong  to  the  same  club  with 
Lord  Whiffle  ;  and  only  a  few  days  ago  he  was  boasting,  as  the  discour-e  had 
turned  upon  highwaymen,  that  a  dozen  of  them  should  not  rob  him;  so  we  made 
a  wager  with  three  other  men  in  the  club  that  we  would  stop  Whiffle  on  the 
road,  and  rob  him,  and  frighten  him  out  of  his  life  almost." 

"And  who  are  you?"  said  Claude. 

''I  am  the  Honourable  John  Ilatchley— that  is,  Lord  Tom  Titherleigh,  and  that 
is  Mr.  Lorimer,  the  M.P.,  and  this  is  Kitty  Juniper,  a  lady  who — who— a-hem  !" 

*'0h,  vengeance!'*  said  Kitty.  "This  is  the  way  a  delicate  young  creature 
is  to  have  her  character  taken  away,  just  because,  for  a  mere  frolic,  she  puts  on  a 
pair  ot  what-do-you-call- 'ems,  and  comes  out  on  horseback  for  a  bit  of  fun." 

*'  Never  mind,"  said  Claude.  *'  Bring  them  along.  Character  vton'X.  matter 
when  you  come  to  the  gallows." 

"But,  good  gracious,"  cried  Kitty,  '*  don't  you  hear  that  they  ate  gentlemen, 
you  stupid  man  ?" 

••  Yes,  I  hear,"  said  Claude  ;  "  but  I  didn't  believe  one  word  of  it.  I  believe 
that  ene  of  you  is  Claude  Duval,  and  that  the  other  two  are  two  notorious 
rascals  ;  and  you,  Kitty,  I  believe,  are  quite  a  mild,  inoffensive  young  creature, 
who  will  be  banged,  as  sure  as  fate." 

"  Well,"  said  Kitty,  *'  I  should  only  like  to  have  the  chance  of  scratching  your 
ugly  eyes  out,  that  I  should." 

*^But,  officers,"  cried  another  of  the  gentlemen,  "we  beg  to  assure  you,  upon 
our  words  of  honour,  that " 

*'Hold  your  tongue,"  said  Claude.  «<  We  have  had  quite  enough  of  your 
assurance.  We  are  too  old  birds  to  be  taken  by  such  nonsense,  as  you  being 
gentlemen.  We  know  gentlemen  when  we  see  them,  and  w«  know  highwaymen 
likewise ;  so  it's  of  no  use  your  saying  anything  now  about  it.  We  know 
what  you  are,  and  that  you  will  all  swing  for  the  highway  robbery  upon  my  Lord 
Whiffle,  who  defended  himself  for  a  whole  hour  agamst  you,  as  he  says." 

"  Oh,  oh  !"  cried  they  all  at  thii.  "  Why,  he  begged  for  his  life  in  the  most 
abject  manner." 

*'  Now  only  listen  to  these  rascals,"  cried  Claude ;  "  they  have  the  coolness  to 
admit  the  robbery." 

"  Of  course  we  do;  I  told  you  that  before." 

"  Bring  them  along,  then— bring  them  along.  Oh,  the  villains  ! — to  try  and 
persuade  us  they  are  gentlemen,  and  only  did  it  for  a  jokC}!  The  law  don't  un- 
derstand joking,  and  no  doubt  Lord  Whiffle  wUl  be  able  to  swear  to  them  all." 

"  Now,  get  on,"  said  Dick. 

"  Come,  move,"  cried  Jack. 

The  four  gentlemen,  for  such  indeed  they  were,  and  had  given  their  real 
names,  found  that  there  was  no  resource  but  submission,  and  they  trotted  gloomily 
on  in  charge  ot,  the  sham  officers  ;  but  Kitty  Juniper,  although  her  hands  were 
tied,  made  such  liberal  use  of  her  tongue,  that  it  was  perfectly  stunning.  She 
called  Claude  and  his  two  friends  all  the  dreadful  names  she  could  think  of,  and 
abused  her  own  friends  for  bringing  her  into  such  trouble  as  she  was  then  in. 

"  It's  quite  enough,"  said  Claude,  *'  to  set  the  question  at  rest  about  whether 
you  are  gentlemen  or  not,  to  hear  this  woman.  No  gentlemen  could  possibly 
have  such  a  person  in  their  company." 
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'*  Your  reproach  is  just  enough,"  said  one,  "  and  when  we  get  out  of  this 
scrape,  she  won't  find  that  her  conduct  has  done  her  any  good.  We  knew  she 
was  a  little  violent,  but  we  did  not  quite  expect  to  find  her  what  she  is.  You 
will  find  your  mistake  about  us  when  wc  can  send  for  our  friends." 

"Oh,  dear,  no/'  said  Claude,  putting  on  a  look  of  extreme  stolidity;  "  oh, 
dear,  no,  not  at  all ;  I  suppose  you  are  Claude  Duval?" 

The  unfoitunate  jokers,  finding  that  it  was  all  in  vain  to  say  anything,  lapsed 
into  silence,  and  the  whole  party  proceeded  at  a  brisk  trot  till  they  came  to 
Ealing,  and  Claude  led  the  way  to  the  lock-up  in  that  village. 

The  news  that  four  highwaymen  had  been  taken  and  brought  in  by  the  officers, 
spread  like  wildfire  through  the  place,  and  it  was  quite  an  astonishing  thing 
where  the  crowd  could  come  from  that  quickly  assembled.  Jack  whispered  to 
Claude.— 

**  Let  us  get  out  of  this  as  soon  as  we  can." 

•'  I  mean  to  do  so,  but  we  must  give  them  into  safe  custody;  then  we  can  be 
off  again.     What  is  all  this  ?" 

As  Claude  spoke,  about  a  dozen  persons  on  horseback  appeared  in  the  high- 
road.  Three  or  four  o^  them  had  scarlet  ;oats  on,  and  the  whole,  by  their 
equipments,  were  evidently  on  the  route  to  some  hunt. 

There  might,  or  there  might  not  be  danger  from  all  this  ;  and  whether  there 
was  or  not  was  quickly  apparent,  for  one  of  Claude's  prisoners  cried  out  in  a  loud 
voice, — 

"  My  Lord  Penthurst,  don't  you  know  me  ?" 

"Hilloa!"  said  one  of  the  huutsmen,  "who  is  that?  I  think  that's  Lord 
Titherleigh's  voice." 

"  To  be  sure  it  is.  Here  we  are  in  custody  as  highwavmen — will  you  be  bail 
for  us?'*  J  r,       . 

At  these  words,  those  who  were  in  the  costume  of  huntsmen,  with  all  their 
friends  who  were  not,  gathered  round  our  friends  and  their  prisoners.  Jack 
turned  rather  pale,  but  Dick  and  Claude  kept  their  ground  and  their  countenances 
very  well  indeed  upon  the  occasion. 

'•  Why,  what  is  the  meaning  of  all  this  nonsense  ?'*  said  an  elderly  gentleman 
in  a  scarlet  coat. 

"  Nonsense  or  not,  sir,"  said  Claude,  "  it  simply  means  that  Lord  Whifile  has 
been  robbed  on  the  highway,  and  that  these  four  persons  are  the  robbers." 

"  Oh,  impossible  !*'  _^-. 

*'  Ask  them,  sir." 

**  Yes,  we  admit  it ;  but  it  was  only  a  joke  you  see — nothing  in  the  world  but 
a  joke." 

The  elderly  gentleman  in  the  red  coat  looked  rather  grave,  and  Claude  said, 
very  mildly— 

'*  It  is  all  very  well  for  a  robber  on  the  highway  to  say  that  his  criminality  is 
a  joke,  but  as  officers  of  justice,  we  are  not  in  a  position  to  admit  of  such  2n 
excus?." 

**  Oh,  dear  no.  Certainly  not — certainly  not.  Why,  what  mad,  blind  folly  has 
this  been.'' 

"  Hilloa!"  said  a  stout  man,  bustling  into  the  throng  with  a  constable's  staflf 
in  his  hand  ;  '*  what  is  all  this  ?     Who  has  anv  prisoners,  eh  ? — eh  ?"' 

**  I  have,"  said  Claude.     *'  Who  are  you  ?"' 

**  I  am  Smithers,  the  keeper  ©f  the  lock-up,  and  if  you  have  a  prisoner,  you 
will  be  so  good  as   to  give  him  up  to  me." 

"With  pleasure,"  said  Claude.  "Take  them  all.  Here  they  are,  and  I  and 
my  brother  officers  will  give  an  intimation  <**f  the  whole  aifair  to  the  London 
magistrates.     We  don't  wish  anything  but  what  is  right,  of  course.     Come  on." 

Claude  got  out  of  the  throng,  followed  by  Dick  and  Jack  closely.  There  was 
an  odd  sort  of  pause,  during  which  no  one  seemed  exactly  to  know  what  to  be 
at ;  but  it  sufficed  to  let  Claude  and  his  friends  get  about   twenty  yards  off.     At 
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that  momenta  sharp  gust  of  wind  ble^T  off  Dick's  hat,  and  in  an  effort  to  catch 
it,  off  came  his  wig.     A  shrill  voice  at  once  screamed  out — 

"  Why  that's  Dick  Turpin  !" 

"That's  a  good  guess,"  said  Dick.     "  Off  Claude— off  Jack— Dff,  and  away  !" 

They  gave  their  horses  an  impulse  forward,  and  away  they  went  at  a  tre- 
mendous speed.  There  was  a  wild  shout  ft  cm  every  throat  of  the  crowd,  in  the 
High-street  of  Ealing,  and  the  clatter  of  hor*es'  hoofs  upon  the  track  of  the  th?ee 
friends  came  furiously.  A  pistol  bullet  went  past  Jack's  head.  Another  knocked 
Claude's  hat  off,  and  then  he  turned  in  his  saddle  and  fired  at  the  foremost  of  his 
pursuers.  Horse  and  man  both  fell,  and  the  next  to  him  could  not  clear  the 
sudden  obstruction,  although  he  made  an  effort  to  do  so,  and  down  he  went,  being 
pitched  over  his  horse's  head  a  considerable  distance  in  the  road. 

"  Hurrah  !"  cried  Claude,  for  now  he  was  fairly  excited.  **  Hurrfch  !  Who 
is  for  a  race  and  an  ounce  ol  hot  laad  in  his  brains  at  the  end  of  it  ?     Ha  !  ha  V 

Like  the  wind,  away  they  sped,  and  the  pursuit  was  evidently  given  up,  for  upon 
reaching  the  summit  of  a  hill,  Claude  checked  his  horse,  and  pointing  to  the 
valley  below,  he  said— 

**  ITiere  they  are.  Ha !  ha  ! — they  find  it  safer  to  talk  about  Gentleman  Jack 
than  to  follow  him.  They  had  better  follow  death  than  me,  when  they  don't  give 
me  fair  play.'*     .^_. 


CHAPTER    CCXXXL 

THE    STRANGE    ADVENTURE    AT    THE    HAUNTED   MANSION. 

"Well,"  said  Dick,  '•  this,  after  al',  is  likely  to  turnout  anything  but  an 
agreeable  aflFair.     I  think  we  bad  better  push  on." 

*'Oh,  BO— all's  right!"  cried  Claude.  "They  know  a  trick  worth  two  of 
coming  after  us,  now.  We  are  fairly  on  the  hill,  do  you  not  see,  and  should  have 
them  at  great  advantage  to  ourselves  if  they  were  to  attempt  to  attacK  us." 

•'Then  you  think,'*  said  Jack,  "that  there  is  no  occasion  to  hurry,  Claude, 
and  that  we  may  take  things  tolerably  easy  ?" 

*'Ido.'* 

**  I  am  very  glad  to  hear  it,  for  my  horse  has  become  lame,  and  I  doubt  whether 
he  wouU  carry  me  another  mile.  I  don't  know  what  is  the  matter  with  him, 
but^l  suppose  it  is  something  in  his  foot  that  he  has  picked  up  upon  the  road,  for 
you  see  he  limps  dreadfully.'* 

**  I  will  see  what  it  is.  Jack,*'  said  Claude. 

"  Nay,  keep  your  seat.  Claude.  Ju?t  hold  him  by  the  bridle,  vihV.e  I  dismount 
and  have  a  look.  It  is  possible  enough^that  1  may  be  able  to  relieve  him  of  it,  if 
it  be  a  stone  only." 

"  Do  if  you  can,"  said  Dick,  *'  for,  notwithstanding  we  are  upon  a  hill,  there  is 
no  knowing  how  desirable  and  necessary  a  sharp  trot  may  be  in  the  course  of  the 
next  hour  or  two." 

Jack  dismounted,  and  by  an  examination  of  his  horse's  foo^  found  that  the 
mischief  was  worse  than  he  thought  it  was.  The  foot  appeared  to  have  got  a 
wound  by  some  means  or  another,  but  he  could  not  see  that  there  was  anything 
in  it,  although  he  looked  carefully. 

'*  Claude,"  he  said,  "  this  is  more  serious  than  I  thought,  and  I   shall  have  to 

put  up  somewhere  in  consequence  of  it.     You  and  Dick  had  better  ride  on,  and 

let  me  shift  for  myself  the  best  way  I  can.     We  can  easily  appoint  some  place  of 

meeting." 

I       *•  No,  Jack,"  said  Claude,  "that  won't  do.     We  must  all  keep  together  some- 

I  how.     How  long  do  you  think  it  will  be  before  your  horse  is  fit  for  service 

I  again?" 

I       "A  night's  rest,"  said  Jack,  '*  will  do  it ;  but  I  must  have  that  time  for  the  aot- 
\  ing  of  a  salve  that  I  will  put  to  his  foot." 
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"Then  let  us  look  out  for  some  place  of  shelter  at  one.  Here  is  a  long  shady 
lane  to  the  right.  Let  us  go  down  it.  We  don't  know  but  it  may  lead  us  some- 
where where  we  can  put  up  with  safety.  None  of  our  horses  will  be  the  worse 
for  a  quiet  night.     What  say  you,  Dick  V 

"  I'm  willing.     Come  on." 

"  Tnen  1  will  lead  my  horse,"  said  Jack,  as  he  finished  tying  a  handkerchief 
tightly  round  the  foot  of  the  animal. 

The  lane  into  which  they  now  plunged  was  one  of  great  beauty.  The  trees  in 
many  places  met  overhead,  forming  a  natural  canopy,  through  which  the  sunlight 
came  darting  down  in  long  pencils  of  beauty,  and  dappled  the  walk  beneath,  giving 
it  a  most  sweet  and  extraordinary  appearance.  'J'he  sides  of  this  lane  were 
covered  with  wild  flowers,  and  the  birds,  with  unusual  boldness,  sung  upon  every 
branch. 

"  Really  this  is  a  sweet  spot,"  said  Claude. 

*'  It  is,"  said  Jack,  as  he  led  his  horse,  and  looked  with  pleased  surprise  around 
him.     "  I  can  hardly  take  it  to  be  a  lane  at  all." 

<*  Why,  then,  what  is  it  V  said  Dick. 

*^  Some  neglected  avenue  to  some  estate." 

Upon  Jack  giving  that  opinion  of  the  place  in  which  they  were,  they  all  halted, 
and  Claude  said — 

''  If  so,  we  are  perhaps  getting  what  is  popularly  call  out  of  the  frying-pan  into 
the  fire.     Is  it  desirable  to  proceed  any  further  ?" 

"  Why,  yes,"  said  Jack.  **  Let  us  go  on — I  may  be  wrong  ;  and  yet  I  cannot 
help  thinking  that  the  place  has  something  of  the  aspect  of  a  once  well-kept 
avenue." 

"  I  agree  with  you,"  said  Claude.     *'  What  is  this  V 

They  all  paused  to  look  at  what  had  attracted  the  attention  of  Claude  by  the 
side  of  the  lane,  and  they  found  that  it  was  a  statue  upon  a  pedestal,  but  so  com- 
pletely covered  up  with  wild  roses,  and  other  plants  and  flowering  shrubs,  that  it 
was  only  very  dimly  visible,  but  it  had  a  pleasing  efi'ect. 

*'  This,"  said  Claude,  **  settles  the  question." 

"  What  question  ?''  said  Dick. 

'*  Why,  that  this  is  not  a  mere  country  lane.  I  feel  convinced  now,  that  we  are 
in,  as  Jack  says,  a  made  avenue  to  some  estate  or  house.  No  doubt,  at  one  time 
it  has  been  well  looked  to,  and  trimly  kept,  but  it  is  quite  clear  that  for  a  long 
time  everything  in  it  has  been  suffered  to  grow  wild." 

*'  Yes,"  said  Jack.  '« It  is  evident  enough,  that  folks  don't  put  up  statues  in 
country  lanes.  This  is  private  property,  you  may  depend  ;  but  yet  I  think  we 
ought  to  go  on,  and  see  where  it  leads  to." 

*'  I  am  villing,"  said  Dick. 

"And  we  can  bat  come  back  again,"  said  Claude,  "  if  we  fine  it  desirable  so  to 
do.  It  is  not  at  all  likely  that  the  place  is  wholly  deserted.  Keep  your  eyes 
about  you  both  of  you,  for  I  don't  like  this  very  suspicious  stillness." 

"  What !"  said  Dick,  ''are  you  afraid  of  an  ambuscade  ?" 

*'Not  exactly,  and  yet — ah,  what  is  that?" 

A  strange  unearthly  kind  of  cry  came  upon  their  ears,  and  they  all  paused  with 
surprise,  looking  at  each  other  for  some  explanation  of  the  sound. 

**  What  the  deuce  was  that  ?"  said  Claude. 

They  both  shook  their  heads,  and  Jack,  as  he  looked  rather  pale,  said — 

*'  Do  you-  think  that  that  cry  was  meant  as  a  warning  to  us,  Claude  ?" 

"  A  warning  of  what  ?*' 

"  Of  danger— perhaps  of  death,  if  we  should  proceed  further  on  the  course  that 
we  are  now  on.     If  it  were  so,  we  ought  not  to  defy  it." 

''  Oh,  Jack,"  said  Claude,  "  you  are  like  the  Athenians  of  old — you  are  too 
superstitious.  Now,  I  don't  feel  at  all  inclined  to  be  frightened  away  from  this 
beautiful  spot  by  a  squall  such  as  that  we  now  heard ;  and  as  long  as  the  danger 
is  confined  to  that,  it  won't  stop  me.  My  curiosity  is  now  strongly  excited,  and  X 
must  confess  I  don't  feel  at  all  inclined  to  go  back." 
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"  Nor  I,"  said  Dick. 

"  Very  well,  then,"  said  Jack,  *'  if  you  are  both  agreed,  it  is  not  for  me  to 
dissent,  and  I  will  go  oa  with  you  ;  but  I  feel  convinced  there  is  some  mystery 
about  this  place,  whetherj  as  far  as  we  are  concerned,  it  be  for  good  or  for  evil." 

"  We  will  make  it  for  good/'  said  Claude,  ''  whether  it  likes  it  or  not.  Come 
on.  The  avenue,  for  now  we  ought  not  to  call  it  a  lane,  turns  more  beautiful  at 
each  step  as  we  go  on,  and  see,  there  is  another  statue  half  hidden  among  the 
trees,  as  we  catch  but  a  faint  glimpse  of  it." 

They  paused  a  moment  or  two,  to  look  at  the  other  statue,  which  was  that  of 
some  wood  nymph,  in  an  attitude  of  liscening. 

"  Well,"  said  Claude,  *'  somebody  has  had  this  place  at  one  time,  as  one  upon 
which  to  exhibit  a  chaiming  fancy.  This  walk  must  have  been  quite  delicious 
when  it  was  in  all  its  glory/* 

**  For  my  part,'*  said  Dick,  '*  I  think,  I  like  it  better  now  than  I  should  have 
done  at  the  time  when  it  was  trimly  kept.  There  is  something  very  captivating 
to  me  in  this  union  of  art  and  nature.  You  may  depend  that  no  skill  of  the  most 
skilful  gardener  that  ever  lived,  could  have  wreathea  those  wild  roses  round  the 
statues,  and  the  trunks  of  the  trees,  as  nature  has  done  them.* 

"  You  are  right,  Dick,'*  said  Claude,  *'  and  1  applaud  your  taste ;  but  here  is  a 
winding  turn  in  the  avenue,  and  ten  to  one  but  wtj  came  to  some  fine  view  now— 
Hilloa  !     There  it  is  again  !" 

The  same  unearthly  sound  that  had  before  attracted  their  attention,  now  broke 
upon  their  ears,  and,  as  before,  they  all  came  to  a  temporary  stand  still  from  sur- 
prise ;  but  upon  this  occasion,  they  had  added  to  the  unearthly  cry  a  scream  that 
was  evidently  human,  and  in  another  moment,  a  boy,  in  the  dress  of  a  peasant, 
rushed  towards  them,  crying — 

'*  Oh,  don't — oh,  murder — murder  !     Oh,  don't— oh,  oh  !" 

*'  Hold  !'*  cried  Claude.  *'  Stop,  boy.  Whgt  is  the  matter  with  you,  that  yotl 
cry  out  in  such  a  strain  ?*' 

The  boy,  when  he  saw  Claude  and  his  companions,  suddenly  plumped  down 
upon  his  ki:ees  in  the  lane,  and  holding  up  his  hands,  he  cried— 

"  Oh,  sir,  don't  let  'em  take  me  !  Oh,  save  me  from  them !  I  won't  come 
here  any  more — indeed,  I  won't !   Oh,  do  let  me*go,  sir,  if  you  are  one  of  them  1 " 

•'  One  of  what?    What  on  earth  do  you  mean  ?'* 

"Come,  come,"  said  Jack,  as  he  took  him  by  the  arm,  *'get  up  with  you — 
We  don't  want  any  kneeling.    Just  tell  us  at  once  what's  the  matter  with  you.'* 

**  Oh,  sir,  nothing." 

•'  Nothing  ?  and  yet  you  have  been  making  noise  enough  to  alarm  the  whole 
parish.     What  do  you  mean  by  that  ?'* 

"  Oh,  dear,  I  only  meant  nothing,  sir,  as  there  was  nothing  the  matter  with  me  ; 
but  lor' !  ain't  1  frightened  a  bit !" 
i, .  "  What  it  ?" 

f  "  You  won't  let  'em  lay  hold  of  me,  will  you,  gentlemen  ?  Oh,  don't.  They 
drove  poor  Dick  Stevens  mad — oh,  dear,  yes,  they  did,  and — and  I  thought  I 
would  just  go  and  take  a  few  peaches — they  are  so  nice  and  ripe  at  this  time — 
and  oh — oh — oh— let  me  go  home  !  Mercy  I—murder !  They  are  coming  after 
me,  1  know  they  are.     Help — oh,  oh,  dear — oh  1" 

The  boy  clung  to  Jack  with  such  frantic  violence,  that  if  he  had  felt  ever  so 
much  inclined  to  shake  him  off,  he  could  not  have  done  so,  and  it  was  with  the 
greatest  difficulty  that  he  was  at  length  calmed  down  sufficiently  to  speak  to  them 
with  any  degree  of  rationality. 

"  I  tell  you  what  it  is,  my  lad,"  said  Claude,  "if  you  don't  be  a  little  quiet 
now,  we  will  take  you  back  to  where  you  came  from,  and  leave  you  there  ;  so 
now  you  know  what  to  expect,  you  young  rascal." 

Upon  this,  the  boy  would  have  got  down  upon  his  knees  again,  but  Jack  would 
not  let  him,  and  holding  him  by  the  collar,  he  said— 

"  Now  tell  us,  at  or.ce,  what  it  is  that  has  frightened  you  almost  out  of  yOUr 
small  amount  of  wits  ?"  < 
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"  Oh,  ye?,  I  will,''  said  the  boy.  "  You  see,  gentlemen,  I'm  only  a  poor  boy, 
and  ray  name  is  Will  Baker,  and  I  live  in  the  village  there  away  about  a  mile 
down  the  road  when  you  turn  to  the  left,  as  you  go  past  Farmer  Hastings's  wheat 
stacks,  where  there's  a  pound,  you  know,  and " 

"  Come  to  the  point,"  said  Claude.  "  Bother  you  and  Farmer  Hastings;  we 
want  to  know  what  frightened  you  here,  and  not  where  you  live.'' 

**  Yes,  sir — oh,  dear,  yes.  Well,  as  I  vvas  a  saying,  sir : — the  boys  in  the 
village  will  have  it  that  there's  lots  of  fruit  in  the  old  garden  up  this  ways  ;  and 
about  a  week  ago,  Stevens,  sir,  he  went  to  get  some,  and  he  came  home  again, 
and  he's  been  vs-htit  Aey  calls  an  idiot  ever  since ;  and  he  only  sits  and  laughs, 
now,  in  the  chimney-corner  at  nothing." 

"But  what  frightened  him?" 

*' Nobody  knows,  sir;  and  you  see,  I  didn't  think  that  it  could  be  anything 
much,  'cos  Stevens  wasn't  never  very  bright,  so  I  thought  I  would  come  to-day 
and  get  a  hatful  of  peaches,  or  somethmg  of  that  sort,  you  see,  sir;  and  I 
corned.-" 

*'  Well  ?" 

"  Oh,  dear,  it  wasn't  well,  sir." 

"Ill,  then?" 

**  Yes,  sir,  that's  what  it  was.  It  was  only  about  half-an-hour  ago,  that  I  came 
up  the  walk,  and  got  through  the  hedge  into  the  old  garden,  and  1  didn't  see  no- 
thing and  nobcdy  to  be  frightened  at,  so  I  got  quite  pleased  like  ;  and  there  was 
such  beauties  of  peaches  on  one  of  the  old  walls — oh,  my  eye,  wasn't  there  ?" 

•'And  the  gardenei  came  out  and  caught  you,  I  suppose,  with  a  good  stick, 
did  he  ?" 

"  The  gardener,  sir  ?  Oh,  lor !  There  hasn't  been  a  gardener  there,  sir,  for 
eight  years  come  Christmas  next,  they  say." 

"Who  did  catch  you,  then  ?" 

"  yil  tell  you,  sir-  The  peaches  did  look  so  nice,  so  I  fastened  ray  cap  to  my 
waist,  and  got  a  little  way  up  the  wall  by  the  thick  stem  of  the  old  tuees,  and 
held  on  while  I  picked  some  of  them.  I  got  down  again,  and  turned  round  to 
cut  away  with  the  peaches,  when,  right  in  my  way — oh — oh  !" 

"  Well  ?     What  was  right  in  your  way  V 

The  boy  shook  fearfully,  and  then  in  a  low  half-choked  voice,  he  said— 

'^  Ilight  in  my  way  was  a  kind  of  dreadful  thing,  all  bones,  with  such  a  dread- 
ful look,  and  blood  coming  out  of  the  skeleton  eyes  and  mouth,  and  the  long, 
bony  fingers  were  put  out  to  catch  hold  of  me ;  and  I  dropped  my  cap  and  the 
peaches,  and  I  knew  then  that  that  was  what  had  frightened  poor  Stevens  into 
being  an  idiot,  and  I  come  out  of  the  garden;  but  they  called  out  after  rce,  for 
there  were  more  than  one  of  them,  and  I  nearly  fell  down  when  they  called,  for 
ihe  horrid  sound  went  right  through  me;  and  I  shall  tum  an  idiot  like  Stevens  !" 

"No  you  won't,"  said  Jack.  **  Come— come,  don't  shake  so.  It  was  no- 
thing, after  all,  but  your  own  fancy." 

"Fancy?" 

**  Yes,  your  own  imagination,  you  know 

*'  Oh,  lor,  no  sir  !     1  ain't  got  none." 

"  How  many  times  did  they  call  after  you  r"  said  Dick, 

'•"  Two  times,  sir,"  said  the  boy, 

Dick  whispered  to  Claude — 

"  What  do  you  think  of  this  affair?  There  is  something  in  it,  for  we  heard 
two  cries.'* 

"  We  did  ;  and  with  you,  Dick,  I  feel  that  there  is  something  in  it,  but  what 
that  something  is,  I  cannot  pretend  to  say.     I  will  speak  closely  to  the  boy." 

*•  Do  so.     Perhaps  you  may  get  some  more  facts  out  of  him." 

**Now,  my  boy,"  said  Claude,  •'  attend  to  me." 

*'  I  will,  sir.     Oh,  yes,  sir,  I  will.  ' 

"  Where  does  this  lane  lead  to  ?"  ^"'^ 

"  It  ain't  a  lane,  sir.     It's  called  the  Grange  Walk,  sir.    That's  what  it  is,  and 
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it  leads  to  the  Grange  as  has  been  shut  up  ever  so  long,  all  on  account  of  the 
ghofits,  you  see,  sir,  and  that's  one  of  'em/'  * 

*'  Where  :''  cried  Jack,  startiog  round. 

*'  Oh.  it's  cot  h|?re,  sir.  I  mean  that  was  one  of  'em  as  tried  to  lay  hold  of  me, 
when  I  was  getting  the  peaches,  and  as  called  out  after  me  in  such  a  Horrid  way.'' 


i>t'iri-!!:iiiv;|i|i!!i| 


THE  THREE  ADVEI^TURERS  MAKE   THEIR   ESCAPE  IHOM  THE  OLD   GRANGE. 

"  And  who  lives  at  the  Grange  ?"  ad  led  Ciande. 

"Lor,  sir!  nobody,  in  course,  lives  there  but  the  ghost-'.  Who  would  live 
there  to  be  frightened  out  of  their  ^vits  like  poor  Stevens,  and  made  an  idiot  to  sit 
in  ?v  chimnev- corner,  and  f  rin  ut  nothing  r" 

'•  ^lOt  a  ve.-y  pleasant  prospect,  ecrlainiv." 

**  Oh,  no,  sir.    If  you  ivant  to  go  to  the  village,  gentlercCii,   I'll  sco:i  show  you 
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the  way ;  and  there's  the  Barley  Mow  there,  ever  such  a  nice  puhhc  house,  as 
never  was,  sir.     This  way,  gentlemen,  this  way/' 

**  Stop  a  bit/'  said  Claude  :  "  I  aai  very  fond  of  a  nice  peach,  and  I  feel  very 
much  inclined,  notwithstanding^  the  ghosts,  to  go  to  that  garden  and  get  one  or 
two  ;  I  think  we  are  in  pretty  good  force  to  resist;^anything  in  the  shape  of 
ghosts  that  may  offer  themselves  ;  and  now  that  there  is  such  a  capital  chance  of 
seeing  a  few  in  the  old  Grange,  I  can't  resist  guing." 

''Oh,  don't,  sir,  don't,"  said  the  boy,  with  earnestness;  "you  can't  tell  what 
they  may  be  able  to  do." 

"  We  will  chance  that.     What  say  vou,  Dick,  and  you,  Jack?" 

"  Come  on,"  said  Dick. 

'*  As  you  please,"  said  Jack  ;  *'  and  if  you  are  both  willing,  so  ara  I  ;  but  we 
need  not  drive  this  lad  out  of  his  wits  by  making  him  go  with  us  :  that  would  be 
a  needless  piece  of  cruelty  and  oppression  towards  bira." 


CHAPTER  CCXXXII. 

THE  FRIENDS  TAKE  POSSESSION  OF  THE  HAUNTED  GRANGE. 

As  Jack  uttered  these  last  words,  the  boy  looked  wistfully  down  the  lane.  He 
was  evidently  in  doubt  as  to  which  he  should  do — go  home  at  once  to  the  village, 
or  accompany  Jack  and  his  friends  to  the  Haunted  Grrange. 

"Come,"  said  Claude,  **  make  up  your  mind.  Come  with  us  or  be  off.  If  you 
really  have  any  liking  for  a  peach,  you  had  better  come,  for  I  tell  you  I  have 
made  up  my  mind  to  have  some  in  spite  of  all  the  ghosts  that  can  conspire  to 
prevent  me.' 

*'  Don't  speak  of  'em  in  that  way,  sir.'* 

"Why  not>" 

**  Because  -because,  you  see,  sir,  they  ion't  like  it,  and  it  is  said,  that  when 
anybody  speaks  slightingly  of  them,  they  take  all  sorts  of  vengeance  upon  them. 
Don't,  sir;  it  ain't,  you  know,  gentlemen,  worth  while  to  be  made  idiots  of,  and 
sit  in  chimney  corners  and  grin  at  nothing." 

Jack  gave  a  sort  of  nod,  to  the  great  amusement  of  Claude,  as  if  he  would 
have  said,  ''  I  am  precisely  of  that  opinion."  Dick  looked  from  one  to  the  other 
of  them  with  a  half-laugh  upon  his  face,  as  though  he  did  not  know  exactly 
whether  to  view  the  matter  in  a  comic  or  a  serious  light. 

*'  Well,  I'm  going  to  the  Grange,"  said  Claude. 

*'And  I,"  said  Dick. 

*' And  I,  then,'  said  Jack,  "  if  it  comes  to  that.'* 

"  Well,  gentlemen,'"  said  the  boy,  "  if  so  be  as  you  will  promise  to  protect  me 
against  the  ghosts,  I  will  go  too.  There  is  peaches,  and  good  ones  I  can  tell, 
and  perhaps  we  may  get  some,  and  then  get  away  again  before  any  of  the  ghosts 
think  of  interfering  with  us,  you  see." 

**  Nothing  is  more  probable,"  said  Claude,  drily. 

They  all  now  went  up  the  avenue,  and  upon  making  a  curved  turn  in  it, 
they  suddenly,  through  ti:ie  trees,  came  into  sight  of  the  old  mansion. 

It  was  one  of  the  oldest  of  the  Elizabethan  structures  that  adorn  England,  and 
was  of  great  extent.  Ancient  ivy  had  climbed  to  the  top  of  its  tallest  chimneys, 
and  where  that  leafy  screen  had  not  hidden  their  rich  colour,  the  red  bricks  still 
shone  out  in  the  sun  with  all  the  effect  as  if  they  had  been  but  recently  put  up.. 
There  was  a  kind  of  observatory  at  the  top  of  the  house,  which  had  a  very 
graceful  appearance  ;  and  but  for  the  air  of  desolation  about  it,  and  a  number  of 
broKen  windows,  the  Grange  would  have  been  a  stately  and  imposing  structure. 

"  It's  a  pity,"  said  Claude,  "  that  such  a  house  as  that  might  be  is  abandoned 
to  ruin." 
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*<  It  is,"  said  Dick,  *'a  thousand  pities." 

"Oh,  but  the  ghosts,  sir,"  said  the  boy;  '*who  likes  to  hear  them  following 
you  up  and  down  stairs  and  wherever  you  go  !     Oh,  dear  no  !'* 

The  lad  kept  so  close  to  Claude,  -vvhorn  he  probably  thought  the  bravest  of  the 
party  upon  the  subject  of  ghosts,  that  the  horse  was  in  danger  of  treading  upon 
his  toes  each  moment,  and  Claude  had  to  warn  him  to  keep  a  further  distance. 
Jack  still  led  his  horse,  and  in  that  way  they  presently  reached  the  end  of  the 
avenue,  and  saw  before  them  a  large  and  handsomely  laid  out  lawn,  in  the  centre 
of  which  there  had  at  one  time  been  a  fountain,  surmounted  by  sculptured  tritons 
and  sea  nymphs,  but  now  its  j&t  was  still,  and  wieds  and  moss  covered  every 
available  spot.  The  grass  upon  the  lawn  was  intersected  and  mingled  with 
every  description  of  rank  vegetation,  wound  about  in  masses.  The  once  trimly 
kept  g'avelled  walks  had  yielded  to  the  influence  of  time,  and  the  grass  had  grown 
up  over  them  rankly  and  luxuriously. 

"  This  is  a  pity,"  said  Dick,  as  he  glanced  around  him. 

*'  It  is  quite  extraordinary,"  said  Claude. 

"  Yes,"  said  Jack,  *'  and — and  it  only  phows  you," — Jack  kept  a  wary  eye 
around  him  as  he  spoke, — **  and  it  only  shows  you  what  a  shocking  thing  it  is  to 
be  superstitious." 

Claude  turned  aside  to  smile  at  this,  for  he  knew  that  superstition  was  Jack's 
failing. 

'*  Never  mind,"  he  said,  *' Jack  ;  if  you  can  rest  your  horse  here  and  get  what 
you  want  for  his  wounded  foot,  all  will  be  well." 

"  That  I  can  easily  get,"  said  Jack.  "  The  best  thing  to  put  to  it  will  be  some 
bruised  leaves  of  the  common  flowering  mallow,  and  I  see  that  it  is  here  in 
abundance." 

*'  Certainly,"  said  Claude,  as  he  glanced  around  him,  "  there  ;is  no  want  of 
that  in  this  place.     It  seems  to  be  the  favourite  wild  growth  of  the  spot." 

"Oh,  there's  lots,"  said  the  boy. 

"Well,  my  young  friend,"  added  Claude,  "we  do  not  see  any  of  the  ghosts 
yet." 

"  Don't  speak  of  them,  sir." 

"  Oh,  stuff;  I  am  convinced  of  one  thing  as  regards  ghosts,  and  that  is,  that 
the  more  you  are  afraid  of  them  the  more  you  may  be ;  and  they  never,  on  any 
account,  make  their  appearance  to  persons  who  laugh  at  them." 

''  Do  you  really  think  so,  sir  ?" 

i'  i  do  more  than  think  it,  boy  :  I  know  it.  And  now  you  will  be  so  good  as  to 
show  us  the  way  to  the  garden  where  all  the  peaches  are  that  you  speak  of,  for  I 
Jong  to  taste  some  of  them." 

"  It's  this  way,"  said  the  boy,  with  a  kind  of  shudder;  '*  but  I  hope  you  won* 
want  me  to  go  in,  sir  ?" 

"  Not  if  you  have  any  great  objection." 

'*  Oh,  aear  haven't  I  a  big  objection  ?  Didn't  I  see  the  horrid  thing,  all  bones 
and  hoirid  blood,  that  nearly  made  me  an  idioc  ?  Oh,  sir,  don't  make  me  got 
into  the  garden.     I'll  wait  here  for  you,  if  you  please,  sir.     Indeed  I  will." 

"  Very  good ;  only  point  out  to  us  the  way,  aud  I  promise  you  that  I  will  bring 
you  a  peach  or  two  for  your  pains." 

"That's  the  way,  then,  sir,  past  that  old  mulberrry-tree,  and  right  on  by  the 
side  of  the  house  :  you  will  soon  come  to  it." 

*'  Very  good." 

Claude  had  by  this  time  dismounted,  and  so  had  Dick.  They  tied  their  horses 
to  some  iron  hurdles  that  were  close  at  hand,  and  then  on  foot  made  their  way  to 
the  garden  by  the  route  the  boy  had  pointed  out  to  them.  They  iound  that  they 
had  to  skirt  a  hedge  for  a  considerable  distance  before  they  reached  a  pretty  rustic 
gate  that  opened  into  the  garden,  but  the  sight  that  presented  itself  to  their  eyes 
when  they  did  reach  it,  amply  compensated  them  for  all  the  time  and  trouble  they 
had  expended  in  so  doing. 
_  The  garden  was  of  considerable  extent*  and  although  time^and  neglect     had 
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evidently  done  much  to  injure  the  neatness  of  its  appearance,  it  had  not  been 
sufficient  to  destroy  it  wholly.  No  doubt,  the  produce  of  that  favoured  patch  of 
ground  would  have  been  of  a  much  higher  character  had  it  been  well  attended  to  j 
but  as  it  was,  there  was  much  to  tempt  the  eye  and  the  appetite. 

Clustering  fruits  hung  in  luxuriance  upon  the  branches  of  the  trees  ;  a  perfect 
■wilderness  of  flowers  adorned  the  ground;  and  upon  the  walls  the  plum,  the 
peach,  and  the  nectarine  hung  in  profusion. 

"  Upon  my  word."  said  Claude,  **this  is  the  first  time  that  I  ever  thought 
ghosts  had  such  taste." 

"They  are  well  oflFhere,  indeed,"  said  Dick. 

"  Come — coine  na^v,"  said  Jack,  f '  it's  a  subject  that  is  just  as  well  not  to  joke 
about,  you  know,  for,  after  all,  what  do  we  know  about  it?  and  whether  there  are 
supernatural  beings  or  not  as  long  as  they  don't  interfere  with  us,  1  think  the 
best  we  can  do  is  not  to  interfere  with  them." 

*'  Very  good,  Jack,"  laughed  Claude.  **  If  you  take  the  ghosts  under  your 
special  protection,  we  will  say  nothing  against  them." 

"  Yes  ;  but Good  Heavens,  what  is  that  ?" 

The  same  unearthly  sound  that  had  before  come  upon  their  ears,  and  which  they 
had  almost  forgotten,  suddenly  broke  the  stillness  of  the  air  with  the  most  startl- 
ing effect,  and  this  time  it  appeared  to  be  quite  close  at  hand,  so  that  they  all  three 
started  as  its  echoes  passed  them,  as  though  the  means  by  which  it  was  produced 
were  close  to  their  ears. 

*'  This  is  something  more  than  strange,"  said  Claude. 

"  It  i?.     It  is  horrible,"  said  Jack. 

*'  Not  so,"  added  Claude.  "  I  will  not  have  it  to  be  horrible.  It  is  curious, 
but  that  it  is  of  mortal  origin,  I  feel  convinced." 

"Mortal?"  cried  Jack. 

"Yes,  I  will  not  even  yield  to  superstitious  fancies  ;  and  if  all  the  noises  that 
earth,  sea,  or  air  can  make  were  to  combine  to  appal  me,  I  would  not  shrink.  I 
will  have  a  peach." 

*•  Oh,  don't,"  cried  Jack.  "Take  my  advice  now,  and  come  away  at  once 
from  this  dreadful  place." 

'*NotI." 

"Oh  yes,  do,  ClaHt'e.     It  is  much  better." 

*'  No,  Jack.  You  would  be,  in  after  time,  the  first  to  laugh  at  the  great  ab- 
surdity of  our  being  frightened  l^y  a  mere  sound.  Come,  let  us  regale  ourselves 
off  the  wall-fruit.    You  don't  want  to  go,  Dick  V' 

•'Not  I." 

"  Come  on,  then." 

As  he  spoke,  Duval  plucked  two  or  three  peaches,  and  handing  one  to  Dick, 
they  both  began  eating. 

**  Come,  Jack,"  he  said.  "  You  see  the  ghost  of  the  old  Haunted  Grange  has 
not,  after  all,  the  courage  to  come  in  person  to  defend  his  peaches.  You  had 
better  eat  one.  They  are  truly  delicious,  I  can  assure  you.  Perhaps  it  is,  after 
all,  only  boys  that  the  ghost;  has  an  objection  to." 

When  Jack  saw  tliat  Cleude  and  Dick  were  eating  away  at  the  peaches  with 
impunity,  he  got  a  little  ashamed  of  his  fears,  and  took  on,  saying  as  he  did  so — 

**  Why,  Claude,  I  feel  quite  sure  that  even  you  will  admit  that  there  is  much 
more  in  supernatural  matters  than  any  of  us  are  well  aware  of.'' 

"  Ob,  yes,  I  aimit  that." 

•*  Very  well  then,  you  ought  not  to  feel  surprised  if  I  think  more  deeply  upon 
such  subjects  than  you  do." 

"  Not  at  all.  Jack — not  at  all.  Only  you  enjoy  with  us  this  delicious  fruit, 
and  I  shall  not  say  another  word  to  you  about  it." 

Jack  ate  the  peach.   • 

*' Now,  if  you  are  both  of  my  mind,"  said  Claude,  "  I  shall  propose  that  we 
stay  here  long  enough  to  give  the  necessary  rest  to  Jack's  horse,  in  defiance  of  all 
the  ghosts  of  the  Grange." 
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"  I  say  yes  to  that,"  said  Dick.  "  But  tell  me,  Claude,  have  you  any  suspi- 
cions of  that  boy  ?'* 

Claude  Dodded. 

'*  I  have,"  he  said.  "From  the  first  I  thought  that  the  young  rascal  was 
acting  a  part,  and  as  he  went  on,  felt  quite  convinced  of  it.  Did  you  notice  how 
at  times  he  put  on  the  tone  and  language  of  a  country  boy,  audthen  forgetting 
that  part  of  ihe  performance,  he  would  say  a  few  sentences  as  well  as  vou  or  I 
could  for  the  lives  of  us  V 

"  I  did." 

"[Well,"  said  Jack,  "  I  confess  that  something  of  that  sort  struck  me  ;  but  I  did 
not  think  it  sufficiently  clear  to  make  any  observation  upon  it,  or  to  think  that 
it  was  of  much  consequence.  There  is  one  thing,  though,  that  we  have  done  that, 
as  the  catechism  says,  we  ought  not  to  have  done." 

'•  And  what  is  that.  Jack  ?" 

"  Why,  if  that  boy  has  been  playing  a  part,  it  is  for  some  ulterior  purpose,  and 
we  have  very  kindly  left  our  horses  at  his  disposal. 

''The  deuce  take  it!*'  cried  Claude,  throwing  down  the  peach  he  was  very 
quietly  eating,  *'  so  we  have.'* 

"  An  oversight  that,'*  said  Dick.  *'  Let  us  go  at  once  and  ease  our  minds  upon 
that  subject.  Each  moment  now  will  seem  to  me  an  age  until  I  clap  my  eyes 
npon  my  gallant  four-footed  friend  again. 

This  suggestion  of  Jack's  was  really  so  very  alarming,  that  there  was  some- 
thing quite  ludicrous  in  the  haste  with  which  they  all  three  left  the  garden  that 
they  had  been  in  such  rapture  about,  and  rushed  in  the  direction  of  the  iron  hur- 
dle railing  by  the  lawn,  to  which  they  had  fastened  their  horses  about  ten  minutes 
before. 

One  glance  was  sufficient.     The  horses  were  gone  ! 

**  Done,  by  Heaven !"'  cried  Diek. 

"Confusion!"  said  Claude. 

"Lost — lost,"  s'iid  Jack,  ''and  all  owing  to  our  own  want  of  thought.  Well, 
for  once  in  a  way,  the  whole  three  of  us  are  thoroughly  outwitted.  But  what's 
that  lying  down  there  ?     Why,  it's  the  boy." 

They  all  made  their  way  to  the  lawn,  and  there,  lying  upon  his  face,  to  all  ap- 
pearances dead,  was  the  boy.  Claude  turned  him  over  on  his  back,  and  then  he 
opened  his  eyes  and  looked  wildly  about  him. 

"  Oh — oh,"  he  groaned,  ''  I  am  mad  now  !     Oh,  save  me — save  me  !" 

"  Speak,"  said  Claude,  shaking  him.  **  Where  are|  our  horses  ?  Speak,  or  I 
will  shake  the  life  out  of  you!'* 

The  boy  made  several  gasping  efforts  to  speak  before  he  could  do  so,  and  then 
he  said — 

"  Oh,  sir,  oh  !  You  hadn't  been  gone  above  a  few  minutes  when  one  of  them 
came.     Oh.  dear — oh,  dear  !" 

"  One  of  what ;" 

"  The  ghosts  of  the  Grange.     Oh,  it  was  an  awful  one.    AH  f*reen  and  fat. 

!  Oh,  it  was  dreadful !  and  the  fat  ran  down  its  green  cheeks ;  and  its  tongue  was 

I  like  a  flame  ;  and  it  just  pointed  to  the  horses,  and  they  broke  away  from  the  iron 

I  and  disappeared,  I  don't  know  where ;  and  then    three  of  them  came,  and  they 

danced  round  me — they  were  skeletons  j  and   then   down  I  went,  and  then  I 

think  I  fainted  away.", 

"Indeed?" 

"  Here  are  the  bridles,"  said  Jack,  "barging  to  the  iron  hurdle  fence.  Look, 
here  they  are." 

"Broken?"  said  Claude. 

"  No.     They  a-e  unbucklcvi  from  the  bits,  and  are  quite  perfect." 

"  Indeed !  That  was  kind  of  the  ghosts  not  to  break  our  reins.  Oh,  very  ! 
Now,  my  lad,  where  are  our  cattle  ?" 

*'  Lord  bless  you,  sir,  I  don't  know.*' 

"  Very  good.     Dick,  will  you  be  so  good  as  to  collect  as  good  a  bundle  of  long 
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switches  of  blackthorn  as  you  can  from  that  hedge  ?  Now,  my  boy,  you  will 
please  to  come  with  me  just  to  this  young  sycamore  tree,  to  which  I  intend  to  tie 
you  up  comfortably." 

<'  Oh  lor,  sir,  what  for  'i " 

"  Where  are  our  horses?" 

*'  But  I  don't  know,  sir.     Oh,  murder  !'* 

et  Very  good." 

Claude,  with  one  of  the  bridles,  strapped  the  highly  talented  youth  to  the  tree 
he  spoke  of,  and  Dick  collected  a  capital  handful  of  long  switches  of  a  highly 
stinging  character. 


CHAPTER  CCXXXIir. 

THE    MYSTERY    OF    THE    HAUNTED    GRANGE    IS    SOLVED, 

"  Oh,  lor,  what  have  I  done  to  be  woUoped !"  cried  the  boy,  when  he  saw  that 
such  active  preparations  were  on  foot  for  the  accomplishment  of  that  object. 
''Oh,  dear— oh,  dear!" 

"  Hark  you,  my  lad,'*  said  Claude.  "  It  is  quite  impossible  for  me  to  take 
upon  myself  to  say  that  you  have  hidden  our  horses,  or  been  at  all  instrumental  in 
their  hiding ;  but  you  must  know.  I  have  the  very  greatest  notiqn  of  your 
abilites." 

"  My  what,  sir  i" 

"Your  cleverness  and  talent.  I  have  that  confidence  in  both  those  qualities 
in  you,  that  I  cannot  help  thinking  you  will  be  able  to  hit  upon  some  shrewd  con- 
jecture upon  the  subject. '*^ 

"  Oh,  but  I  don't  know." 

"Very  good.  Strip,  if  you  please.  Oh,  you  decline  ?  Jack,  will  you  be  so 
good  as  to  prepare  this  young  gentleman  for  a  little  wholesome  castigation,  which 
if  it  does  hira  no  other  good,  will  circulate  his  blood,  and  so  prove  very  beneficial 
to  his  general  health.     He  don't  seem  thoroughly  to  understand  it  himself." 

Both  Jack  and  Dick  now  saw  what  Claude  intended,  and  as  they  had  their  owti 
suspicions  of  the  lad's  complotment  in  the  affair  of  the  loss  of  the  horses,  they 
were  nothing  loth  to  get  the  truth  out  of  him  in  any  way  that  seemed  the  most 
hkely  to  effect  that  object.     They  entered  into  the  affair  with  spirit. 

♦'  Oh,  murder,"  cried  the  boy,  as  he  tried  in  vam  to  free  himself  from  the  bonds 
that  held  him  to  the  tree.  "  Oh,  murder  !  Why  should  a  poor  boy  be  whacked 
because  he  don't  know  where  some  'osses  is  ?" 

"  Ah,  why  indeed  ?"  said  Claude.     "  Now,  Jack." 

Jack  did  not  trouble  the  vivacious  youth  with  any  ssolicitations  to  aid  in  his 
own  disrobing,  but  in  a  few  moments  prepared  him  very  nicely  for  the  assault  of 
the  twigs  that  had  been  collected. 

f'Now,"  said  Claude,  as  he  flashed  the  handful  of  stinging,  long  pieces  of 
vegetation  in  his  right  hand.     "  Now,  where  are  our  horses,  my  fine  fellow  ?'* 

"Oh,  r  don't  know." 

Whack !  came  the  twigs,  and  the  boy  raised  a  shout  that  must  have  been  heard 
half  a  mile  off. 

*'  Where  are  our  horses  ?"  said  Claude. 

"  Oh,  goodness  gracious,  I  told  you  that  I  didn't  know." 

Swish,  came  the  twigs  again  through  the  air,  a^d  the  boy  bellowed  like  a  young 
bull. 

"  Where  are  the  horses  V* 

*' Murder!     I  don't  know." 
•''Vervgood." 

Claude  did  not  "now  wait  to  repeat  his  question  between  the  strokes  of  the  twigs, 
but  laid  oa  at  a  rate  that  set  the  boy  howling  and  screaching  so  loudly  that  both 
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Jack  and  Dick  were  really  alarmed  ;  but  Claude  was  not  in  the  least  moved  to 
pity.     On  he  went,  and  after  about  a  dozen  strokes,  the  boy  shouted — 

"Ob;  stop!     I  will  tell." 

•'Very  good,"  said  Claude.     *'  Be  quick  about  it,  then." 

"Oh  dear,  the  horses  are  in  the  old  barnhouse.  I'll  take  you  to  them.  Oh — 
oh— oh  !     Oh,  lor— oh,  lor  !" 

"  Now,"  said  Claude,  "  that  is  very  satisfactorily  settled  ;  and  if  you  had  said  as 
much  half  a  minute  or  so  ago,  you  w^ould  have  saved  your  skin  a  little  smarting, 
that  I  think  wi.'l  last  you  some  days  to  come.  You  may  now  be  so  good  as  to 
put  yourself  into  walking  order,  end  show  us  the  way  to  this  same  barnhouse  ; 
but  mark  me,  if  we  see  any  prevaricating,  or  any  tricks,  back  you  come  to  this 
same  tree  to  have, the  second  dose  of  the  same  medicine  that  you  now  know  the 
taste  of  so  well." 

Jack  undid  the  bridle  that  fastened  the  lad  to  the  tree,  and  then,  with  his  face 
the  colour  of  a  peony,  and  great  tears  bubbling  over  his  eyes,  he  led  the  way 
from  the  garden. 

Jack  and  Dick  had  the  greatest  difficulty  to  smother  their  desires  to  roar  with 
laughter,  and  Claude,  too,  found  it  no  easy  matter  to  keep  a  grave  countenance. 
The  only  person  of  the  party  who  looked  as  if  he  were  not  likely  to  lausjh  again 
was  the  boy,  who  had  certainly  received  such  a  castigation  as  he  could  not  have 
had  any  idea  of  in  his  life  before. 

Fretting,  and  groaning,  and  crying  as  he  went,  he  conducted  the  friends  through 
a  kind  of  poultry-yard,  and  then  round  a  corner  of  the  house  to  a  large  door 
that  he  opened  savagely,  saying — 

"There  they  are.  Oh,  .dear,  I  never  was  so  served  out  in  all  my  life.  Oh— 
oh!     Oh,  my  !" 

Tfce  three  horses  were  in  the  barnhouse,  standing  upon  a  quantity  of  stable 
litter,  and.  looking  rather  frightened  at  the  intense  darkness  of  the  place  in  which 
they  had  been  shut  op. 

^**  All's  right,'*  said  Claude.  "The  lad  has  not  deceived  us.  Now  we  are  all 
right  again,  and  you  see,  my  lad,  what  virtue  there  is  in  a  good  handful  of  twigs. 
Whenever  you  think  of  playing  a  trick  upon  any  one,  you  had  better  look  out  if 
there  are  any  nice  little  twigs  growing  in  the  neighbourhood,  and  a  strong  hand 
to  wield  them." 

The  boy  cried  lustily,  for  the  smart  of  his  castigation  had  by  no  means  abated  ; 
and  then  he  managed  to  say — 

"  Oh,  dear !  I  suppose  I  may  go  now  ?  You  don't  want  to  keep  a  fellow  here, 
after  whacking  him  at  such  a  rate?" 

*'  Certainly  not,"  said  Claude  ;  "you  may  go  as  soon  as  you  like  now,  and  I 
beg  that  for  the  future  you  will  remember  me." 

"Oh,  I  can't  possibly  forget,"  whimpered  the  boy.  "It  ain't  easy.  Oh 
dear — oh,  if  I  had  cnly  know'd  this,  wouldn't  I  have  seen  all  these  horses  further 
first!'  Oh— oh!" 

Still  ejaculating  in  his  misery,  the  boy  walked  away,  and  when  he  was  out  of 
hearing,  Dick  said — 

'•  Would  it  not  have  been  as  well,  Claude,  to  have  brought  that  lad  with  us  ? 
He  may  now  give  notice  of  ourleing  hereto  some  who  may  be  enemies." 

"Why,"  faid  Claude,  "it  was  rather  difficult  to  know  upon  what  pretence  to 
detain  the  fellow  now.  Besides,  I  am  quite  convinced  that  he  is  in  some  sort  of 
connection  with  the  choice  spirits  who  haunt  the  old  Grange." 

"What  do  you  mean  ?"  said  Jack. 

"Why,  I  mean.  Jack,  that  I  am  of  opinion  the  Grange  is  haunted  ;  but  that 
the  ghosts  are  beings  of  flesh  and  blood  like  ourselves,  and  that  we  have  not 
much  to  fear  from  them.  But  now  we  have  pur  affairs  in  our  own  hands  again, 
by  the  possession  of  our  horses,  and  we  can  either  go  or  stay.  What  is  your 
opinion,  Dick  ?" 

"  Why,  I  think  that  we  had  better  stay,  if  it  is  only  for  the  purpose  of  getting 
Jack's  horse's  foot  to  rights." 


984  GENTLEMAN  JACK. 

^'  Ah/'  said  Jack,  "  that  is  a  reason  which  goes  far,  indeed,  with  me,  and  stay 
we  must,  I  fear." 

*' Very  good,"  said  Claude,  "tjien  it  is  settled  in  the  affirmative;  and  I 
propose  that  we  take  the  horses  into  the  house  at  once,  and  place  them  in  one  of 
the  lower  rooms.     la  that  barnhouse  there  was  plenty  of  straw.*' 

*'  Yes,'  said  Dick^  *'  and  there  is  a  good  hay-stack  close  by  the  lawn,  that,  no 
doubt,  is  the  produce  of  a  meadow  that  lies  beyond  it ;  so  we  can  give  them  a 
sort  of  feed." 

•'  Be  it  so,  then,"  said  Jack.  *'  I  will  set  about  preparing  the  dressing  for  my 
horse's  foot ;  and  if  it  be  possible  to  give  it  a  night's  rest,  it  will  be  no  bad  thing, 
and  in  the  morning  we  can  all  start  fresh  from  the  place  ;  but  my  own  private 
opinion  certainly  is,  that  we  shall  not  be  permitted  to  pass  a  very  quiet  night." 

''  It's  a  good  thing,  then,"  laughed  Claude,  "  that  we  are  used  to  unquiet  ones. 
Jack.  Let  us  come  into  the  house  and  see  what  sort  of  accommodation  we  can 
find  for  man  and  beast  within  the  walls." 

There  were  several  rooms  that  evidently  looked  out  upon  the  lawn,  and  several 
doors  that  opened  from  that  side  of  the  building,  so  that  there  could  be  no  great 
difficulty  in  making  an  entrance  to  the  Grange.  After  trying  a  couple  of  doors, 
and  finding  that  they  were  undoubtedly  fastened  within,  Claude  made  his  way 
through  oue  of  the  windows,  and  with  a  pistol  in  his  hand,  with  which  he  de'- 
ternilned  to  give  a  warm  reception  to  any  one  who  should  attempt  to  impede  his 
progress. 

The  door  that  he  determined  upon  opening,  was  not  far  off  from  the  room  into 
which  he  had  managed  to  penetrate,  so  that  he  reached  it  in  a  moment  or  two, 
ana  drew  back  the  two  bolts  that  held  it  fast,  and  flung  it  open  to  his  friends. 

**  All  right  ?"  cried  Dick.  *        ^ 

^' Yes,"  said  Claude,  "  the  house  is  quiet  enough.  I  have  seen  no  one,  mortal 
or  immortal,  as  yet.  Bring  in  the  horses.  We  can  easily  put  them  in  one  of 
the  rooms,  here," 

The  horses  were  led  into  the  house,  and  Claude  opened  the  door  of  an  apart- 
ment, that  no  doubt  at  one  time  had  been  a  verv  handsome  refreshraent-rooai, 
but  which  was  then  in  a  sadly  dismantled  condition  ;  some  of  the  old  furniture 
yet  remained  m  the  room  that  had  been  fitted  to  it,  and  that  would  have  been 
quite  useless  if  removed  ;  but  those  who    had  at  one  time  inhabited  the  mansion, 

httleimagined  that  that  room  would  ever  be  turned  -into  a  stable  for  the  horses 
of  three  highwaymen. 

Claude  examined  the  lock,  and  found  that  it  was  in  tolerably  good  condition, 
with  the  key  in  it. 

*'This  will  do,''  he  said,  '^ind  all  we  have  got  now  to  be  quick  about,  is  to  get 
in  seme  hay  and  straw.  I  think  it  would  be  bad  policy,  after  what  has  happened, 
for  all  three  of  us  to  leave  the  house  at  once,  so  two  can  go)forthe  hay  and  straw, 
while  one  remains  as  guard  here,  and  we  can  take  turn,  and  turn  about  in  the 
duty.'* 

This  was  agreed  to,  and  Dick  and  Jack  went  first  for  the4iay  and  straw,  while 
Claude  remained  with  the  horses,  and  then  while  he  went,  Dick  remained,  and 
then  It  came  to  Jack's  turn  ;  and  by  the  time  they  had  made  the  three  journeys, 
they  had  got  as  much  as  the  horses  required,  and  or.  the  floor  of  that  really  hand- 
soine  room,  a  comfortable  bed  was  made  for  the  cattle. 

Jack  went  out  to  the  garden  and  got  in  a  number  of  leaves  of  the  mallow, 
with  which  he  made  addressing  for  his  horse's  foot,  and  then  Ihev  felt  that  they 
had  done  all  that  they  could  for  the  comfort  of  the  animals,  upon  whose  health 
and  strength  so  much   depended. 

"  And  now,"  said  Claude, '"  that  we  have  done  our  duty — and  I  mean  to  say 
that  it  is  no  more  than  our  duty— to  our  horses,  what  sort  of  cheer,  Jack,  can 
you  give  us  for  ourselves  ?  I  am  well  aware  that  you  generally  have  something 
m  the  vallise  good  to  eat  and  to  drink." 

*'  Yes,  Claude,  it  is  well  that  I  look  after  that  department  a  little.  I  happen  to 
be  provided  with  a  bottle  of  wine,  as  good  old  port — if  I  may  judge  from  another 
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that  came  from  the  same  place — as  ever  you  tasted,  and  a  few  biscuits.  Beyond  ■ 
these  materials  for  keeping  the  enemies,  hunger  and  thirst,  at  bay,  I  have  j 
nothing."  } 

"  We  won't  complain,"  said  Dick.  *'  We  might  do  a  great  deal  worse  than  i 
have  a  mea!  off  port  wine  and  biscuits.  Come,  Jack,  unpack,  and  let  us  fall-to,  ' 
for  I  confess  that  for  once  I  have  a  good  appetite.*' 


CICELY  WELCOMING  CLAUDE   AND   HIS   FRIENDS   TO   THE   FABM. 

■   "And  I,"  said  Claude. 
"Well,"  sai;  Jack,  '•  I  could  do  a  little,  I  think,  with  the  wine  myself." 
With  this.  Jack  unpacked  the  vaUise  that  he  always   had  at  the    back    of    his 

saddle,  and  produced  the  bottle  ot  port  and  the  bi-cuits. 

"  It  won't   be   any  the  better,'  he  said,  "  for  the  shaking  it   has  lal ;  but    I 
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can't  help  that,  you  know,  as  it  was  forced  to  travel  on  horseback  ;  but  it  is  one  of 
your  light  wines,  that  fortunately  has  little  crust,  so  it  may  be  better  than  one 
expects." 

*'  A.ny  port  in  a  storm/'  said  Dick,  perpetrating  a  very  old  joke  indeed  ;  ''  so 
let  us  have  it,  Jack.'* 

They  dispensed  with  a  cork-screw  by  very  cleverly  knocking  off  the  head  of 
the  bottle ;  and  then  as  Jack  had  likewise  in  his  valiise  ft  little  portable  drinking 
cup,  they  were  able  to  help  themselves  fiom  the  bottle  very  comfortably. 

Claude  sat  upon  a  table  in  the  room,  and  Dick  threw  himself  into  the  recesses 
of  an  old  arm  chair  that  had  once  been  covered  with  rich  velvet,  and  Jack  sat 
upon  the  seat  of  a  very  low  chair,  that  had  been  made,  no  doubt,  for  devotional 
services,  and  was  of  that  description  commonly  known  on  the  continent  by  the 
name  of  a  Prie  Dieu.  It  was,  truly,  a  strange  scene  that  to  see  those  three  men 
and  the  three  horses  all  in  that  room,  with  its  remnants  of  faded  past  magnificence 
upon  every  portion  of  it. 

"  Well,  Jack,''  said  Claude,  "  give  us  a  toast." 
<'I " 

Jack  had  only  just  opened  his  mouth  to  reply  to  this,  when  there  arose  in  the 
house  such  a  dreadful  yell  that  they  all  instantaneously  started  to  their  feet. 
Claude  was  off  the  table  in  a  moment.  Dick  struggled  out  of  the  depth  of  the 
armchair,  and  Jack,  after  rolling  on  the  floor  with  the  devotional  chair,  got  to  his 
feet,  crying — 

"  What's  that  ?     What's  that  ?" 

"  Hush  !"  said  Claude.    "  Hush  !" 

To  describe  that  sound  which  had  so  startled  them  would  have  been  utterly 
impossible,  because  in  such  description  we  can  only  proceed  upon  comparisons,  and 
there  was  nothing  like  unto  it.  In  all  their  experiences,  neither  Claude,  nor 
Dick,  nor  Jack,  had  ever  heard  anything  that  at  all  approached  it.  It  was  a  yell 
that  no  ore  for  a  moment  could  believe  to  be  human  ;  and  for  some  moments  the 
echo  of  it  seemed  to  pervade  the  whole  atUT^sphere  of  the  place,  and  to  have  taken 
entire  possession  of  their  brains.  The  horses  started  with  affright,  and  one  of 
them  made  a  dash  across  the  floor  of  the  room,  and  had  to  be  caught  by  Dick, 
who  had  some  difficulty  in  soothing  the  creature.  The  other  two  trembled  ex- 
cessively. 

"  What  in  the  name  of  all  that's  horrible,"  said  Jack,  "can  be  the  meaning  of 
this  ?" 

**1  will  find  it  out  before  I  leave  this  house,"  said  Claud?,  *' or  I  will  know 
some  very  special  reason  why.  I  will  not  be  made  the  fool  of  a  mere  sound  in 
this  way.'"* 

"  Nor  I,"  cried  Dick,  *'  1  am  quite  convinced  that  there  is  something  in  the 
shape  of  trickery  in  this  matter ;  and  I  think  with  you,  Claude,  that  we  ought  not 
to  dream  of  leaving  this  house  until  we  have  found  it  out." 

*'Oh,  be  careful,"  said  Jack,  *'  what  you  do  and  what  you  say.  There  is  cer- 
tainly  more  in  Heaven  and  on  earth  than  we  know  of.  How  can  we  take  upon 
ourselves  to  say  what  that  sound  was  ?' 

*'  No  how.  Jack ;"  said  Claude,  "  but  if  it  really  should  proceed  from  superna- 
tural beings,  I  cannot  conceive  what  gratification  it  can  be  to  them  to  terrify  our 
horses,  and  attempt  to  terrify  ourselves." 

"  Hush  !  Do  not  speak  of  them  in  such  a  way.  Oh,  Heaven !  there  it  is 
again !" 

A  second  time  the  wild  shout  came  upon  their  ears,  and  the  horses,  now 
thoroughly  alarmed,  snorted  and  made  an  attempt  to  dash  out  of  the  room  through 
one  of  the  windows.  It  took  all  thc»t  both  Claude  and  Dick  could  do  to  stop 
them,  and  then  Claude  cried— 

"  Oh,  that  I  had  kept  that  boy  here  !  Who  knows  but  that  another  application 
of  the  twigs  would  have  procured  from  him  a  solution  of  this  m3'Stery  as  it  did 
of  the  other  connected  with  the  disappearance  of  our  horses  ?" 
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CHAPTER  CCXXXIV. 

CLAUDE    AND    DICK    SEARCH    THE    OLD    GRANGE,  AND  ENCOUNTER  A  GHOST. 

"  This  sort  of  thing,"  said  Claude,  "  will  not  do  for  me.  The  evening  will 
soon  be  here,  when  anything  that  ma)'  be  attempted  against  our  peace  may  be 
done  with  ten  times  the  facility  that  daylight  affords.  It  is  necessary  that  we 
8hould  settle  all  this  affair  before  ni:;ht." 

*'  And  it  shall  b«  settled,"  said  Dick.  "  I  am  not  going  to  be  made  a  fool  of 
by  a  mere  noise." 

•'  You  both  speak,"  said  Jack,  "  as  if  you  felt  quite  assured  that  the  noise  you 
have  heard  was  mortal,  and  was  a  mere  human  contrivance.  You  cannot  take 
upon  yourselves  to  say  it  is  such." 

'I  Jack — Jack,"  said  Claude,  "  once  more  I  beg  of  you  not  to  give  way  to  super- 
stition. I  do  not  see  that  vi-e  cati  do  anything  else  but,  with  our  pistols  in  our 
hands,  search  the  house  through;  and 'the  sooner  such  a  job  is  set  about  the 
better.     Jack,  will  you  mind  the  cattle  while  Dick  and  I  go  through  the  building  ?'* 

Jack  evidently  hesitated. 

"  Well,"  added  Claude,  *' shall  I  go  alone?" 

"  Not  so,"  said  Dick  ;  "  that  would  be  hazardous.  Suppose  we  carefully 
fasten  up  this  room  and  all  its  windows,  and  then  the  whole  three  of  us  can  go  ? 
1  think  that  will  be  the  best  plan.  We  can  take  such  measures  as  to  make  the 
room  pietty  secure." 

It  was  evident  enough  that  Claude  did  not  much  relish  the  idea  of  leaving  the 
horses  ;  but  as  it  was  eq-jally  evident  that  Jack  was  really  not  in  a  frame  of  mind 
to  be  left  alone  in  case  of  anv  attack  upon  them,  that  he  might  consider  in  his 
heated  imagination  to  be  supernatural,  there  was  no  other  resource  but  for  them 
all  to  go  on  the  expedition  through  the  house,  for  neither  did  Dick  like  the  idea  of 
not  going,  nor  did  Claude  fancy  being  without  so  bold  and  efficient  a  companion 
in  the  adventure. 

"  We  must  chance  it  then,"  said  Claude,  '•  and  all  go.  Help  me,  Dick,  to  se- 
cure  the  windows  of  the  room  as  well  as  possible.  Oh,  there  are  good  shutters, 
I  see,  and  strong  fastenings.  There  will  be  no  difficulty,  and  now  I  leave  the 
cattle  with  something  like  confidence." 

The  room  was  well  fastened  up,  but  Jack  was  rather  silent,  for  he  could  not 
help  feeling  that  he  was  rather  to  blame  for  his  superstitious  fears  ;  nevertheless 
he  could  not  get  sufficiently  the  better  of  them  to  insist  upon  staying  with  the 
cattle,  and  Claude  said  to  him,  kindly — 

"  It's  all  right  now.  Jack.  See,  I  have  lockea  the  door,  and  both  lock  and 
door  are  strong,  so  that  there  need  be  no  fear  for  the  horses.  Besides,  I  believe 
that  we  shall  give  whoever  is  in  the  house  quite  enough  to  do,  nov,  to  induce 
them  to  let  our  cattle  be." 

"  I  hope  so,"  said  Jack. 

"  Cheer  up,  Jack,"  cried  Dick.  ''You  -,vill  be  the  fitst  to  laugh  at  all  this 
to-morrow,  when  we  have  found  out  what  is  the  meaning  of  it.  I  quite  agree 
with  you,  Claude,  that  if  we  only  had  that  boy  here  again,  we  should  find  out  all 
about  it  by  virtue  of  the  twigs  that  in  so  miraculous  a  manner  brought  us  to 
tfee  barnhouse  where  our  horses  were  hidden.  That  one  circumstance  is  quite 
sufficient  to  convince  me  that  tha  whole  aff\iir  is  of  mortal  crigin." 

"And  me,  likewise,"  said  Claude  ;  <'and  if  Jack  will  but  think  a  little,  it  will 
convince  him  too.     Come,  Jack,  what  say  you  to  that  ?" 

"  I  own  it  staggers  me,"  he  replied  ;  i'"but  then,  what  possible  explanation  can 
you  give  of  that  truly  awful  noise  ?" 

"  None,  at  present ;  but  we  shall  not  be  for  long,  I  hope  and  expect,  in  that 
state  of  ignorance,  if  I  mistake  not,  we  shall  soon  find  out  all  about  it;  and 
now  lei  us  commence  a  systematic  search  of  the  old  house." 

It  was  a  great   advantage  to  them  that  they  had  still  daylight  in  which  to 
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prosecute  their  search  in  the  Grange,  for  there  were  none  of  the  uncertainties  and 
the  shadows  of  an  artificial  light  to  perplex  their  perceptions.  Moreover,  the 
very  presence  of  daylight  is  such  a  foe  to  superstitious  fears,  that  even  Jack  could 
not  feel  what  he  might  have  felt  if  the  sun  had  fairly  sunk. 

Immediately  outside  the  room  in  which  they  were,  was  an  irregularly-shaped 
kind  of  hall  or  passage,  from  which  opened  a  variety  of  doors.  At  one  end  of 
the  hall  or  passage,  there  were  steps,  conducting  to  the  domestic  portion  of  the 
house,  which  seemed  to  be  just  a  little  below  the  level  of  the  other  part.  From 
the  middle  of  the  hall — taking  a  grand  sweep  into  it,  so  as  to  have  an  imposing 
commencement — was  the  staircase  that  led  to  the  upper  floor. 

When  the  three  friends  got  fairly  into  the  hall,  they  paused  to  listen  if  there 
were  any  sounds  in  the  house  which  might  guide  them  in  their  operations ;  but 
after  about  a  minute  thus  spent,  they  heard  nothing,  so  that  they  could  only  pro- 
ceed as  systematically  as  possible  in  searching  the  various  rooms. 

*'Come,"  said  Claude,  ''we  will  look  through  all  the  room'?  on  this  floor  first, 
and  I  should  advise  that  we  take  some  means  of  propping  all  the  doors  open  as 
we  proceed.'' 

"That  will  not  be  at  all  difiicult,*'  said  Dick.  '' Here  are  plenty  of  bits  of 
wood  and  litter  of  all  sorts  lying  about,  with  which  I  will,  with  ihe  aid  of  my 
knife,  fashion  a  few  wedges  that  will  answer  that  purpose  well  enough." 

While  this  vvas  being  done,  Claude  opened  the  door  that  was  the  nearest  to 
him,  and  walked  into  a  room  that  was  of  beautiful  proportions,  and  still  very 
handsome  in  some  of  its  decorations.  At  the  farther  end  of  it  was  a  large  glass 
door,  that  opened  into  a  conservatory. 

He  glauced  round  the  room,  but  there  was  no  indication  of  the  recent  presence 
of  any  one. 

**  Push  open  the  door,  Dick,"  he  said.     "  It's  all  right  here." 
'*  Stop  a  bit,"  said  Jack;  "  before  we  pro«ced  any  further,  I  see  that  there  is  a 
door  that  leads  to  the  offices  from  the  hall  here.     I  propose  that  we  fasten  that  up 
as  best  we  may  before  we  go  any  further  in  our  search.     There  is  a  key  in  the 
lock,  and  a  b  >lt  upon  this  side." 

"Do  it,  Jack.     It  is  a  good  thought." 

Jack  advanced  to  the  door,  and  had  just  got  the  bolt  shot  into  its  socket,  when 
from  some  upper  portion  of  the  house,  as  they  thought,  there  came  two  of  the 
most  dreadful  shrieks  that  any  of  them  had  ever  heard.  •  These  two  sounds 
diflfered  very  much  from  the  strange  cry  that  had  before  made  the  house  vocal 
with  its  echoes. 

*'  Ah  '."  cried  Claude,  '•  they  are  trying  it  again." 
"  Good  gracious  !"  said  Jack;  "  but  those  cries  are  horrible  !" 
"  They  may  be  ;  but  I  am  not  going  to  be  shouted  ^r  scared  out  of  this  house. 
Come  on.     Let  us  continue  our  search." 

Jack  looked  very  pale,  indeed  ;  but  he  made  no  sort  of  opposition  to  the  search 
being  carried  on  through  the  house,  although  both  Claude  and  Dick  knew 
perfectly  well,  of  course,  that  he  would  much  rather  have  been  out  of  it.  Claude 
thought  that  as  those  cries  had  come  from  the  upper  part  of  the  house,  they  Avere 
either  made  fur  the  purpose  of  preventmg  their  ascending  the  staircase,  or  to 
attract  them  up  at  once,  so  as  to  stop  them  from  pursuing  their  search  in  those 
rooms  on  the  ground  floor,  where  they  had  thus  begun  it ;  so  he  resolved  f  o  dis- 
appoint both  expectations  by  ger.tly  continuing  the  search  where  he  was,  and 
when  that  was  concluded,  but  not  before,  ascending  to  the  upper  rooms. 

Dick,  with  one  of  the  little  wedges  that  he  had  made,  effectually  propped  open 
the  door  of  that  first  room  that  they  had  examined,  and  then  they  passed  through 
it-,  and  took  a  look  in  the  conservatory  beyond ;  but  all  was  quiet  there,  and  as 
the  conservatory  only  opened  again  into  the  garden,  they  did  not  think  it  worth 
their  while  to  proceed  further  in  that  direction. 

Returning,  then,  to  the  hall,  they  opened  another  of  the  numerous  doors 
leading  from  it,  and,  suffice   it  to   say,  that  they  went  into  no  less  a  number 
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than  seven  rooms — all  of  which  were,  more  or  less,  in  a  state  of  delapidation — 
without  being  rewarded  for  their  perseverance,  with  any  discovery. 

••  So  far  so  good," said  Claude,  **  and  we  have  found  out  nothing.  Now  for  up 
stairs.  I  think  if  we  are  to  have  any  success  at  all,  it  will  be  there,  surely,  since 
we  have  not  achieved  it  here.*' 

"  I  do  sincerely  hope/*  said  Dick,  *'  that  we  shall  not  be  oblig-ed  to  leave  ibis 
place  without  discovering  what  it  is  that  has  produced  those  diabolical  sounds. 
I  should  feel  very  much  dissatisfied,  indeed,  if  we  could  not  find  out  the  author  of 
them." 

*'  Never  fear,*  said  Claude.     "  A  little  perseverance  will  do  wonders." 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  Jack.  "  If  those  sounds  are  produced  by  mortal  agency, 
I  grant  you  then,  that  there  will  not  be  much  difficulty  in  finding  out  who  has 
produced  them ;  but  that  is  of  itself  a  point  that  you  know  is  not  settled." 

*'  Quite  settled,  Jack,"  laughed  Claude  ;  "  so  now  let  us  conr.e  up  stairs 
at  once." 

Thej  ascended  the  grand  staircase,  but  they  had  not  got  above  half  way  up 
it,  when  one  of  the  strange  cries,  similar  to  those  that  they  had  at  first  heard, 
came  upon  their  ears.  Jack  was  compelled  to  hold  by  the  balustrade  of  the 
staircase  to  save  himself  from  falling,  and  both  Claude  and  Dick,  so  really  terrific 
was  the  sound,  could  not  at  the  moment  keep  from  feeling  something  like  alarm. 

"  What  on  earth  can  it  be  ?'  said  Claude.  *'  I  will  not  be  made  a  fool  of  in 
this  way  any  longer." 

Raising  his  voice  then,  he  cried  loudly— 

*'Be  you  whoBi  you  may,  and  let  your  object  be  what  it  may,  I  warn  you  that 
we  are  not  to  be  terrified  by  cries  or  shrieks.  There  is  not  a  room  in  this  house 
into  which  we  will  not  penetrate  ;  so  you  must  adopt  some  other  mode  of  scaring 
us  than  by  ugly  cries." 

After  this  speech,  Claude  waited  with  the  expectation  of  there  coming  some 
sort  of  answer  to  it ;  but  in  that  he  was  disappointed,  for  all  was  profoundly  still 
as  before, 

"  Come  on,"  cried  Claude,  '*come  on,"  and  he  sprang  up  the  remainder  of 
the  stairs,  and  reached  the  landing-place,  from  which  opened  several  doors.  The 
moment  Claude  laid  his  hand  upon  the  lock  of  one  of  them,  he  heard  a  voice  from 
within  say — 

*'  Help — help  !     Oh,  will  nobody  save  me  ?'' 

Claude  dashed  the  door  open,  and  made  his  May  into  the  room,  where  he  found, 
to  his  great  surp  ise,  a  lad  of  about  fourteen  years  of  age,  securely  tied  to  a  table 
that  was  in  the  centre  of  it.  The  lad  was  crying  bitterly;  and*  when  he  saw 
Claude,  he  called  out — 

"  Oh,  don't  kill  me— don't  kill  me!" 

*' Who  are  you  ?"  said  Claude. 

*'  Oh,  dear,  sir,  take  me  away— do  take  me  away  from  here  !  I  will  never 
come  any  more  to  the  garden  !" 

"  Oh,  you  have  been  in  the  garden,  have  you  V 

"  Yes,  sir.  My  farther  is  Mr.  Dale  in  the  village  ;  and  I  came  a  birds-nesting, 
sir,  and  a  man  told  me  if  I  came  into  the  house  he  would  show  me  an  owl's  nesr, 
and  so  I  came ;  but  when  we  got  into  this  room,  his  face  all  changed  into  a 
skeleton's,  and  he  put  his  dresdful  mouth  close  to  my  ear,  and  made — oh,  such 
a  frightful  cry,  that  I  think  I  must  have  fainted  awa}' ;  and  when  I  came  to 
myself,  I  found  that  I  was  tied  to  this  table.  Oh  !  gentlemen,  come  with  me  to 
the  village,  and  my  father  will  be  so  thankful,  and  so  will  my  poor  mother,  gen- 
tlemen, for  they  don't  know  where  I  am  ;  and  mv  father  will  come  back  and  help 
I ,  to  look  over  the  house,  and  bring  his  friend  Mr.  Clements  with  him,  too,  so  that 
it  will  be  much  better." 

"  Dear  me,"  said  Claude.  "  It  was  too  bad  to  frighten  you  in  such  a  way,  ray 
boy." 

"Oh,  yes,  sir,  it  was;  but  come  away  at  once,  gentlemen.  I  will  show  you 
the  way  out,  and  then  we  can  all  ccfine  back  again  and  search  the  house." 
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Claude  whispered  a  fe-v  words  to  Dick,  who  immediately  left  the  room  rather 
to  the  consternation  of  Jack  ;  and  theri  Claude  said  to  the  boy — 

•'  I  suppose,  after  wha:  has  happened  to  you  here,  you  would  hke  very  much 
to  find  out  all  about  it — who  it  is  thai  makes  the  strange  noises,  auj  all  that  sort 
of  thing?" 

'•Oh,  ves,  sir,  I  should  indeed  like  it.  And  by  the  time  we  come  back  it  will 
be  all  right,  no  doubt,  sir." 

*'  Net  a  doubt  of  it.     Oh,  here  ycu  are,  Dick.'' 
"'   *' Yes,"  said  Dick,  as  he  re-appeared  with   the  bundle  of  twigs  that  had  been 
use  in  the  castigation  of  the  other  boy.     *'  Yes,  it's  all  right.  Here  I  am,  Claude,  ! 
and  here  is  the  persuader."  j , 

"■  Now,"  said  Claude  to  the  boy>  "  £  will  show  you  a  much  readier  way  of  j 
getting  at  all  the  information  you  require,  and  that  we  require,  likewise.     It  is 
not  worth  while  for  us  to  go  to  your  father,  nor  to  his  friend,  Mr.  Clements.  Jack,  | 
will  you  hold  his  heels,  and  Dick,  will  you  hold  his  arms  P  and  between  you,  it 
will  not  be  at  all  difficult  to  make  him  lie  on  this  table,  as  I  have   loosened  the  ; 
cord  that  held  him  to  the  ieg  of  it." 

"Oh,  dear!"  said  the  boy,  "what  are  you  going  to  do  ?  I  will  go  home  to 
father  at  once,  if  you  plea-e,  gentlemen."  j 

*' We  want  to  know,"  said  Claude,  '*  the  meaning  of  the  strange  sounds  in 
this  bouse,  and  how  they  are  produced,  and  by  whom  ?" 

"Put,  lor,  sii !  ho'.v  should  i  know?" 

"  Up  with  him  P  said  Claude. 

Jack  and  Dick  lifted  up  tlie  boy,  and  placed  him  upon  the  table;  and  Claude 
rendered  him  to  a  condition,  as  regarded  apparel,  in  which  the  switches  were 
likely  to  be  very  effective. 

*'Now,  my  lad,"  said  Ciaudc,  "  I  shall  not  trouble  myself  to  keep  asking  you. 
You  are  quite  well  acquainted  with  what  we  want  to  know,  so  you  can  stop  these 
proceedings  at  once  by  telling  u«.     Is  all  right,  Dick  ?" 

*'  Yes  ;  all's  right." 

Claude  immediately  applied  the  twigs,  with  an  energy  that  made  the  boy  burst 
into  such  a  roar,  that  it  was  perfectly  ludicrous  to  hear  him  ;  and  after  about  half 
a  minute  be  could  stand  it  no  longer,  but  shouted  out — 

"I'll  tell!   I'll  tell!     Oh,  ril  tell!" 

'•Very  good  !     Go  on,  then,"  said  Claude. 

"  It's  my  father  who  is  ,here.  He  is  a  coiner,  and  I'll  take  you  to  him,  and 
he  makes  that  horrid  noise  by  blowing  through  a  lari^e  cow's-horn.  Oh,  dear  ! 
oh,  dear:  I  didn't  think  I  should  come  to  tliis.  It's  very  horrid  !  Oh!  Oh  ! 
Oh  !  Let  me  go  ;  do,  sir,  let  me  go  I     I  can't  stand  any  more  of  it." 


»     .  CHAPTER  CCXXXV. 

CLAUDE  AND  HIS  FRIENDS  ARE  COMPELLED  TO  GKT  RID  OF  THE  COINER. 

Jack  and  Dick  were  so  veiy  much  amused  at  ibis  capital  plan  of  Claude's  In 
the  way  of  getting  iuformaticn  from  boys,  that  they  ] oared  again  with  laughing; 
and,  probably,  Jack  now  laughed,  or  affected  to  laugh,  the  loudest,  for  he  felt 
thoroughly  ashamed  of  bis  fears  upon  the  subject  of  the  haunted  house,  and  was 
afraid,  now,  that  Dick  aad  Claude  might  refer  to. them. 

"  Oh,  that  is  capital  !*  he  cried.    "  Capital  I" 

" And  so,"  said  Dick,  "it  is  by  bellowing  through  a  cow's-horn,  that  the 
noise  is  made?" 

"  Ob,  dear,  yes,"  said  the  boy.  "  The  other  boy  you  met  was  my  brother 
Bill.  Why  didn't  you  whack  it  all  out  of  him,  instead  of  giving  me  such  a 
teaser  ?"' 
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*'  Why,  my  lad,"  said  Claude,  "  we  did  try  it  wiih  your  brother  Bill,  and  found 
it  equally  successful  as  with  you,  po  far  as  ve  asked  him  for  information." 

"Oil,  dear!  then  he  ought  lo  Lave  tokl  a  fellow  how  you  managed  things, 
that  he  ought.     I  never  was  so  served  out  in  all  my  life  behind,  before." 

"  You  have  your  own  obstinacy  to  thank  for  it  ;  and  now,  as  you  have  ex- 
plained all  thai  we  want  to  know,  you  v.'ill  perhaps  be  so  good  as  to  fulfil  your 
promise  of  taking  us  to  your  father,  the   coiner.     Come,  will  you  do  so  V* 

"  Oh,  dear,  yes,"  said  the  boy,  who  had  now  scrambled  ofif  the  table,    "  any- 
thing you  like,  sir,  so  that  you  put  those  twigs  away." 
"  Oh,  you  don't  like  thelook  of  them  V* 

*'It  ain't  the  look  of  them,  sir,"  said  the  boy,  as  he  made  a  wry  face.  *'It's 
thefeflof 'era." 

"  Very  good — I  have  no  wish  in  the  world  to  administer  another  dose,  unless 
it  should  be  absolutely  necessary.  It  was  a  very  ungenerous  thing  of  your  bro- 
ther Bill,  not  to  give  you  due  notice  of  our  mode  of  transacting  business.'* 

**0h,  yes,  sir,  it  was;    but  then  you  see,  sir,  he  was   afraid   I  might  laugh   at 
'  him,  and  I  dare  say  he  wanted  me  to  catch  it,   too.     That  was    it !     Oh,  dear  .' 
Oh,  dear  !" 

"  Lead  on,  then,  and  we  will  follow  you." 

"  This  way,  gentlemen,  this  way.     I  am   rather  in  for  it   now,  I  think,  for  I 
suppose,  when  you  are  gone,  father  will  begin  u][  on  both  me  and   Bill,  so  I  think 
I  the  very  best  thing  we  can  do  is  to  run  away." 

With  this  sagacious  remark,  the  boy  led   them  from  the  room  on  to  the  land- 
ing-place again,  and  after  proceeding  some  little  distance,  he  came  to  a  door,  at 
wbic'i  he  tapped  three  times  in  a  very  peculiar  manner.  '  A  voice  from   within 
immediately  said — • 
"  is  that' you,  Joe  ?" 

"  Yes,"  said  the  boy,  mournfully.  "  Oh,  yes,  Wa  me.  I  only  wish  as  it 
wasn't,  that's  all ;  and  that  somebody  else  felt  what  I  feel  now." 

The  door  v/as  opened  after  a  little  fu^s  in  undoing  what,  no  doubt,  were  some 
very  secure  fastenings  on  the  inside,  and  a  man,  with  a  very  grimy  face,  made  his 
appearance.  Claude  and  his  friends  had  rencained  perfectly  still,  so  that  he  had 
no  idea  that  there  was  any  one  there  but  the  boy,  and  the  moment  he  caught 
sight  of  the  strange  faces,  he  called  out  in  a  loud  voice — 

*'  Ah  !  am  I  betrayed  at  last,  and  by  my  ov/n  flesh  and  blood,  too  ?" 
"  No  !"  said  Claude.  ''Don't  be  hasty— It  is  not  so.  This  boy  has  been  en- 
forced to  conduct  us  to  you.  But  lay  aside  jour  fears;  we  will  not  be  of  any 
disservice  to  you.  Our  intentions  are  by  no  Tneans  against  you.  All  that  we 
wa,nt  is  to  remain  here,  and  rest  ourselves  in  peace  and  quietness  for  the  night, 
and  your  secret  will  be  quite  as  safe  in  our  keeping  as  in  your  own." 
'•  How  am  I  to  know  that:" 

"  No  how,  except  by   experience  of  the  fact ;  but  a  fact  it  is  for  all  that.     We 
are  not  men  who  care  one  stiaw  whether  you  make  money  one  way  or  another." 
"  If  I  could  only  feel  assured — " 

*'  Pho  ! — pho  '  man,  you  may  feel  assured.     Here  are  three  of  us,  well  armed, 
and  if  we  meant  you  any  mischief,  I  should  rather  think  there  would  be  no  occa- 
.sion  to  temporise  with  you,  or  to  lie  about  it." 
"  That  is  true." 

'*  Very  well.     With  that  belief,   then,   you  had  much  better  put  your  mind  at 
ease  concerning  us." 

*'  1  will.     And  I  am  armed,  too  ;  but  what  could  I  do  against  so  many  ?" 
*'  Nothing,  but  make  a  fool  of  yourself." 

At  this  juncture,  the  boy  thought  it  necessary  to  say  something  to  his  father  in 
vindication  of  himself,  and  in  a  whining  tone,  he  said — 

*'  Oh,  father,  I  couldn't  help  it.    I  should  have  been  all  cut  up  into  bits  soon 
if  ]  had  not  told  all  about  it.     Indeed  I  should,  father." 
The  father  looked  at  him.  angrily, 
"  What  do  you  mean,"  he  said,  '*by  being  forced  to  tell  all  about  it  ?     You 


992  GENTLEMAN  JACK. 


do  not   mean  to  tell  me  that  you  had   anything  really  to  fear  f.om  these  three 
gent  emen?" 

*'  Oh,  yes,  he  had,  though,"  said  Claude. 

"  What?  You  do  not  mean  to  tell  me  that  you  would  have  taken  the  life  of 
a  boy  for  keeping  his  father's  secret  ?" 

"  Certiiniy  not.  "W  e  have  a  much  better  plan  than  that.  We  did  not  attempt 
by  threats  to  induce  him  to  tell,  nor  would  he  have  yielded  to  them  very  probably  ; 
but  we  appealed  to  his  sensations  in  another  way. '  Did  you  not  hear  a  noise  1" 

"  I  heard  some  one  roaring  out  as  if  in  pain." 

"  Oh,  lor  !''  said  the  boy,  "  that  was  me,  and  wasn't  I  in  pain,  neither ! " 

"Yes,"  added  Claude,  **  We  whipped  the  secret  from  him,  and  found  it 
wonderfully  effective./ 

The  man  bit  his  lips,  and  looked  vexed  ;  but  after  a  moments  pause,  he  said— 

''  It  is  ridiculous  of  me  to  say,  now,  that  I  will  trust  you,  for  I  cannot  help  it. 
Pray  come  in,  and  make  yourselves  at  home  in  this  room,  which  has  not  been 
intruded  into  by  a  stranger  for  many  a  month.  I  am  a  coiner  of  base  money,  I 
freely  confess  it ;  and  by  terrifying  the  country  paople  regarding  this  house,  I 
have  made  them  all  ready  to  swear  that  it  is  haunted,  and  they  will  not  come 
Lear  it,  so  I  have  it  all  to  myself." 

"  Exactly ;  but  we  are  not  the  right  sort  to  be  frightened  ;  so  you  see,  here  we 
are  ;  and  if  you  keep  quiet,  you  may  go  on  to-morrow  just  as  usual." 

With  these  words,  Claude  and  his  companions  stepped  into  ihe  room,  where 
they  found  a  fire  lighted,  but  no  indications  of  the  employment  of  the  coiner. 
He  was  quite  alone,  top,  ^nd  Claude  said — 

"  Where  are  your  tools  ?  If  you  manufacture  base  money,  you  must  have  the 
means  of  doinc  so." 

"lea;  but  as  a  matter  of  common  caution,  when  any  one  approaches  the 
place,  I  conceal  everything  as  quickly  as  I  possibly  can.  I  do  not  intend  to 
remain  here  myself,  ior,  however  I  have  braved  it  cut  for  a  length  of  time,  now 
I  am  quite  convincea  that  there  are  noises  in  this  house  which  are  not  human." 

"Indeed  !" 

*'  Yes.  I  am  sorry  to  feel  obliged  to  give  way  to  such  a  belief,  but  circum- 
stances force  it  upon  me." 

As  he  spoke,  Claude,  without  appearing  to  d.o  so,  kept  the  most  careful  watch 
upon  the  actions  of  the  man  withe  ut  appearing  to  do  so,  and  he  saw  that  he  put 
his  hand  behind  him,  close  to  the  vyall,  and  touched  a  bell  pull  that  hung  to  it. 
The  moment  he  did  so,  there  came  from  the  lower  part  of  the  house  one  of  the 
horrible  sounds  which  had  been  explained  by  the  boy  while  he  was  under 
punishment,  but  which  the  coiner  did  not  know  was  so  well  now  understood  by 
his  visitors. 

"Oh,  there  it  is!"  he  cried.*'  "  There  it  is  !  Tell  me,  my  good  friends — oh, 
tell  me,  if  you  can,  what  you  can  ascribe  that  dreadful  noise  to?     It  appals  me  !" 

"  What,  that  bellowing  we  heard  just  now?"  said  Claude,  in  the  most  indif- 
ferent tone  he  could  assume. 

"^  Yes,  oh,  yes." 

*'0h,  that's  somebody  blowing  through  a  cow's-ho^n,  T  am  quite  convinced.    I 
have  no  doubt  at  all  upon  the  subject,    it  is  your  son,  Bill,  I  shouldn't  wonder." 
"  'file  devil !"  said  the  coiner. 

"  Come — come,"  said  Duval,  "it  is  of  no  use  your  trying  this  sort  of  thing 
any  longer  with  us.  We  don't  intend  to  be  frightened  out 'of  the  house  ;  and  if 
there  should  happen  anything  that  we  don't  quite  understand,  our  friend  Joe, 
here,  will  explain  it  to  us  after  a  little  persuasion  with  a  few  twigs." 

•'  Oh  dear,  don't  think  of  it,"  said  Joe. 

The  coiner  shook  his  head. 

"  Humph!"  he  said,  "  so  I  find  he  has  told  you  all.  Just  you  wait  a  bit, 
Joe,  that's  all.     You  and  I  can  come  to  an  account  to-morrow." 

'*  There,"  said  Joe,  *'  I  said  so.  I  shall  catch  it  from  everybody  now,  and  be 
flayed  alive,  that  I    shall.     Oh,  I  c.in't  stand  this  sort  of  thing.     It's  too   horrid." 
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"  Allow  me,'*  said  Claude,  **  to  iutercede  for  Joe.     In  a   ridiculous   kind    of 
way  he  has   been  quite    sufficiently  already  punished,  I  assure  you.     It  was  not 
possible  that  he  could  hold  out  against  the  inducements  we  cffeied  to  him  to  tell 
us  all." 
^"  Not  possible  ?" 


JACK  PERCEIVES   THE   OFFICERS  MAKING   FOR   THE  FARM-HOUSE. 

*'  Oh,  no,"  said  Joe,  "  I'm  quite  su:eof  th^t." 

*'  Under  such  circumstances,  then,"  ftdied  Cauda,  "anl  asi  o  real  barn  will 
come  of  it,  I  hope  that  you  will  forgive  bin,  ai.d  ^a<e  no  turtiicr  notice  ci  it." 

**  I  presume  1  must." 

*'  And  Bill,  likewise,  for  he  has  been  sul)j^c'ed  to  the  same  p^^rsmsion  ;  and 
under  great  compulsion  that  way,  he  told  us  wl  ere  our  horsos  were  hidden." 
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"The  rascal  !  he  came  here  and  said  you  had  gone  about  yourselves  till  you 
heard  one  of  them  neighing,  and  then,  of  course,  lit  upon  where  they  were." 

"  Oh  dear,  no.  It  was  quite  the  contrary.  It  was  Bill's  neighing  that  gave 
us  the  information.'* 

At  this  moment  a  footstep  was  heard  upon  the  stairs,  and  then  the  father 
cried  out — 

"  Is  that  you.  Bill  ?" 

''  Yes,  father.     Have  they  gone  away  ?'' 

"  Come  here  and  see." 

Bill  bounced  into  the  room,  and  he  was  tolerably  sta:g?red  to  see  Claude  and 
his  friends  there. 

"  Well,  Bill,"  said  Claude,  «*  where  is  the  cow's-hora  >** 

«*0h,  lor!"  f 

"  You  did  that  last  bellow  pretty  well,  but  it  did  not  come  near  up  to  the 
natural  shout  that  you  made  when  you  were  tied  to  the  tree  below,  did  it  now  V 

Bill  looked  uncommonly  sheepish,  and  Joe,  with  a  look  of  some  satisfaction, 
said — 

"  Well,  I  am  glad  that  you  had  it  as  well  as  me.  Bill,  so  you  can't  laugh  at 
me  now,  you  know,  old  fellow,  and  you  told  about  the  osses,  if  I  told  about 
father  and  the  cow's-horn." 

"  Yes,'"'  said  the  coiner,  "  all  is  known  now ;  but  these  gentlemen  say  they 
■will  keep  our  secret,  so  get  a  table  ready,  and  let  us  see  how  we  can  manage  to 
entertain  them,  my  lads.  We  owe  them  some  sort  of  reparation  for  the  trouble 
that  we  have  given  them.'* 

*'  A  great  deal  too  much  trouble  they  have  had,"  said  Bill,  "  If  I  could  only 
have  thought  they  wouldn't  be  in  the  way,  I  should  have  liked  to  spare  them  one 
part  of  their  trouble,  since  they  have  been  about  this  old  place." 

"  And  so  should  I,"  said  Joe,  with  a  rueful  look. 

"Let  bygones  be  bygones,"  said  Claude.  "I  will  make  you  some  amends 
for  the  twig  business  before  I  leare  the  house." 

"  You  are  very  good,  sir,'*  remarked  the  coiner,  *'  but,  indeed,  they  don't 
deserve  anything.  Come,  boys,  bustle — bustle.  We  will  do  the  best  we  can, 
at  all  events,  although  our  larder  is  not  very  well  stocked." 

A  furious  ringing  at  a  bell  at  this  moment  claimed  the  attention  of  them  all, 

*'  Pray,"  said  Claude,  "  what  do  you  mean  by  that  ?" 

"I  !"  cried  the  coiner.  *' I  know  nothing  about  that,  I  assure  yoii.  It  is 
none  of  our  doing.  Oh,  I  am  lost — lost!  I  shall  be  taken  and  dragged  to  a  jail, 
at  once.     Oh,  save  me — save  me  1" 

The  terror  of  the  coiner  was  too  genuine  to  be  suspected,  and  Claude  said  at 
once — 

"It  is  possible  enough  that  whoever  is  ringing  the  bell  in  that  style, is  an 
enemy  of  mine,  if  not  of  yours.  What  had  better  be  done  in  such  a  case  ? 
Surely  it  must  happen  that  sometimes  strangers  come    to  the  house?" 

"  Oh,  yes,  jes,  and  then  Bill  always  meets  them  with  terror  in  his  looks,  and 
tells  some  story  aboutjcominir  to  gather  blackberries,  or  something  of  that  sort, 
and  how  he  has  seen  something  that  has  nearly  frightened  him  out  of  his  wits  ; 
and  in  nine  cases  out  of  ten,  the  people  shuffle  off  again  as  quickly  as 
they  can." 
^, "  Let  him  try  it  now,  then," 

"  Go,  Bill.  Go,  my  boy,  and  do  your  best,  and  remember  that  you  give  us 
notice  with  your  whistle  if  they  are  too  obstmate  for  you.  Go  and  terrify 
them  with  some  of  the  stories  that  I  have  taught  you  to  tell  of  the  old  place." 

"I  will,  1  will,  father.  It  ain't  very  likely  that  they  will  think  of  the  sort  of 
way  of  getting  at  secrets  that  these  gentlemen  did.  Oh,  dear]  me,  it's  horrid  to 
think  of." 
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CHAPTER  CCXXXVr. 

THE    NIGHT   OF   DANGER     IN    THE     DESERTED    HOUSE, 

As  the  boy  spoke,  witb  so  vi/id  a  recollection,  of  what  he  had  suffered  at  the 
hands  of  Claude  Duval,  there  came  another  desperate  ring  at  the  large  bell  at 
the  hall-door,  and  it  became  quite  evident  that  whoever  was  there,  was  not  dis- 
posed upon  light  grounds  to  leave  the  spot. 

"  Go  at  once,  boy,"  said  Claude,  ''  and  stop  them,  if  you  can.  If  you  cannot, 
and  they  should  turn  out  to  be  enemies  of  mine,  1  am  not  one  that  will  very 
tamely  submit  to  their  dictates.     Look  to  your  pistol?,  my  friends." 

*'Ah!"  said  the  coiner,  "you  will  repel  force  by  force,  then  ?" 

"  We  will." 

"  Will  you  tell  me,  then,  whe  you  are  ?     Surely  you  may  trust  me,  now  ?" 

"  If  there  were  any  occasion  to  trust  you,"  said  Claude,  ^'  I  for  one  should  not 
hesitate  a  moment ;  but  there  can  be  no  possible  use  in  year  knowing  our  names  ; 
and  if  we  were  to  tell  you,  you  have  no  means  of  satisfying  yourself  that  we  tell 
you  the  exact  truth  in  the  matter." 

"  Well,  I  will  be  content.  Let  us  listen  for  Bill's  signal.  If  he  be  successful 
in  getting  rid  of  whoever  is  ringing  at  the  door,  he  will  blow  a  shrill  clear 
whistle,  which  we  cannot  but  hear  if  we  are  only  tolerably  attentive." 

Upon  this  they  all  remained  profoundly  still,  listening  for  the  whistle,  and  in 
about  five  minutes  it  came,  breaking  in  upon  the  silence  with  a  startling   effect. 

*'  All's  right,"  said  the  coiner;  "he  has  frightened  them." 

"  Are  you  sure  of  that  ?"  said  Jack. 

"  Quite  sure.  We  shall  have  him  here  soon.  Go,  Joe,  and  listen  at  the  head 
of  the  stairs  for  your  brothers's  footsteps. 

Joe  left  the  room,  and  after  he  had  been  gone  some  little  time,  the  coiner,  with 
an  air  of  uneasiness,  said —  \ 

"  What  can  have  become  of  the  boys  ?     I  will  go  and  seek  them.** 

*'  Hold  I"  said  Claude. 

*'  What  would  you  say  ?     What  do  you  suspect  ?'' 

•*  Nothing.  But  in  order  that  we  may  continue  in  that  blessed  state,  I  beg 
that  you  will  have  the  goodness  to  stay  with  us.  You  will  recollect  that  we  are 
but  very  slight  acquaintances,  indeed,  and  until  we  know  each  other  better,  I  do 
not  like  to  part  with  the  whole  of  the  family  at  once." 

*' As  you  please.  I  did  not  think  ef  anything  wrong,  for  I  apjtrehend  that  I 
have  much  more  to  dread  than  you  can  possibly  have.  But  I  hear  a  footstep. 
It  is  one  of  the  boys.     Ah,  they  are  both  here,  I  fancy.     Yes,  here  they  are." 

Bill  and  Joe  both  came  into  the  room,  now,  and  the  former  said — 

"  I  have  frightened  them  away,  although  :here  was  a  sort  of  constable  among 
them." 

"  A  constable,  Bill  ?  You  dou't  mean  that  surely  ?  How  did  you  know  h  'was 
one?" 

**  He  said  he  was,  and  he  said  something  else,  teo,  that  perhaps  these  gentle- 
men might  not  like." 

*'  Whatever  it  is,"  said  Claude,  "  let  us  have  it.  It  is  the  constable's  saying, 
not  yours,  so  we  cannot  blame  you  for  it." 

"  Yes,'-  said  the  father,  "  say  it  at  once,  Bill." 

"  Then,"  said  the  boy,  ''  the  constabla sail  that  he  was  o-^  the  look  out  for 
Claude  Duval,  who  was  in  this  neighbourhood  along  with  two  friends  of  his,  and 
he  said  that  he  would  give  one  hundred  pounds  to  anybody  who  would  give  him 
any  information  that  might  place  him  on  their  track,  if  he  caught  them." 

"  Claude  Duval,  the  famous  highwayman  !"  cried  the  coiner. 

"  Yes,  and  his  two  friends." 

The  coiner  glanced  knowingly  at  Claude  and  his  companions,  and  the  two 
boys,  who  were  cunning  beyond  their  age,  likewise  looked  at  them  with  eyes  full 
of  meaning:. 
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"  So,"  said  Claude,  **  all  this  treans  now  that  you  suspect  I  am  Claude  Duval, 
and  that  these  are  my  two  friends  that 'the  constable  spoke  of?  Is  it  not  so? 
Speak  out."  a 

"  It  is,"  said  the  coiner.  '  '  ""'*' 

*'  It  is,"  said  Bill  and  Joe,  both  in  a  breath. 

"  Oh,  what  mistakes  people  do  make  in  this  world,"  said  Claude."  *'  The 
idea  of  mistaking  three  commercial  travellers  for  three  of  the  most  desperate 
highwaymen  !  Why,  I  tell  you  that  that  very  Claude  Duval  you  speak  of,  has 
got  the  most  of  my  money  in  his  pocket." 

"  What,  then,  has  he  robbed  j^ou  ?" 

•*He  has  got  possession  of  all  I  had,  if  you  call  that  robbing  ;  and  as  for  my 
two  friends  here,  they  would  not  like  to  meet  Duval  on  a  dark  night  all  alone,  I 
can  tell  you." 

*'  There's  five  hundred  pounds  reward  for  him  now,"  said  the  coiner,  "  and 
there  was  at  one  time  fifteen  hundred  pounds,  but  a  lot  of  it  has  been  withdrawn 
by  the  different  parties  as  they  cooled  down  in  their  feelings  after  he  had  robbed' 
them.  The  fire  hundred  pounds,  though,  is  a  good  sum,  and  would  be  no  bad 
day's  work." 

"Yes,  if  it  could  only  be  earned,"  said  Claude.  *'  But  you  promised  that  you 
would  get  us  something  to  eat,  and  we  shall  be  glad  to  see  of  what  your  larder 
consists.     How  dark  it  gets.*'  ._.  , 

"  Yes,"  said  Dick,  "  the  twilight  is  going  fast.  The  long  shadows  are  in  the 
old  garden  now.     We  shan't  see  each  other's  faces  for  many  minutes  longer.' 

*•  Light  up,  Joe,"  said  the  coiner.  "  We  don't  make  much  of  a  flare  when 
the  night  comes,  for  fear  it  should  be  seen  ;  but  we  have  light  enough  to  look  at 
each  other  by,  at  all  events.  And  now  let  me  tell  you,  that  whether  you  be  the 
persons  mentioned  by  the  officer,  or  not,  you  are  safe  here.  I  am  not  the  man  to 
betray  any  one,  and  if  ten  times  five  hundred  pounds  were  to  be  got  by  it,  I 
should  expect  every  f»uinea  of  the  ill-gotten  money  to  stick  in  my  throat.  I 
would  rather  go  on  at  my  own  trade  of  coining." 

"You  are  right,"  said  Jack,  *'forI  rather  think  that  something  would  stick 
in  your  throat,  if  it  were  not  a  guinea. 

"  Not  a  doubt  of  it."  said  Dick. 
^'  The  coiner  affected  to  laugh  heartily,  and  Joe,  by  dint  of  clambering  upon  a  table^ 
lit  a  solitary  candle  that  was  in  the  remains  of  what  had  once  been  a  very  hand- 
sonae  lamp,  hanging  from  the  ceiling.  When  lit,  that  candle  gave  but  a  dim  light, 
which  was  only  just  sufficient  to  enable  those  in  the  room  to  see  each  other,  ana 
not  to  run  against  its  furniture. 

"  This  is  darkness  visible,'"  said  Dick. 

"It  is,  rather;  but  as  Bill  is  going  to  the  village  to  make  a  few  purchases,  he 
can  bring  us  a  candle  or  two.     Now,  Bill,  mind  you  get  exactly  what  is  wanted." 

''Ye?,  father." 

*'  And  be  as  smart  and  asqu'ck  as  you  can  ;  and,  of  coarse,  as  you  always  are, 
you  will  be  upon  your  guard." 

"  Yes,  father." 

**  Be  off  with  you,  then,  and  get  back  as  soon  as  you  can.  Don't  forget  the 
brandy  and  the  candles.     That  will  do." 

Bill  left  the  room,  but  he  had  not  been  gone  a  moment  or  two,  when  the  coiner 
called  out, — 

"  Bill !  Bill  !  stop,  I  forgot — I  quite  forgot :  bring  in  some  whitening  with 
you.     Confound  the  boy,  he  don't  hear  me.     Bill !  Bill !  I  say  !" 

He  ran  out  of  the  room  and  went  down  the  stairs  with  a  great  clatter  after  Bill. 
Joe  remained  in  the  room,  and  looked  rather  silly  as  he  eyed  Claude  out  of  the 
corners  of  his  eyes.     In  the  course  of  a  few  momenta,  the  coiner  came  back, 

*'  We  use  whitening  in  our  work,'  he  said.  *'and  I  send  to  the  village  so  very 
se'dona  for  fear  of  exciting  any  suspicion  of  who  Bill  is,  that  I  always  wish  him  to 
bring  in  everything  at  oace,  if  possible,     He  is  asked  at  times  who  he    is,  and 
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then  he  names  some  farmer  a  good  way  off,  and  gays  he  is  with  him,  and  that 
satisfies  the  people." 

**  You  cannot  do  belter,"  said  Claude. 

"  Well,  in  this  world,  of  course,  we  always  do  the  best  we  can — ah !  ah  !  All's 
right,  I  rather  think." 

The  coiner  said  those  words,  '  All's  right'  so  significantly,  that  Claude  and  his 
companions  could  not  help  thinking  they  had  seme  hidden  meaning,  and  if  they 
had,  it  was,  in  ail  probability,  one  that  was  not  over-favourable  to  their  safety. 

Duval  would  have  been  glad  of  an  opportunity  to  say  a  few  words  in  piivate 
to  Jack  and  Dick,  to  ask,  in  fact,  their  opinion  regarding  the  present  posture  of 
affairs,  and  how  far  they  thought  the  coiner  and  his  hopeful  family  ought  to  be 
trusted,  under  these  circumstances  ;  but  he  could  not  very  well  get  such  an  op- 
portunity. If  it  had  not  been  for  Jack's  horse,  he  would  have  at  once  left  the 
place ;  but  anything  in  the  shape  of  lameneis  in  any  one  of  the  animals,  upon  whose 
speed  and  powers  so  much  depended,  was  not  a  thing  to  be  trifled  with  in  any 
shape  or  way. 

The  coiner,  and  the  boy  whom  he  named  Joe,  busied  themselves  in  spreading  a 
cloth  upon  the  table  ;  and  from  a  capboard  in  the  room  that  was  capitally  con- 
cealed in  the  panelling  of  the  wall,  they  took  out  some  bread  and  some  cold  meat. 
The  meat  was  mutton,  and  by  the  manner  in  which  it  was  cut,  it  looked  wonder- 
fully like  as  if  some  grazier  had  suffered  for  it. 

It  had  evidently  not  been  cut  up  according  to  the  ordinary  rules  of^  butcliers' 
craft. 

**  Come,*'  eoid  the  coiner  ;  *'  all  you  have  got  to  do,  is  to  eat,  drink,  and  be 
merry,  and  quite  at  your  ease.  Bill  will  soon  be  back  with  the  brandy,  and  more 
lighu.* 

"  I  think,"  said  Joe,  **  that  you  ought  to  have  told  Bill,  father,  not  to  put  up 
with  the  bad  brandy  at  the  Rose  and  Crown,  but  to  ask  for  something  strong." 

It  was  quite  evident  that  Joe  in  his  own  mind,  looked  upon  this  as  something  of 
a  joke,  for  he  grinned  as  he  said  it,  in  despite  of  certain  smarting  sensations  that 
reminded  him  of  a  recent  event. 

The  coiner  gave  him  a  kick  under  the  table  to  be  quiet,  which  made  the  matter 
only  rather  more  suspicious. 

"Jack,"  said  Claude,  **  have  you  any  objection  to  step  down  stairs,  and  take  a 
look  at  the  cattle  ?" 

**  Not  the  least ;  I  was  thinking  of  doing  so." 

Jack  rose,  and  Claude  did  so  likewise. 

"We  win  go  together,  Jack,"  he  said.  **  I  dare  say  our  kind  host  will  excuse 
us  for  a  few  moments.' 

"  Don't  mention  it,"  said  Dick,  answering  for  the  coiner,  who  did  not  seem 
quite  at  his  ease  at  this  movement  of  Claude's.  Dick  knew  well  ei.ough  that 
Claude  wanted  to  say  something  to  Jack,  and  he  was  willing  to  give  him  the  op- 
portunity of  so  doing.  In  another  moment  they  had  left  the  room,  and  proceeded 
down  stairs  to  the  room  where  the  horses  were  placed.  It  'vas  in  the  same  state 
in  which  they  left  it,  and  Claude  was  well  enough  pleased  to  see  that  the  whole 
of  their  horses  were  laying  down  and  comfortably  resting. 

•*  Jack,"  said  Claude,  "  what  do  yuu  think  of  our  new  friend,  the  coiner,  and 
his  two  hopeful  sons  ?" 

"  That  he  is  as  great  a  rogue  as  needs  be,  and  that  he  is  bringing  them  up  in 
the  same  way,"  said  Jack. 

"  But  does  it  strike  you.  Jack,  what  Master  Bill  has  gone  to  the  village 
for  ?" 

"  Why,  no,  not  exactly." 

'*  Well  it  does  me ;  and  in  my  hunable  opinion.  Jack,  it  is  for  the  express 
purpose  of  getting  together  a  force  to  try  and  take  us  prisoners." 

"  You  don't  really  think  that,  Claude  ?" 

*'  Indeed  but  I  do." 

"  Then  we  must  be   off  at  once.     My   horse's  foot  would  be  eventually  the 
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better  for  a  little  longer  rest;  but  if  it  can't  have  i^,  it  can't,  and  there's  an  end 
of  it." 

"  Do  you  think  the  creature  could  take  a  canter  1" 

"  Oh,  yes,  now  it  could,  or  gallop,  for  the  matter  of  that ;  but,  ag  I  say,  rest 
would  be  a  good  thing  for  it,  no  doubt.  If,  however,  you  have  suspicions  of  the 
sort  you  name,  let  us  go." 

"E.ecollect,  Jack,  that  they  are  only  suspicions.*' 

"  Yes ;  bat  the  more  I  think  of  them,  the  more  likely  they  look.  That  he 
suspects,  to  the  extent  of  knowing,  who  and  what  we  are,  T  can  well  believe,  and 
the  reward  has  tempted  him.  He,  no  doubt,  calculates,  too,  upon  his  own 
oflfenees  against  the  law  being  passed  over  with  impunity,  on  account  of^  aiding 
in  our  capture." 

"  That  may  be,  and,  doubtless,  is  a  part  of  his  calculation  ;  and  so.  Jack,  I  will 
tell  you  what  I  was  thinking.  It  will  be,  in  my  opinion,  advisable  to  change 
the  place  where  the  horses  are  now,  and  to  place  them  somewhere  that  we  only 
know  of;  so  that,  at  the  urgency  of  a  moment,  we  could  seek  them,  and  mourit 
and  be  off." 

"Good!" 

'*  Very  well.  Then  I  propose  that  we  remain  in  this  house  until  we  have 
the  most  irresistible  and  positive  evidence  that  lour  suspicions  are  Qi:ite 
correct." 

**  Let  it  be  so  then,  Claude.  I  only  hope  we  shall  get  safe  out  of  this  abomi- 
nable house  ;  I  think  the  ghosts  that  we  thought  at  first  were  in  it  were  more 
endurable  than  the  flesh  and  blood  that  we  really  find  here." 

"  Don't  say  we  thought  the  ghosts  were  here,  Jack,"  said  Claude  with  a  smile, 
*'  Recollect  that  you  had  that  all  to  yourself." 

**  Well—well  !     We  will  say  no  more  about  that." 

Claude  and  Jack  were  both  such  practised  hands  at  the  management  of  horses, 
.that  they  got  all  the  three  animals  up,  and  saddled  and  bridled,  in  the  course  of 
a  few  minutes,  and  then  they  conducted  them  quite  gently  out  of  the  house  and 
fastened  them  to  the  lattice- work  of  a  little  summer-house  in  the  garden  that  was 
close  to  the  lane. 
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CLAUDE   AND    UTS    COMPANIONS    ARE    BELEAGUERED    IN    THE    OLD    HOUSE. 

*'  Haek  !"  said  Jack,  '*  I  hear  something  in  Ihe  lane.  J  only  wish  Dick  was 
with  us  instead  of  keeping  company  with  that  rascal  of  a  coiner,  we  would  be  off 
at  once." 

"  Perhaps  it  is  Bill  coming  back  ?"  said  Claude. 

*'  Listen  I— Listen  !" 
R'*  You  are  right,  Jack.     There  are  persons  in  the   lane,  and  they  are   coming 
on  with  such  caution,  too,  that  we  may  well  suspect  them  to  be  enemies.'' 

"  You  may  deperd,"  said  Jack,  ''  that  Bill's  kind  errand  to  the  village  has 
been  for  the  express  purpose  ot  getting  a  force,  by  the  aid  of  which  to  arrest  us. 
I  half-suspected  it  before." 

"And  I,  too;  but  I  never  liks  to  give  way  to  suspicion,  for  one's  fancy  'is  so 
very  apt  to  mislead  one  in  circumstances  of  danger  ;  but  now  I  think  there  can'be 
but  little  doubt  of  the  fact.  Okl  that  Dick  were  with  us  !  There  is  no  help  for 
it,  though.  Jack.  Let  us  go  back  to  him,  for  we  have  succeeded  in  getting  the 
horses  into  a  handy  position,  and  that  is  everything.     Come  on." 

Jack  followed  Claude  quickly  into  the  house  again,  and  chey  made  their  way 
back  to  the  room  where  Dick  was  keeping  company  with  the  coiner.  Upon  their 
entrance,  Dick  spoke,  saying — 

"  Is  all  right  with  the  cattle  ?'* 


li: 


LIFE  ON  THE  ROAD.  999 

"  Quite/'  said  Claude,  "  and  Bill  is  coming,  I  thinij:,  for  we  fancied  we  heard 
a'footstep  or  two  in  the  lane." 

'*'  Oh,  1  am  glad  of  that/'  said  the  coiner,  "we  shall  be  so  very  nice  and  com- 
fortable, when  Bill  comes  back,  1  do  think/' 

"  Well,  so  do  I/'  said  Claude,  i' It  will  be  the  only  thing  that  it  is  at  all 
wanting  to  our  felicity.  But  don't  you  run  considerable  risks  here,  ray  friend, 
at  times,  from  the  curiosity  of  strangers,  who  may  come  into  this  house  ?" 

"  Oh,  no,  not  much.  This  room  can  be  well  fastened  up.  Don't  you  see  that 
there  is  an  iron  bar  inside  the  door,  here,  that-I  have  had  the  precaution  of  putting 
up  myself,  so  that  no  one  here  can  get  in  without  my  leave.  But  here  is 
Bill." 

At  this  moment  that  precocious  young  gentleman  found  his  way  to  the  room  : 
He  was  quite  alone. 

'*  Oh,  gentlemen/'  he  said,  **  I  am  afraid  that  your  horses  are  frightened  at 
something." 

*'  Indeed  I"  said  Claude. 

*'  Yes,  sir,  they  are  making  quite  a  kind  of  disturbance  on  the  floor  of  the  roont 
below.  I  would  have  gone  in  and  seen  what  it  was,  bat  I  was  afraid,  you  see, 
sir,  that  they  might  kick  me  ;  but  it  will  be  better  for  you  to  go  at  once." 

**  Why,  the  fact  is.  Bill/'  said  Claude,  as  he  stepped  to  the  door  of  the  room, 
and  put  up  the  bar  that  the  coiner  had  unbarred,  ''  the  fact  is,  my  fine  fellow, 
that  we  always  let  our  horses  amuse  themselves  in  their  own  way." 

**  Why  are  you  putting  up  that  bar  V  said  the  coiner,  with  rather  a  flurried 
kind  of  look. 

**  Oh,  JHSt  as  a  little  measure  of  security,  that's  all,  my  friend.  And  now. 
Bill,  we  want  a  little  bit  of  information  from  you,  and  we  sincerely  hope  that  you 
will  give  it  to  us  without  putting  us  to  the  tromble  and  you  to  the  pain  of  a 
process  of  getting  it,  which  you  know  by  experience  is  very  efficient,  indeed.'* 

"  Oh,  this  is  some  joke,"  said  the  coiner.  "  Ha  !  ha  !  It  is  some  very  good 
joke,  indeed,  this  is/' 

Bill  looked  very  red  and  fidgetty. 

"  I — I  don't  know  anything,  gentlemen,"  he  said  ;  "  but,  of  course,  if  I  find  I 
do,  I  will  tell  everything  to  you  in  a  moment,  if  you  will  only  be  so  good  as  to 
gay  what  it  is." 

**  Certainly,  Bill  ;  we  won't  keep  you  in  suspenst  about  what  it  is  for  long,  you 
may  depend.  How  many  persons,  now,  have  you  brought  with  you  from  the 
village  to  capture  us  ?" 

"  How  many  ?" 

"  Yes.  We  want  to  know  what  force  is  opposed  to  us,  that  we  may  take  our 
measures  accordingly." 

"  Oh,  now,  that's  too  bad,"  said  Bill.  "  Do  you  think  that  I  would  do  such  a 
thing  ?  It's  quite  wrong,  sir — indeed,  it  is.  Why,  father  don't  want  people  ont 
of  the  village  here,  I'll  be  bound." 

"  Indeed  I  do  not,  my  child,"  said  the  coiner,  with  a  look  of  great  candour, 
*'  and  I  am  quite  surprised  that  the  gentlemen  should  think  of  such  a  thing— 
quite.  Oh,  it  is  too  bad,  after  we  feel  inclined  to  do  all  we  can  to  make  them 
comfortable  for  the  night.  But  come,  my  son— since  the  gentlemen  think  that 
we  are  not  good  and  honest  company  enough  for  them,  we  will  go  to  another 
room,  and  there  pass  the  night ;  and  in  the  morning,  when  they  find  that  all 
their  suspicions  of  us  are  groundless,  they  will  then  apologise  to  us  for  our 
entertaining  them/' 

"  Yes,  father,"  said  Bill,  in  the  same  canting  tone.  "•  It's  a  shocking  thing  to 
be  suspected,  when  you  are  doing  your  best  to  be  kind  and  obliging  to  people." 

"  It  is,  my  dear  son,  but  you  will  find  that  such  is  the  way  of  the  world,  and 
that  virtue  and  charity  must  be  their  own  rewards,  for  the  world  will  not 
appreciate  either.  Come,  my  boy.  Let  us  come  away  and  leave  these  gentle- 
men to  theMselfcs." 
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"  Wait  a  bit/'  said  Claude,  "  we  are  very  much  afraid  that  you  will  be  rather 
dull  without  U3,  so  we  cannot  think  of  parting  with  you  or  Bill," 
**  But  my  dear  sir,  allow  me  to  say '* 

*'  Whatever  you  please,  in  a  little  while — but  at  present  we  have  soroethiug  to 
do.     Jack,  hare  you  got  a  good  strong  piece  of  twine  ?" 

*'0h  yes,"  said  Jack.  "I  always  carry  some  nice,  round,  strong  whipcord 
with  me,  and  here  it  is." 

"  Very  good  ;  now,  Mr.  Coiner,  I  intend  to  take  the  liberty  of  tying  your 
hands  behind  vour  back." 

*' Tying  me l—Me!" 

"Even  so,  you  ;  and  then,  if  you  are  prudent  enough  to  be  quite  quiet,  you 
will  receive  no  injury,  but  if  you  are  otherwise,  I  shall  be  under  the  disagreeable 
necessity  of  wasting  a  charge  of  gunpowder  in  blowing  out  yaur  brains,  if  you 
have  got  any." 

The  coiner  turned  ghastly  pale. 

"Oh,"  he  said,  "this  is  too  bad-  What  on  earth  can  you  suspect  of  me? 
Am  I  not  a  criminal,  and  would  it  be  at  all  possible  that  I  should  bring  dovvn 
upon  you  the  police,  whose  efforts  would  be  as  much  directed  against  me  as 
against  you?'* 

"  I  don't  know  that,'*  said  Claude.  "  You  have  a  suspicion  that  I  am  Claude 
Duval, — Have  you  not?'* 

*'  I  know  you  are.'* 

''  Exactly;  and  I  know  likewise,  that  the  government  is  sufficiently  anxious  for 
my  apprehension  to  look  over  the  pettier  offences  of  any  one  who  may  be  instru- 
mental in  giving  me  up.  Come  now,  confess,  Master  Coiner,  that  you  sent  Bill 
to  the  village  to  get  a  sufficient  force  here  \o  apprehend  us.     Is  it  not  so  ?'' 

"  Oh,  no— no  1     I  appeal  to  Bill." 

**  Certainly  not,"  said  Bill.  "  Such  a  thing  would  have  been  very  wrong 
indeed.     Oh,  my — I  could  not  have  done  it." 

*' Very  well,"  said  Claude.  "  Of  course  it  is  a  matter  of  fact,  and  not  of 
opinion.     You  will  be  so  good  as  to  sit  here,  Mr.  Coiner." 

Claude  Duval  had  securely  tied  the  wrists  of  the  coiner  together  behind  his 
back,  and  now  he  placed  a  chair  exactly  against  the  door  of  the  room,  and  inti- 
mated that  it  was  there  he  was  to  seat  himself.  The  fellow  hesitated  for  a  few 
moments,  and  Claude  said  mildly — 

"  I  have  no  objection  to  give  you  a  reason  for  seating  \ou  there.  The  fact  is, 
that  if  officers  are  in  the  house  they  will  be  pretty  sure  to  threaten  to  fire  through 
the  door  if  we\vili  not  open  it,  and  you,  as  you  sit  against  it,  will  catch  the  shots, 
you  see.'' 

*'0h,  murder,  no!" 

"Nay,  my  friend  :  if  there  are  no  officers  in  the  house,  you  will  be  in  no 
danger..  Tie  him  to  the  chair,  Jack,  by  his  ankles  to  the  legs  of  it,  and  then  he 
won't  be  able  to  get  up  upon  any  emergency.'' 

The  coiner  looked  rather  agonised,  and  licked  his  lips  nervously. 

*'  Oh,  Bill,"  he  said,  "is  not  this  dreadful  treatment  for  a  son  to  see  a  father 
endure?" 

*•'  It  is,  father,"  said  Bill,  in  an  oratorical  kind  of  tone,  '^and  the  heart  that  can 
witness  such  things  without  a  pang,  is — a— a — that  is  to  say — I  quite  agree  with 
you,  father." 

"  Yes,  my  dear ;  and  now  tell  me.  Bill— Did  you  see  any  suspicious  persons 
prowling  about  the  house,  for  I  rather  think  yod  did  ?— Hem  I"* 

<(  Why  yes,"  said  Bill,  taking  the  hint,  "  I  did,  and  I  was  going  to  tell  these  gen- 
j  tlemen  so,  when  they  all  of  a  sudden  took  it  into  their  heads  that  we  were  acting 
a  base  part  towards  them.     As  1  got  to  the  end  of  the  lane,  father,  1  did  fancy 
I  heard  footsteps." 

•'Then,"  said  the  coiner,  "let  us  all  unite  and  resist  the  common  enemy. 
Claude  Duval,  1  will  fight  by  your  side,  and  so  will  Bill,  I  feel  convinced." 

"  Yes,"  said  Bill ;  '*  and  if  we  all  fall,  let  it  be  as  friends.     Oh,  father,  the 
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idea  of  any  one  suspecting  you  of  sending  for  the  officers   is  enough  to  bring 
tears  from  a  flintstone,  it  is." 

At  any  other  time,  when  their  danger  had  been  less  imminent,  Claude  Duval 
ana  his  friends  would  have  been  highly  amused  at  this  conversation  between  the 
father  and  son,  for  it  was  about  as  fine  a  piece  of  duplicity  as  could  veiy  well  be 
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imagined  ;  but  as  it  was,  the  danger  that  Claude  and  his  friends  were  in  made 
them  exhibit  an  amount  of  impatience  that  they  would  not  otherwise  have  yielded 
to,  and  in  a  voice  that  had  quite  enough  passion  in  its  tones  to  canvince  them 
both  that  he  was  perfectly  serious,  Claude  spoke — 

"  This  hypocrisy  is  thrown  away,"  he  said.     "  I  and  my  friends  are  perfectly 
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convinced  that  you  have  thought  it  worth  your  while  to  betray  us.  Come,  Bill 
be  so  good  as  to  confess  it  at  once,  and  let  us  know  the  number  of  persons  who, 
no  doubt,  are  even  now  below.*' 

"  Oh,  dear— oh,  dear,''  said  Bill.     "  How  can  I  tell  what  isn't  ?* 
"  Very  good,"  said  Claude.     '*  I  think  you  have  got  the  twigs,  Dick  ?" 
**  I  have.     Thinking  they  might  be  useful,  I  brought  them  into  this  room,  and 
here  they  are." 

**  The  twigs !"  said  the  coiner.     '*  What  is  the  meaning  of  the  twigs  ?'* 
"Oh,  father,"  said  Bill,  "  they  flrhack  a  fellow  with  them  till  he  is  glad  to  say 
anything  to  get  them  to  leave  off.     Really  I  don't  know  anything,  do  I  father  ? 
There's  nothing  to  know." 

I     *'  Certainly  not,  my  son,  and  it  will  give  me  much  more  satisfaction  to  see  you 
suffer  for  the  truth  any  amount  of  punishment,  than  lose  your  character  by 
telling  a  falsehood.     Never  mind,  my  son — your  reward  will  be  in  a  better  world 
than  this." 
I     "  But  the  whacking,**  said  Bill,  "  in  the  meantime,  is  horrid." 

i*  You  should  look  upon  it,  Bill,  as  one  of  the  trials  in  this  life  we  have  all  to 
undergo.  I  recollect  when  I  was  a  Methodist  preacher  in  London,  I  often  used 
to  preach  upon  the  necessity  of  having  patience  under  grievous  trials." 
I  *•'  Well,  now,"  said  Jack,  **  if  I  didn't  think  that  you  had  been  a  Methodist 
parson  !  Come,  Bill — we  are  sorry  to  be  so  very  troublesome  to  you  ;  but  hav- 
ing found,  by  experience,  that  the  only  "^tay  to  make  you  speak  out  is  to  make 
you  smart  a  little  first,  you  can't  blame  us." 

I  "  If  you  say  anything  but  what  you  ought,"  said  the  coiner  to  Bill,  "  I  shall 
take  the  first  opportunity  of  thrashing  you  within  an  inch  of  your  life.*' 

I  Bill  burst  into  a  howling  cry,  as  Jack  laid  bold  of  him  by  the  shoulder,  and 
dragged  him  over  to  the  table,  while  Claude  began   the  operation  of  the  twigs. 

I  *'  Oh,  murder  !  murder  !  I  can't  stand  it !  It's  worse  than  before.  I'll  tell — 
I'll  tell !  There's  six  officers  down  stairs,  and  they  mean  to  have  you.  They  are 
going  to  wait  for  two  more,  and  then  come  up.  Oh,  murder  !  murder  !  dont — 
dont " 

"  Did  your  father  tell  you  to  bring  them  V* 

"  Oh,  no— no  !     Oh,  lor!  don't — don't ! — Yes,  he  did — he  did  !" 

"  Oh,  William,"  said  the  coiner,  "  I  am  surprised  at  you  telling  such  very 
infaiTLous  falsehoods ;  I  would  rather  have  seen  you  flowed  by  those  twigs  than 
I  would  have  heard  you  say  what  you  have." 

"  Oh,  dear,  yes,"  sobbed  Bill.  "I  daresay  you  would;  but  I  never  knew 
what  a  whacking  was  till  to-day.  It's  enough  to  make  a  fellow  say  anything,  to 
lay  into  him  in  such  a  way.  Oh,  oh  !  I  might  as  well  have  told  at  first  without  all 
this.    Ob,  dear,  I  have  caught  it  !" 

At  this  moment,  some  heavy  blows  came  against  the  door  of  the  room,  and  a 
voice  from  without  cried — 

*'  Open — open  !  Open  the  door  this  moment !  We  won't  stand  any  nonsense  ! 
Open  the  door!" 

''Who's  there?"  cried  Claude. 

"  Oh,  never  you  mind  who's  there.  Open  the  dcor,  I  tell  you,  and  that  will  be 
I  the  Tery  best  thing  you  can  do.  There  are  eight  of  us  here,  and  we  are  all  well 
armed,  and  won't  be  trifled  with." 

**  Well,"  said  Claude,  "  there  are  five  of  us  here,  and  we  are  well  armed,  and 
won't  be  trifled  with." 

"  In  the  king's  name,"  said  another  voice,  •'  I  summon  you  to  open  this  door, 
and  surrender  yourselves.     In  the  king's  name,  recollect!" 

"  Oh,  we  shall  not  forget  it,''  said  Claude. 

<'  Come,  come,  it  is  of  no  use  trifling  with  the  law  in  this  sort  of  way.  We 
give  you  fair  warning  that  if  the  door  is  not  opened  within  the  next  few  minutes, 
■we  shall  fire  upon  you." 

*'  Oh,  don't  1"  howled  the  coiner.  '*''^'' 
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I  Claude  stepped  up  to  him  and  placed  the  muzzle  of  a  pistol  against  his  forehead, 
as  he  said,  in  a  low  tone— 

"  Hark  you,  my  friend — it  is  to  us  highly  desirable  that  we  leave  this  place  as 
quickly  as  possible.  We  are  going  to  aiopt  an  extraordinary  means  of  doing  so, 
and  now  I  warn  you  that  if  you  utter  one  half  word  that  in  my  estimation  is 
calculated  to  have  the  effect  of  letting  those  without  know  what  we  are  about,  I 
will  blow  your  brains  out  without  mercy  I"  t-rSi^' 

*'  But  don't  let  me  stay  here  against  the  door  to  be  shot," 

"  Tell  them  that  you  are  against  it,  and  then,  perhaps,  as  you  brought 'them 
here,  they  will  be  considerate  enough  to  let  you  alone/* 

Claude  now  hastily  whispered  a  few  words  to  Dick  and  Jack,  and  they  at  once 
commenced  operations  in  the  room,  while  he  talked  to  the  men  without  in  aloud 
voice,  so  as  to  drown  the  noise  that  they  made.  The  coiner,  in  the  way  of  his 
business,  had  several  tools  about  the  place,  such  as  files  and  chisels,  and  so  on. 
It  was  astounding  with  what  quickness  and  dexterity  Jack,  who  was  a  capital 
I  workman,  got  off  some  of  the  skirting  band  of  the  room,  and  then  palled  up  a 
couple  of  the  planks  that  belonged  to  its  flooring.  The  joists  were  not  very  wide 
apart;  but  it  is  astonishing  what  a  small  aperture  a  tolerably  bulky  body  will  go 
through  with  a  little  squeezing.  It  was  the  intention  of  Claude  and  his  friends 
to  make  a  hole  in  the  floor  right  through  to  the  room  below,  and  so  escape. 
,The  coiner  quickly  saw  not  only  what  was  doing,  but  he  saw,  likewise,  that  it  was 
even  likely  to  be  quite  successful.  If  he  had  only  dared  to  do  so,  he  would  that 
moment  have  given  the  alarm ;  but  the  threat  of  Claude  was  uttered  in  a  tone  of 
voice  that  convinced  him  it  was  anything  but  a  joke,  and  that  it  would,  without 
the  shadow  of  a  doubt,  be  carried  out,  if  he  should  be  so  indiscreet  as  to  give 
occasion  for  it. 

He  was  forced  to  content  himself  with  conversing  in  a  very  low  tone  of  voice, 
which,  as  it  had  no  effect  upon  anybody,  and  gave  the  officers  without  no  sort 
of  information,  Claude  did  not  take  any  notice  of. 

After  the  floor  boards  was  removed,  it  was  not  a  matter  of  any  difficulty  to 
knock  through  the  lath  and  plaster  of  the  ceiling  of  the  room  below,  and  so  make 
a  clear  aperture. 


CHAPTER  CCXXXVIII.  '    '.^'' 

CLAUDE    AND    HIS    FRIENDS    ESCAPE    FROM    THE    HAUNTED    VILLA. 

"  All  is  ready,"  said  Jack. 

•'  That  will  do,"  said  Claude.     **  You  and  Dick  get  through  as  quietly  as  yoa 
can — I  will  follow  you."  -^ 

j  *'  This  won't  do,"  said  the  officer  without.  *'  I  will  fire  through  the  door  if 
you  don't  open  it.  I  tell  you,  Claude  Duval,  that  we  know  you  are  there,  and 
that  there  is  no  chance,  whatever,  for  you  to  escape.  We  must  have  you  this 
time.  There  is  but  this  door  to  the  room,  I  know,  and  you  cannot  escape  os. 
You  had  better  surrender  without  resisting,  and  so  causing  bloodshed — Listen 
to  reason,  Duval !" 

"So  I  will.     How  many  did  you  say  there  were  of  you?" 
I     "  Eight,  and  in  the  course  of  a  few  moments  there  will  be  twenty  more  people, 
at  least,  from  the  village.     If  you  surrender  now,  we  will  undertake    that   the 
villagers  shall  not  treat  you  and  your  comrades  with  any  violence;  but  if   you 
are  foolish  enough  to  resist,  I  cannot  answei'  for  the  consequencea." 
I     "Where  do  you  want  to  take  us?" 

I     ''  Direct  to  London — where  you  know  you  will  get  a  fair  trial,  so  I  don't  think 
that,  in  the  long  run,  you  will  nave  anythiog  to  complain  of.     Come,  come!  be 
j reasonable." 

I     f' Certainly  I  shall  not  complain  of  anything  after  I  am  hanged,"  said, Duval, 
suppose,  Mr.  Officer,  that  is  what  you  mean  by  stopping  my  complaints  ?  But 
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'I  will  just  say  a  word  or  two  to  my  friends,  and  perhaps,  after  all,  we  may  think 
it  better  to  chance  what  may  happen  aftervvards,  than  to  have  a  row  with  you 
here,  as  you  say  70U  are  well  armed." 
I      **  We  are,  indeed,  Claude  Duval." 

I     By  this  time,  DicK  had  got  through  the  aperture  in  the  floor,  and  Jack,  who  was ' 
less  bulky,  was  preparing  to  follow  him.  Claude  made  a  sign  to  him  to  go  quickly, 
I  and  then  suddenly  taking  hold  of  Bill  by  the  collar,  he  turned  to  th?  coiner,  i 
saying—  j 

I  **  We  are  so  fond  of  Bill  that  we  shall  take  him  with  us.  You  may  or  you 
may  not  care  for  his  life  ;  but  if  you  do,  you  will  be  careful  not  to  give  any  alarm; 
to  the  officers,  regarding  our  mode  of  escape,  until  sufficient  time  has  elapsed  for 
us  to  be  off.  If  you  listen,  you  will  be  able  to  hear  our  horses'  feet  in  the  laae. ! 
When  you  do  hear  such  a  sound,  you  may  say  anything  you  please ;  but  if 
before  that  they  come  upon  us,  we  shall  know  that  we  have  you  to  thank  for  it  ; 
and  as  it  will  be  all  in  the  family— we  will  shoot  Bill."  , 

j     "  Oh,  dear!     I'm  to  be  served  out  for  everybody  else  ?"  said  Bill.  j 

"  Exactly  so,"  said  Claude.     "  Below,  there  !" 
I     To  the  great  consternation  of  the  boy,  he  dropped  him  through  the  apertwre  in 
the  floor,  and  Dick   caught  him  below.     The  officers  were  gettmg  impatient,  and 
their  spokesman  cried — 

j  "Come,  now,  Duval,  non©  of  your  tricks,  my  fine  fellow;  you  can't  help 
yourself,  you  know  that  well  enough.  The  bravest  thing  a  man  can  do  is  to 
give  in,  when  he  feels  he  can't  help  himself." 

j  "  I  thiflk  so,  too,"  said  Claude.  "  Waif,  a  minute,  that's  all.  You  will  soon 
get  your  answer,  and  I  hope  it  will  be  satisfactory  to  you."  j 

I  With  these  words,  Claude  himself  got  through  the  hole  in  the  floor,  and! 
alighted  safely  on  his  feet  in  the  room  below. 

j  *'  All's  right,"  ssid  Jack.  **  Let  us  be  off,  now,  as  quickly  as  we  possibly  can. 
How  shall  we  get  Bill  along  ?" 

!  "  I'll  manage  that,"  said  Dick,  as  he  took  hold  cf  one  of  Bill's  ears.  "  Now, 
my  boy,  the  more  trouble  I  have  in  getting  you  along  with  us,  the  harder  I  pinch, 
that's  all." 

j  "Oh,  I'll  come — I'll  come,"  said  Bill.  '^  Anything  but  the  twigs.  I  never 
'was  so  served  out  hs  I  have  been  to-day.  I'll  come  alou2^  as  quick  as  you  like — 
indeed  I  will.     But— but " 

"  But  what,  you  young  sinner  ?' 

**  I'm  afraid — that  is,  I  suspect " 

"Well,  what  are  you  afraid  of,  and  what  do  you  expect  ?" 

*■*  That  the  officers  found  out  where  your  horses  were  in  the  room  close  to  | 
here,  and  put  'em  away  somewhere."  j 

"No,  you  don't  suspect  any  such  thing,  ray  dear  boy.     Bill,  you  know,  you 
rascal,  that  you  told  them   where  they  were ;  but  for  your  special  gratification,  1 
you  will  find  that  we  are  one   too  many  for  you,  my  boy,  and  we  removed  them 
ourselves  ;  so  we  shall  get  clear  off  in  spite  of  you."  1 

Bill  groaned. 

During  this  little  bit  of  conversation  between  Dick  and  Bill,  the  whole  part\  : 
had  moved  on  at  a  rapid  pace,  and  getting  mto  the  room  where  tiie  horses  had] 
I  been,  they  left  it  again  by  one  of  the  windows,  and  rapidly  crossing  the  garden,, 
found  the  three  animals  quietly  waiting  for  their  masters  by  the  little  gate  to ' 
I  which  they  had  been  tied_^by  their  bridles.  To  mount  was  the  work  of  a  moment  j 
jwith  the  three  friends;  and'then  Dick  got  Bill  up  behind  him,  saying —  ; 

I  *'  We  are  going  at  a  decent  pace.  Bill ;  so  if  you  don't  want  rather  an  awkward  j 
.tumble,  you  will  do  well  to  hold  on  like  death,  for  vve  mean  to  give  you  a  little  I 
iride,  as  a  kind  of  recompense  for  all  your  kindness  towards  us."  1 

"Off  and  away!     Hurrah  !"  cried  Claude.  1 

I  They  were  in  the  lane.  The  impulse  was  given  to  the  horses — Jack  was  a; 
j  little  afraid  of  the  lame  foot  of  his  steed,  but  he  found  that  it  went  much  better 
I  than  he  expected;  so   they  got  off  at  a  canter  that  covered  a  great  deal  more 
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ground  than  it  seemed  to  do.  Bill  was  in  the  greatest  fright  imaginable,  and 
clung  to  Dick  as  though  he  ccisidered  that  was  the  only  hold  he  had  of  life.  If 
he  could  only  have  been  sure  of  alighting  in  some  soft  place,  and  escaping  the 
horse's  heels,  he  would  have  gladly  done  so ;  but  he  dreaded  to  make  fhe 
experiment';  so  he  continued  a  prisoner,  notwithstanding  it  was  quite  at  his  own 
option  not  to  do  so.  The  end  of  the  lane  was  quickly  gained,  and  Claude  and 
his  friends  took  the  high  read  to  London,  well  enough  pleased  at  their  escape. 

They  rode  four  miles  without  a  pause,  and  then  Jack  cried  out — 

'*  Can  we  ease  the  pace  a  little  ?     Pursmit  is   out  of  the   question,  and   I  amj 
'rather  afraid  of  my  horse's  foot."  | 

"Certainly,"  said  Claude,  '*  there  is  no  hurry  now;  but  what  shall  we  do  j 
with  our  friend  Bill?'' 

I  "  Oh,  let  me  go,  now,"  said  Bill.  "Do  let  me  go  now,  and  I  will  never  do  so 
any  more—indeed  I  won't." 

"You    are  the   most  treacherous  young  rascal,'*  said  Claude,  "that  lever! 
remember   to  have   come  across.     In  the  most  cool  and  villanous  manner  you 
have  tried   to  do  all  the  mischief  you  possibly  can  ;  and  when  you  were  defeated 
at  one  scheme, you  tried  another;  so  that  if  we  were  even  to   take  your  life,  it 
would  he  no  more   than  what  you  fully  deserve;  for  it  was  at  our  lives  that  all 
your  plans  and  actions  were  aimed.     You  are  an  educated  lad,  I  can  see,  although' 
at  times  you  have  thought  proper  to  put  on  the  appearance  of  a  country  lout,  andi 
to   affect   the  languge   of  one.     Now,  say  freely  what  you  thiuk  we  ought  to  do  ^ 
with  you  ?'  j 

"You  have  got  away,"  said  Bill,  "  and  so  I  think  you  ought  to  let  a  poor  boyj 
go  now.  Besides,  you  know,  I  caught  it  rather  with  those  twigs,  and  I  feel  it 
yet." 

"A  good  job,  too,  Bill.  Now,  we  will  be  more  generous  to  you  tbnn  you  de- 
serve, rascal  as  you  are.  That  you  will  come  to  some  bad  end  it  don't  require  a 
conjurer  to  prophesy.     Is  that  a  labourer's  cottage  a  little  ahead  there,  Jack  ?" 

"  It  is,  and  a  man  is  at  the  door  of  it." 

"  Very  good.     Let  us  speak  to  him." 

"  But  you  mean  to  let  me  go  now  V  said  Bill.  "  It  will  be  a  long  trot  back, 
you  know,  and  before  I  get  there,  you  can  be  half  a  dozen  miles  off,  so  I  can't 
do  you  any  harm  if  I  wanted." 

"  We  shall  see.  Bill — we  shall  see." 

They  all  rode  on  till  they  came  to  the  cottage  that  was  on  the  rode-side,  and 
as  it  was  not  far  off  the  dawn,  they  could  just  see  it,  and  the  little  patch  of 
garden-ground  that  joined  it  to  the  maiu-road.  Indeed,  in  the  eastern  sky  there 
was  already  a  long  streak  of  strange  coloured  light,  which  was  at  each  moment 
widening,  so  that  in  a  very  little  while  the  new  day  would  be  in  the  heavens. 

"  You  are  early  up,  my  friend,"  said  Claude,  to  the  man  who  was  at  the  cot- 
tage-door, and  who  seemed  to  be  finishing  his  toilette  there. 

"  Yes,  sir,''  he  replied  ;  "  my  work  begins  as  soon  as  I  can  see  it,  so,  you  see, 
J  am  obliged  to  be  up  betimes." 

"  Ah,  to  he  ijure,  WkII,  have  you  any  oV>jeclion  to  earn  a  guinea  in  the  n-rxt 
half-hour?     It  will  be  easily  earned,  and  it  will  be  doing  a  good  action  beside.'" 

"  Objection,  sir?  Oh,  dear,  no.  1  haven't  so  much  as  seen  a  guinea  for  I 
don't  know  when,  sir.     I  hope  i*-  is  nothing  wrong  th.it  you  want  me  to  do?"   . 

'*  Certainly  not.     Don't  I  tell  you  it's  a  good  action  ?" 

"Ah,  then,  sir,  I  shall  be  main  pleased  to  do  it." 

"  Very  good.  You  see  this  lad  ?  He  is  a  Very  bad  fellow,  and  if  we  did  what 
was  right,  we  ought  to  take  him  to  prison.  He  has  tried  to  get  us  irapedeo 
upon  our  journey  by  pretending  that  we  are  highwaymen.  Now,  do  we  look 
like  it  ?" 

"  Oh  dear,  no,  sir." 

"  Well,  we  think  that  a  little  wholsesome  correction  will  do  bim  more  good 
than  anything  else,  so  if  you  will  give  him  a  capital  flogging,  and  tiien  let  him 
go,  you  will  deservedly  earn  the  guinea  of  us." 
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"  What  V  shouted  Bill.  "  More  ofit!  Oh  dear,  no.  I  have  had  enough  of 
that  to  last  me  all  my  life.  Oh,  let*  me  off,  do  !  I  promise  better  behaviour  for 
the  future." 

*'  You  hear  him  ?     Will  you  earn  the  guinea?" 

"Won't  I?  that's  all!"  said  the  labourer,  advancing  to  the  side  of  Dick 'a 
hcrse,  and  collaring  Bill.  "  If  I  don't  give  him  a  good  lesson,  it  shan't  be  my  fault. 
Come,  my  young  fellow,  it  will  all  be  for  your  own  good  in  the  long  run." 

*'  There  is  the  guinea,  then,"  said  Claude,  who  was  hardly  able  to  restrain  his 
laughter  at  the  rueful  face  that  Bill  put  on,  "I  will  trust  entirely  to  your 
honour  to  perform  your  part  of  the  bargain  ;  and  so  good  morning,  for  we  are 
rather  in  a  hurry." 

With  this,  Claude  and  his  friends  trotted  off  again,  leaving  Bill  in  the  hands  of 
the  labourer.  When  they  had  got  to  fome  little  distance,  they  simultaneously 
stopped  to  laugh. 

''  Upon  my  word,"  said   Dick,   "although  that  young  rascal  fully  deserves  his 
punishment,  it  was  enough  to  make  a  cat  laugh  to  think  how  he  had  been  half-; 
flayed  already.     You  may  depend  upon  it  such  a  retribution  will  not  again  over- 
take him  in  this  world,  and  the  chances  really  are,  that  it  will  make  him  very 
cautious  for  the  future  how  he  engages  in  acts  of  treachery." 

*'  Tf,"  said  Claude,  "  his  punishment  has  that  effect,  we  are  not  hia  worst  friends, 
after  all.     Hillio  !  what's  that  V 

"  Why,  Bill  howling,  to  be  sure." 

Claude  laughed,  and  so  did  Jack,  and  they  all  three  went  off  again  at  a  hard 
trot,  that  quickly  took  them  out  of  hearing  of  the  guinea's  worth  of  castigaticn 
that  Bill  was  duly  receiving  at  the  hands  of  the  conscientious  labourer. 

They  had  not  got  far  before  they  met  a  man  on  horseback,  who,  the  moment 
he  got  up  to  them,  cried  out — 

"Are  they  taken  yet,  gentlemen— are  the  highwaymen  taken?  I  have  been 
for  some  help,  and  there's  half  a  dozen  gentlemen  on  horseback  coming.'* 

"  It's  a  pity  they  are  too  late^"  said  Claude,  "  for  the  highwaymen  are  not  only 
on  the  road  again,  and  perfectly  free,  but  one  of  them  is  about  to  blow  your  brains 
out.  if  you  have  got  any." 

To  the  intense  horror  of  this  man,  who  had  so  unexpectedly  spoken,  Claude 
held  a  pistol  to  his  head, 

'*  Oh.  spare  me,"  he  said  ;  "  spare  me  ;  I  have  a  wife  and  fareily  V 

"  You  ought  to  have  thought  of  them,"  said  Claude,  "  before  you  made  your- 
self 60  busy  in  hunting  to  the  death,  if  you  could  have  done  it,  others  who  have 
done  you  no  harm ;  but  }0u  will  be  spared  oa  condition  that  you  ride  on  with  us, 
and  when  we  meet  the  mounted  men,  you  spoke  of,  you  will  be  so  good  as  to 
pass  us  as  friends  of  yours.     Upon  no  other  terms  will  1  spare  you." 

*'0f  course,"  he  said,  turning  very  white,  "  I  accede  to  those  terms.  If  I 
have  been  a  fool,  I  must  toke  the  consequences." 

"Just  so,"  said  Claude;  "and  now  come  on.  Ah,  there  are  your  friends,  1 
presume  ?"  I 

"  They  are,  and  but  for  my  folly,  Claude  Duval  would  have  been  taken  to-day,'* 

**  It  is  possible  ;  but  the  best  thing  you  can  do  now  is  to  provide  for  your  own 
safety,  Mark  me,  when  I  say  a  thing,  I  mean  it,  and  if  you  attempt  any  tricks, 
I  will  shoot  you  with  as  little  compunction  as  1  would  a  mad  dog." 

At  this  moment  half  a  dozen  men  rode  up  in  haste,  and  the  foremost  of  them 
cried  out — 

"  Hilloa,  Simpson,  I  thought  you  were  in  such  a  hurry  to  get  back  that  you 
could  not  wait  for  us,  and  here  you  are  with  your  horse's  head  the  other  way  1" 

*'  Why,  these  are  friends  of  mine  !     No.  hang  it !     They  are  no  such  thing 
Blaze  away  !     One  can  but  die  once." 

Duval  was  too  much  struck  with  the  courage  of  this  man  to  find  it  in  his  heart 
to  deliberately  murder  him,  although  he  had  said  ttiat  he  would  do  so.  He 
lowered  his  pistol  as  he  said — 
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"  I  spare  you,  and  leave  it  to  your  conscience  to  do  as  you  please.  You 
can  go." 

**  Then,  by  Heaven,  I  repent  that  I  have  said  a  word." 

'*  What  is  the  meaning  of  all  this  ?"  cried  one  of  the  fresh  arrivals.  *'  Are  you 
all  out  of  your  senses  ?" 

*'No!"  said  Claude,  in  a  voice  of  thunder.  "  The  meaning  of  it  just  is,  that  I 
am  Claude  DuvaU  and  you  stop  the  road,  gentlemen.  Forward,  my  gallant 
i  friends  !     Charge  them  !" 

Without,  then,  giving  the  six,  or  rather,  we  ought  to  say,  the  seven  horsem^en, 
'time  to  think  what  to  do,  Claude  and  his  two  companions  dashed  for«vard  among 
them,  and  succeeded  in  making  their  way  through  them.     The  man  who  had 
i  been  Claude's  prisoner  for  so  brief  a  space  of  time,  shouted  out— 
I     "  Off  with  you,  Duval,  and  good  luck  to  you.     I  won't  pull  a  trigger  or  move 
lin  inch  after  you." 

I  The  others  were  by  no  means  so  scrupulous,  for  in  the  course  of  the  next  few 
moments  three  or  four  pistol  bullets  rattled  about  the  ears  of  our  adventurers. 
Claude  felt  that  one  of  the  bullets  touched  his  cheek,  and  a  slight  exclamation 
from  Dick  led  him  to  think  that  he  was  wounded. 
j  **  We  cannot  stand  this,"  said  Duval.  *'  Fire  upon  them  !'* 
1  He  turned,  and  so  did  Dick  and  Jack.  They  all  three  fired,  and  then,  amid 
the  smoke  of  their  own  pistols,  without  waiting  to  see  what  execution  they  had 
done,  they  went  off  at  a  gallop. 

i  After  this  taste  of  the  quality  of  the  highwaymen,  no  one  seemed  very  much 
inclined  to  follow  them.  After  half-an-hour's  fast  riding,  they  thereupon 
thought  proper  to  decrease  their  speed,  and  examine  into  the  amount  of  damage 
done  by  the  pistol  bullets. 

*'  Is  any  one  touched  ?"  said  Claude. 

*'  No,'*  cried  both  Jack  and  Dick  ,  *'  there's  no  mischief  worth  the  speaking  of 
done,  at  all  events.  Let  us  push  on  for  London  at  once,  or  the  road  will  be  too 
hot  for  us  soon,  " 


CHAPTER  CCXXXIX. 

CLAUDE  GOES  HOME  FCR    A    FEW    DAYS,    AND    THERE    MEETS    WITH    A    STRANGE  I 
I  ADVENTURE.  j 

j  Claude's  idea  was  to  get  xo  Ealing  now  as  quickly  as  he  could,  and  taste  the  { 
luxury  of  repose  for  a  day  or  two  at  the  farm,  where  Cicelj'',  he  knew,  would  be! 
overjoyed  to  see  him.  j 

i  He  felt  a  little  backward,  though,  in  saying  as  much  to  his  two  friends,  so  he 
rather  hinted  it  than  absolutely  said  it. 

*'  I  suppose,  now,"  he  said,  '*  you  would  think  me  but  a  lazy  fellow  if  I  were  to 
lie  by  for  a  day  and  a  night  at  Ealius:  ?  Come,  speak  the  truth.  Will  you  relish 
being  ray  guests  for  a  little  time  at  the  old  farm,  or  has  the  road  too  many  at- 
tractions for  you  both  ?" 

I     Jack  looked  at  Dick  and  laughed.    "  The  road  is  all  very  well,"  he  then  said, 

i*Vbut  if  you,  Claude,  will  really  take  us  into  comfortable  keeping  for  a  day  or  two, 
I  don't  know  anything  that  will  be  a  more  desirable  change.  What  do  you  say, 
Dick?" 

'  "  I  say  yes  to  the  proposition,  with  all  my  heart,"  responded  Dick,  and  from 
his  manner,  it  was  quite  clear  that  he  spoke  his  real  sentiments,  and  not  from  any 
show  of  complaisance  to  Claude  Duval  merely. 

j     *'  Why,  then,"  said  Claude,  "you  both  of  you  do  me  a  very  great  kindness, 
and  smce  that  is  all  settled,  let  us  push  on  as  fast  as  we  conveniently  can." 
"  Recollect  my  horse's  foot,"  said  Jack. 

'*Certamly.  No  one  would  be  less  willing  to  forget  any  ailment  of  a  horse, 
than  I.    We  will  entirely  accommodate  ourselves,  Jack,  to  your  horse^s  con- 
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veniewce  and  pace,  and  you  shall  go  first,  so  that  we  may  do  so  with  a  degree  of 
certainty  that  we  could  not  otherwise  aitn  ut." 

"That  wil  do,"  said  Jack.  "  I  don't  mean  to  say  that  I  am  going  to  crawl, 
but  I  like  the  creature  to  have  its  own  pace  when  it  really  has  anything  the  mat- 
ter with  it.  And  now,  Claude,  just  see  what  a  nice  little  rent  in  the  sleeve  of  my 
coat  one  of  the  bullets  of  our  acquaintances  on  the  road  has  made." 

*'  It  has,  indeed.     An  inch  deeper.  Jack, — " 

"  And  I  should  have  had  a  broken  arm  ;  but  a  miss,  you  know,  as  the  old  say- 
ing has  it,  i^  as  good  as  a  mile." 

"  It  is,  Jack,  and  take  thmgs  on  the  long  run,  I  will  say  it,  that  we  have  all 
of  us  the  most  extraordinary  luck." 

**  Well,  now,"  said  Dick,  putting  on  a  very  philosophical  look,  *'  you  may 
call  it  luck,  if  you  like,  but  I  rather  differ  from  you  there.  I  think  it  solely  arises 
from  the  fact  of  our  nol  flinching."  j 

*' Indeed,  Dick?"  ^  | 

**  Yes.  You  see  when  a  bullet  leaves  the  barrel  of  a  pistol,  it  takes  a  particu- 1 
lar  course,  in  a  curved  line,  and,  of  course,  if  you  or  I  happen  to  be  in  the  line,! 
we  catch  it;  but  there's  many  chances  to  one  that  we  are  not  in  it,  and  as  we' 
keep  steady,  it  passes  us,  when  most  folks,  if  they  fancy  a  bullet  is  coming,  dodge 
about  in  an  extraordinary  manner,  with  the  idea  of  avoiding  it,  when,  in  point  of 
fact,  by  so  doing,  they  are  only  giving  it  a  further  chance  of  hitting  them." 

''There's  something  in  that,"  said  Jack. 

*'  To  be  sure  there  is,"  cried  Claude,  laughing  ;  "but  not  much,  for  you  forget, 
Dick,  that  yeu  may  dodge  out  of  the  way  of  the  bullet  as  well  as  into  it."  | 

**  Never  mind  that.  It  is  not  a  good  plan  to  try  to  get  out  of  the  way  of  a; 
shot;  and  I  have  heard  folks  who  have  been  in  the  army,  and  who  have  heard; 
them  whistling  around  them,  say  the  same  ihing.  Those  who  have  tried  all  sorts 
of  schemes  to  avoid  the  shots,  have  almost  always  caught  one,  while  those  who: 
took  no  notice  have  escaped." 

'*  Well,"  said  Claude,  "  1  shall  think  it  a  capital  theory  so  long  as  I  am  nothit ;; 
but  the  moment  I  am,  1  urn  afraid  I  shall  alter  my  opinion  upon  the  subject.' 
But  here  are  some  passengers.     What  are  we  to  do,  my  friends  ?"  | 

*'  Let  us  berespectab'e,  for  once  in  a  way,  and  allov^'  them  to  go  in  peace,"  said 
Jack.     "  There  is  a  coach,  loo  ;  but  it  is  a  poor-looking  alTair,  after  all,  and  at 
no  time  would  be  worth  the  stopping." 
"  I  am  of  your  opinion.'' 

The  carriage  which  had  induced  these  remarks  was,  in  good  truth,  rather  a 
miserable  affair,  li  was  drawn  by  a  horse  that  certainly  ought  to  have  been  past 
all  service ;  and  the  set-out,  take  it  ior  ail  in  all.  was  of  so  violently  shabby  a 
character,  that  you  would  not  hive  given  a  five  pound  note  for  the  whole  of  it. 
Some  sort  of  groom,  or  serving-man,  went  in  front  of  it,  mounted  upon  such 
another  horse  as  the  miserable-looking  one  that  drew  the  carriage.  He  had  on  a 
faded  livery,  out  at  the  elbows,  and  looked  the  picture  of  starvation. 
"  A  luxurious  turn-out,  with  a  vengeance,"  said  Dick  to  Giaade. 
*' Yes.  The  c.uriage-windows  are  close  shut.  Shall  we  take  a  peep  in  before 
letting  it  go  ?" 

"  Oh,  it  is  not  worth  while." 

'•  Well,  perhaps  it  is  not.  Let  it  pass.  We  are  too  near  our  place  of  destina- 
tion to  make  it  worth  while  to  get  into  a  disturbance  for  nothing." 

Acting  upon  that  principle,  they  did  not  ofi^er  the  slightest  obstruction  to  the 
passage  of  the  carriage,  and  when  it  was  fairly  past  they  did  not  think  themselves 
called  upon  to  restrain  their  laughter  at  the  odd  character  of  the  whole  equipage. 

"  I'd  lay  any  sum,  now,"  said  Dick,  ''that  th^  affair  belongs  to  some  old 
maid  who,  perhaps,  has  seen  better  days,  or  who,  even  upon  slender  resources, 
tries  to  get  the  reputation  of  keeping  a  carriage,  with  the  hope  that  the  very  name 
of  it  will  attract  some  loving  old  bachelor." 

Both  Claude  and  Jack  agreed  that  this  might  very  likely  be  the  case,  and  in 
la  few  minutes  they  dismissed  all  consideration  of  that  carriage  from  their  thoughts. 
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Little  did  they  suspect  that  its  passing  them  was,  in  reality,  to  be  the  most  im- 
portant event  that  had  happened  to  them  for  some  time,  and  that  it  was  to  Claude 
Duval  a  matter  of  almost  life  or  death. 

Within  that  miserable  vehicle,  in  company  with  an  old  toothless  hag  who  had 
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taken  him  into  a  kind  of  keeping,  was  no  other  than  Tom  Brereton,  and  through 
numerous  interstices  in  the  blinds,  he  saw  with  ease  the  faC3,ol  Claude  Duval. 
Well  did  Tom  Brereton  know  the  large  rewards  that  were  still  offered  by  the 
,  government  for  Claude's  apprehension^  and  with  an  ardent  wish  to  earn  them,  he 
Oflly  waited  until  the  carriage  was  out  of  sight  of  the  three  friends,  in  conse- 
quence of  a  turn  in  the  road,  and  then,  making  an  excuse  to  the  old  lady,  who  was 
_ I 
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half  asleep,  he  hastily  alighted,  and  slinking  along  hy  the  road  side,  he  continued 
to  keep  Claude  and  his  friends  in  sight. 

The  important  consequences  of  this  syslem  of  espionage  practised  by  Tom 
Brereton  will  soon  develop  themselves,  and,  in  the  meantime,  we  accompany  the 
unsuspecting  trio  to  the  farm  at  Ealing  Common,  where  Cicely  was  waiting  day 
by  day,  with  the  hope  of  hearing^  the  well  knovn  sound  of  Claude  Duval's  voice. 

Claude  always  approached  this  home  of  Cicely's  with  the  greatest  possible 
caution.  He  not  only  did  so  for  her  sake  and  for  his  own  safety,  but  he  consi- 
dered that  he  owed  it  to  the  people  who  granted  to  her  an  asylum  in  so  generous 
a  spirit,  to  be  as  careful  as  possible  that  they  should  not  suffer  from  it. 

The  common  mode  of  proceeding  which  Claude  adopted  was  first  of  all  to  ride 
right  across  the  common,  then  abruptly  to  turn  and  go  about  a  third  of  the  way 
back  to  the  commencement  of  a  bridle-path,  that  led  to  the  back  of  the  farm,  and 
where,  in  a  very  few  moments,  he  eould  completely  hide  himself  from  all  observa- 
tion among  the  trees. 

In  daylight,  such  precautions  were  much  more  necessary  than  at  night ;  and  now, 
little  fancying  that  any  one  was  specially  watching  him,  he  went  with  his  two 
friends  by  the  route  we  have  mentioned,  with  the  full  idea  that  he  was  being 
eminently  successful  in  getting  to  his  destination  unobserved  by  any  one. 

Tom  Brereton,  however,  had,  at  the  commencement  of  the  common,  got  right 
into  a  hedge,  from  the  recesses  of  which  he  watched  the  whole  proceeding. 

"  Good,"  he  said.  "  If  I  don't  have  Duval  now  I  'm  a"  Dutchman.  There  is  only 
one  house  beyond  all  those  trees,  and  that  is  where  he  has  gone  to.  Now  for 
London," 

Jt  so  happened  that,  in  h  few  moments,  a  stage-coach  that  came  from  Wycomb 
made  its  appearance  on  the  common,  and  Tom  Brereton,  hailing  it,  got  up  on  the 
outside,  and  was  soon  at  a  good  pace  whirled  into  the  metropolis. 

In  the  meantime,  Claude  conducted  his  two  friends  to  the  little  gate  that  led  to 
the  stable-yard  of  the  farm ;  and  then  turning  to  them,  he  said,  with  a  pleased 
look —  -4 

"This  place,  amid  all  the  storms  and  disasters  of  my  life,  is  a  true  haven  of 
rest  for  Cicely." 

"  Long  may  it  continue  so,"  said  Dick. 

*'  Amen !"  said  Jack ;  and  he  did  not  say  it  lightly  or  jocularly,  but  with 
the  real  feeling  that  the  word  should  inspire. 

"  I  thank  you  both  for  your  good  wishes,"  added  Claude.  **  Only  once  has 
this  house  been  invaded  by  the  enemy,  and  to  only  one  is  the  secret  confided 
beyond  you  two  and  the  inhabitants  of  the  place  ;  and  yet,  each  time  that  I  come 
here,  I  tremble  for  the  result,  and  have  a  dread  that  some  one  may,  after  all,  have 
an  eye  upon  me." 

*'  Banish  such  a  fear,"  said  Jack.  "  I  looked  back  upon  the  common,  and  no 
one  was  at  hand.'' 

"And  I  looked  forward,"  said  Dick,  ** and  all  was  clear.'* 

*'  Well,"*  said  Claude,  with  a  satisfied  look,  •*  I  do  believe  that,  for  once  in  8 
way,  1  may  be  content,  and  consider  myself  quite  safe." 

It  was  strange  that,  upon  the  only  occasion  when  his  danger  was  very  great, 
C/aulesIiould  consider  that  he  was  unusually  safe,  and  free  from  all  sorts  of 
peri), 

Clau  le  was  so  familiar  to  the  place  in  which  he  was  now,  that  he  opened  the 
ga/^e^  and  i  c  de  i  b,  accompanied  by  his  friends.  It  was  only  the  angry  barking  of  a 
dog  that  siaunfi  oned  some  of  the  family  out  to  the  yard  to  see  what  was  amiss;: 
but  at  the  sight  oi  Duval,  he  was  hailed  with  pleasure.  In  the  course  of  a  few 
moments  Cicely,  looking  quite  fresh  and  blooming,  was  in  the  farm-yard,  and  the 
pleased  fl'is'i  \ip  j  n  her  face  at  the  sight  of  Claude  lent  her  more  beauty, 

*'  Thrice  welcome,  Claude !"  she  said,     "  Thrice  welcome  P 

"  You  are  quite  well,  dear  Cicely  ?'* 

"  I  am,  indeed.  ^^  But  telKme — is  this  a  mere  passing  call,  or  can  you  and  will 
you  stay  awhile  ?* 
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"  I  thought  of  staying  a  day  or  two." 

"Ah  !  that,  indeed,  is  welcome  news.  And  your  friends,  too— they  will  stay 
and  take  a  rest  in  the  old  place  ?" 

*'  Yes.  I  have  ventured  upon  saying  that  tkey  would  be  welcome  here,  and  I 
think  and  hope  I  have  not  been  wrong  in  doing  so,  Cicely  ?" 

•*  Far  from  wrong.— But  come  in  all  of  you — the  whole  of  the  family  are  not 
at  home ;  but  those  that  are  will  make  you  most  welcome.  This  way — this  way. 
We  have  cut  a  new  path,  you  see,  Claude,  right  through  the  flower  garden." 

Poor  Cicely  was  really  so  delighted  to  see  Claude  again,  quite  well,  and  to 
hear  that  he  purposed  staying  a  day  or  two  at  the  farm,  that  she  ran  on  talking 
and  haidly  knew  what  she  said  while  the  bright  tears  stood  in  her  eyes,  and  she 
could  have  wept  for  joy. 

Some  of  the  lads  took  charge  of  the  horses,  and  the  three  adventurers,  little  ex- 
pecting what  was  brewing  for  them  in  London,  quite  gave  themselves  up  to  what 
they  considered  the  serenity  of  the  hour  and  the  place,  and  did  not  dream  of 
danger. 

A  hasty  dinner  was  prepared  in  the  ample  kitchen  of  the  farm-houss ;  and  to 
just  i-ake  a  peep  at  the  party  assembled  there,  no  one^ could  possibly  have  believed 
that  three  out  of  the  lot  had  prices  set  upon  their  heads  by  the  authorities. 

Time  soon  flies  when  it  is  laughed  away  in  agreeable  society,  so  ihbX  the 
remainder  of  the  day  passed,  and  the  evening  shadows  crept  over  tree  and 
flower  of  the  old  farm,  before  Claude  or  his  two  friends  thought  it  possible  it 
could  be  so  near  at  hand.  Even  Cicely  seemed  to  share  in  the  general  confidence 
that  all  was  safe ;  and,  contrary  to  her  habit,  she  did  not  suffer  herself  to  enter- 
tain any  of  those  gloomy  fancies  that  usually  beset  her  concerning  the  safety  of 
Claude. 

Alas !  what  a  fatal  serenity  that  was. 

*'  I  tell  you  what  we  think  of  doing,"  said  Claude,  as  they  all  walked  in  the 
flower  garden,  to  watch  the  last  rays  of  the  setting  sun.  «  We  will  remain  here 
until  midnight  to-morrow  night,  so  that  that  will  make  two  whole  da^fs  and  one 
whole  night,  and  the  greater  part  of  the  evening  of  the  second  day.  Will  that 
do.  Cicely?" 

''Ah,  Claude,  if  you  must  then  go,  it  shall  and  must  do;  but  I  lead  a  life  of 
■continual  apprehension  when  you  are  away.'* 

*'  Nay,  then,  that  you  should  not.  You  should  reflect  upon  the  many  dangers 
I  have  gone  through,  and  you  should  tell  yourself  that  it  is  hardlv  possible  that  I 
should  again  encounter  such  serious  ones,  so  that  you  should  consider  me  safer 
now  than  I  hare  been." 

"  No,  Claude,  I  cannot  reason  myself  into  any  sach  fallacy.  It  is  here  that 
you  have  run  the  most  serious  past  risks ;  but  they,  in  their  remembrance,  only 
suggest  what  dangers  may  be  still  to  come." 

*'  But  recollect  that  now,"  said  Dick,  "  we  go  together,  so  that  we  are  really 
strong  enough  to  repel  slight  dangers." 

*'  And,  if  1  mistake  not,"  said  Jack,  *'  we  mean  to  keep  together,  too.  Is  it 
not  so,  Claude  ?" 

"Withallmyheait." 

"  And  with  all  mine,"  said  Dick.  "  It  is  a  lonely  thing  to  be  by  one's  self  upon 
the  road,  knowing  that  the  whole  of  society  is  in  arms  against  you,  and  that  in 
every  man  you  see  an  enemy,  while  there  is  no  one  with  whom  you  dare  to  ex- 
change a  kindly  word." 

"  I  have  felt  that,"  said  Claude  ;  "but  then  my  heart  used  to  fly  here— (he 
pressed  Cicely's  hand  as  he  spoke)— and  then  I  was  not  lonely,  but  full  of  busy 
and  happy  thought." 

•  ^'^^[y  looked  at  him  gratefully  for  that  speech.  It  was  a  tribute  to  her  affec- 
tion which  she  felt  she  deserved,  but  which  was  none  Ithe  less  delightful  and 
welcome  upon  that  account. 

**  You  know  where  our  horses  are,  Claude,  in  case  of  any  alarm  ?*'  said  Jack, 
with  a  sudden  seriousness. 
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"  Oh,  yes ;  but  it  is  fit  and  proper  that  you  both  should  know  likewise,  although, 
as  for  any  alarm  here,  I  think,  for  a  very  small  sum  I  would  consent  to  insure 
your  safety.  What  makes  you.  Jack,  all  in  a  moment,  begin  to  have  appre- 
hensions ?  * 

"  That  I  eannct  tell  you,  Claude.  All  I  can  say  is,  that  the  idea  suddenly 
crossed  my  brain,  and  beyond  'hat  I  know  nothiHg  ;  and  as  for  apprehensions,  I 
certainly  cannot  take  upon  myself  to  say  that  I  have  any." 

*'  Well,  we  will  have  a  peep  at  the  horses  for  all  that,  Jack,  and  I  am  glad 
that  you  thought  of  it,  for  in  my  feeling  of  over-security  in  this  plaie,  I 
dare  say  it  would  not  have  crossed  my  mind  to  take  you  to  the  stables.  Buc 
come  on,  we  will  go  at  once." 

It  was  certainly  strange  that  some  obscure  notion  of  clanger  should  lay  hold  of 
Jack's  mind  at  such  a  juncture  ;  but  it  certainly  did,  and  he  could  not  shake  it 
oflf  either.  The  stables  were  duly  visited,  where  the  threp  horses  were  enjoying, 
themselves  with  every  luxury  that  could  be  placed  before  hem.  Jack  would  not 
say  anything  else  to  damp  their  great  hilarity,  for,  to  tell  tne  truth,  he  felt  rather 
ashamed  of  his  own  fears,  and  he  dreaded  that  Claude  and  Dick  should  begia  to 
banter  him  about  them. 

By  ten  o'clock  they  all  retired  to  rest,  and  a  profound  silence  reigned  through- 
out the  farm. 

^a^^^i^ 

CHAPTER  CCXLI. 

SHOWS  HOW    TOM  B"RF,RET0N  WENT    TO    THE    SECRETARY   OF    STATE. 

We  will  attend  very  briefly  to  the  proceedings  of  Tom  Brereton  after  he  had 
fairly  seen,  or  as  good  as  seen,  Claude  Duval  and  his  two  friends  housed  in  the 
farm. 

For  once  in  his  life,',Tom  was  determined  to  do  the  thing  well,  and  as  he 
knew  that  his  information  was  very  acceptable  indeed  in  certain  high  quarters,. 
he  made  up  his  mind  as  the  Wycomb  Coach  rattled  down  Oxford  Street,  to  go  to 
the  best  market  he  could  with  his  news,  and  make  a  thorough  good  bargain  for 
himself. 

**  I  won't  mirce  the  ma'ter,"  said  Tom,  **  I  will  go  to  the  Under-Secretary  of 
State  at  once,  and  tell  him  all  about  it,  and  get  him  to  move  in  the  business 
himself.  There  can  be  no  cavilling  then  about  the  reward,  or  about  who  gave 
thejfirst  information,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing.     Yes,  I'll  do  it  that  way." 

Full  of  this  intent,  Tom  got  off  the  cooch  at  the  corner  of  Bond  Street,  and 
making  his  way  up  that  then  much  more  fashionable  thoroughfare  than  it  is  now,, 
he  turned  into  Grafton  Street,  where  he  happened  to  know  the  private  house  of  the 
official  personage  he  wished  to  see  was  situated. 

**  I'll  see  the  secretary  himself/'  muttered  Tom;  "and  I  will  tell  him  all 
about  it,  and  if  I  can't  see  him,  I  won't  tell  it  at  all ;  but  when  they  find  me 
obst  nate,  they  wont  hold  out,  1  know  ;  so  it  will  be  all  right." 

Now,  this  was  a  very  good  notion  of  Tom's,  for  if  he  had  gone  to  a  police  office, 
he  vpould  just  have  got  surrounded  by  officers,  who  would  each  have  strove  to 
have  some  hand  in  the  affair,  so  that  in  all  probability,  with  their  eagerness  and 
their  avarice,  the  matter  might  have  been  completely  spoiled ;  but,  by  going  to 
the  highest  authority,  he  at  once  established  his  own  position  in  the  matter,  as 
well  as  keeping  it  out  of  low  hands  ii  the  carrying  out. 

There  was  only  one  little  difficulty,  and  that  was,  tlie  manner  in  which  officiaT 
personages  are  surrounded  and   made  difficult  of  access — a  fact  that  we  cannot 
wonder  at,   for  if  they  were  at  all  easy  of  access,  the  space  uf  time  they  wou 
have  left  for  the  transaction  of  real  business  would  be  small,  indeed. 

Just  at  that  time,  though,  it  so  happened  that  the  political  aspect  of  the  coun- 
try was  lather  stormy,  and  there  were  many  rumouis  of  plots  against  the  govern- 
ment, and  conspiracies,  for  the  purpose  of  assassinating  -the  king ;  so  that  in  th 


LIFE  ON  THE  ROAD.  1013 


respect,  Tom,  as  will  be  seen,  had  an  advantage,  and  his  application  to  see  the 
secretary  was  not  so  likely  to  be  slighted  as  under  quieter  circumstances. 

Givinj^  his  hat,  then,  a  more  knowing  look,  by  placing  it  rather  on  one  side  of 
his  head,  and  opening  his  waistcoat  a  button  or  two,  to  show  his  well-pleated 
shirt-frill,  Tom  strutted  up  to  the  door  of  the  secretary,  and  executed  a  rather 
alarming  knock,  after  which,  seeing  a  bell-handle  with  a  little  brass  plate  under 
it,  upon  which  were  the  words,  "  Ring  also,"  Tom  laid  hold  of  it,  and  worked 
away  at  it  until  the  door  was  flung  open  by  a  couple  of  powdered  flunkies,  who 
thought  that  some  very  great  person  must  be  at  the  door,  and  yet  they  wondered 
they  had  not  heard  the  sound  of  carriage  wheels. 

*'  A-hem  !"  said  Tom,  setting  his  arms  a-kimbo.    "  Is  his  lordship  within  ?" 

The  two  footmen  were  so  completely  astounded  at  any  one  on  foot,  and  with 
anything  but  an  aristocratic  air  asking  if  h;s  lordship  were  within,  that  one  of 
them  did  nothing  but  stare  at  Tom  Brereton  in  the  face,  whils  the  other  one 
walked  completely  round  him  in  mute  wonder. 

'*  Come — come,  flunkies  !"  said  Tom,  "  no  nonsense.  I  want  to  see  his  lord- 
ship, and  I  must  and  I  will." 

"  And,  pray,  sir,"  said  one  of  the  footmen,  with  an  affected  drawl,  "who  may 
you  be  ?' 

"  How  do  I  know/'  said  Tom,  **  who  I  may  be  ?  I  only  know  who  I  am.  I 
have  business  of  the  greatest  importance  with  his  lordship,  and  I  won't  tell  any 
one  else  on  any  account.'* 

"  Ah  !"  &aid  the  footman,  taking  a  pinch  of  snuff.  **Does  it  concern  the — the 
country  ?'* 

'* Rather,"  said  Tom;  *'the  country  roads  in  particular." 

Tom  Brereton  took  care  to  utter  these  last  words  rather  aside,  so  that  they  did 
not  reach  the  ears  of  the  footmen. 

*'  Ah! — ah  !"  said  his  interrogator,  "in  that  case  you  will  tell  me,  and  I  will 
tell  his  lordship's  secretary's  clerk,  and  he  will  tell  his  lordship's  secretary,  and 
he  will  tell  his  lordship.     Ah  I" 

'<  Very  well,"  said  Tom  Brereton,  buttoning  his  coat  slowly  up  to  the  chin, 
and  then  giving  a  decisive  blow  to  his  chest,  "  very  well ;  just  as  you  please. 
When  the  story  all  comes  out,  and  there  is  the  very  devil  to  pay  about  it,  it  will 
then  be  fully  understood  that  I  was  repulsed  at  his  lordship's  door  by  his  lord- 
ship's footmen.     Very  good,  indeed!" 

*•  Stop  !— stop  !     Ah — that  is  to  say,  stop !" 

**  What  for  ?     What  is  the  use  of  stopping  ?" 
''  The  two  footmen  looked  at  each  other  with  rather  puzzled  expressions,  and 
then  the  one  with  the  snuff-box,  as  he  regailed  himself  with  a  pinch,  said — 

"  Sir,  it — ah — may,  or  it — ah — may  not,  be  quite  right  and  proper  that  you 
should  see  somebody,  and  so  you  shall ;  I  must  take  upon  myself  the  rather 
frightful  and — ah — 1  may  say,  serious  responsibility  of  introducing  you  to  some- 
body." 

♦'  You  had  better,"  said  Tom. 

*•  And — ah — if  it  should  turn  out  to  be  really — ah — nothing  of  any  importance, 
I  shall  never  forgive  myself,  and  his  lordship  is  very  likely  to  say  to  me,  'Thomas, 
you  are — a — a ' " 

"An  ass!"  said  Tom. 

"  Upon  my  life,  sir,"  said  Thomas,  rapping  the  lid  of  his  snuff-box.  "  Upon 
my  life,  I  must  say  that  you  take  very  great  liberties,  indeed,  sir — very  great 
liberties,  1  may  say." 

"  I  tell  you  what  it  is,"  said  Tom  Brereton,  "  if  you  don't  be  quick  about  in- 
troducing me  to  your  master,  it  will  be  too  late,  and  then  I  won't  exactly  say  what 
the  consequences  may  chance  to  be." 

Upon  this  intimation,  the  gentlemen  in  plush  bestired  themselves.  They  had 
of  late  heard  so  much  about  conspiracies  and  plots  against  the  government,  that 
they  were  quite  in  a  state  of  agony  upon  that  subject,  and  the  idea  that  their  per- 
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tinacious  visitor  might  have  something  frightful  to  disclose  in  that  line,  had  been 
gradually  taking  possession  of  their  faculties  for  the  last  five  minutes. 

*'  Yes.  Oh— ah— certainly,"  said  the  one  with  the  |snuflf-box.  *'  Just  step 
this  way,  sir,  if  you  please/' 

"  All's  right,"  said  Tom,  as  he  again  carefully  nnbuttoned  his  coat,  and  flung 
it  open  with  an  air  of  importance.    *'  All's  right  now,  1  rather  think— ahem  I" 

Strutting  after  the  footman  with  all  the  importance  of  his  little  despicable 
nature,  Tom  flattered  himself  that  at  last  he  had  done  the  thing  rather  cleverly, 
and  that  not  only  should  he  achieve  his  revenge  against  Claude  Duval  for  the 
many  slights  he  had  put  upon  him,  and  the  frights  he  had  given  him,  but  that  he 
should  gain  a  good  round  sum  of  money  by  the  transaction. 

"  Ah,"  he  muttered  to  himself,  *•  this  is  the  way  to  do  business,  I  rather  think 
— hem !  Always  go  to  the  fountain-head,  and  then  you  are  sure  to  be  all  right 
—hem !" 

The  footman  conducted  Tom  into  a  waiting-room  upon  the  ground  floor,  which 
was  fitted  up  upon  the  same  principle  that  the  waiting-rooms  of  physicians 
houses  are,  namely,  with  everything  of  so  big  and  bulky  a  character,  that  if  the 
cleverest  appropriators  of  other  folks'  goods  that  London  could  produce  got  into 
the  place,  he  would  not  be  able  to  take  anything  away  with  him, 

**  If  you  will  be  so  obliging  as  to  wait  a  few  minutes,  sir,"  said  the  footman, 
whose  respect  for  Tom,  in  proportion  as  he  thought  he  might  really  have  some- 
thing important  to  tell,  increased,  "you  will  be  attended  to." 

**  Oh,  don't  hurry — a  minuie  or  two,  or  perhaps  three,"  said  Tom,  "  may  not 
be  of  much  consequence;  but  three  is  the  outside,  young  man — quite  the  outside, 
now." 

*'  Certainly,  sir — of  course,  sir — no  doubt  of  it." 

Tom  was  left  alone,  and  full  of  the  importance  of  the  tidings  that  he  came 
with,  he  threw  himself  into  an  easy  chair,  and  strove  to  look  as  important  as 
though  he  were  himself  a  secretary  of  state,  and  the  owner  of  the  house  into  which 
he  had  made  his  way. 

"  This  aifair,"  he  said,  *'  will  strike  up  a  kind  of  acquaintance  between  me  and  the 
government,  so  that  it  will  be  obliged  to  provide  for  me  as  it  provides  for  other 
great  men  out  of  the  taxes.  I  don't  at  all  like  paying  taxes,  but  I  have  no  objec- 
tion in  the  world  to  being  provided  for  out  of  them.  Indeed  it  is  rather  a  pleasant 
idea  than  otherwise,  I  should  say,  and  I  shall  feel  it  my  duty  to ^" 

*'  Well,  sir,  what  is  it  ?"  said  a  voice. 

Tom  sprang  up  from  the  easy  chair,  with  the  full  conviction  that  his  lordship 
was  before  him,  for  there  stood  a  quiet  looking  man  in  black,  with  a  pen  in  his 
hand,  which  looked,  Tom  thought,  very  Secretary-of-State-like. 

"  Oh,  my  lord,"  said  Tom,  "  I  beg  your  lordship  ten  thousand  pardons;  but 
the  fact  is,  I  was  rather  just  a  little  tired,  you  see,  and  so  I  sat  down.  That  was 
all,  my  lord,  upon  my  word." 

**  It's  of  no  sort  of  consequence— you  are  quite  welcome.  I  am  not  his  lord- 
ship ;  but  you  can,  with  perfect  safety  and  propriety,  tell  me  what  you  come 
about." 

**  You  are  not  his  lordship  ?" 

"  Certainly  not." 

*'  Then  ril  see  you  at  the  bottom  of  the  sea  before  I  tell  you.  I  have  news 
for  the  ear  of  the  Secretary  of  State.  I  came  here  to  tell  it  to  him,  and  if  he 
won't  listen  to  it,  I  can  go  away  again,  that's  all,  so  tha's  flat." 

**  But  my  good  sij— '* 

«*  It's  of  no  use  your  speaking  to  me — not  a  bit.  Not  a  bit.  Hold  your  row. 
It's  of  no  use,  I  tell  you,  at  all.  I  won't  tell  you  or  anybody  but  the  ^Secretary 
of  State  himself." 

♦*  Very  good,  sir.    Is  it  a  matter  connected  with  the  state  of  the  country  ?'* 

*'  It  is  a  matter  connected  with  the  state  of  the  country— roads,"  added  Tom 
to  himself.    "  Of  that  I  give  you  my  most  particular  word  of  honour." 

**  Very  good,  sir.    Will  you  be  so  good  as  to  waiti"  | 

■■■■■■■-.■   I      ■  ., — ._ — ^ , —  -----  -,-■-.    1  I 
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The  gentlemanly-looking  man  in  black  left  the  room,  and  once  again  Tom 
Brereton  sunk  into  the  recesses  of  the  easy  chair,  and  then  wagging  his  head  to 
and  fro  for  a  few  moments,  he  said,  in  what  he  considered  was  an  enormously 
sagacious  tone  of  voice— 

"  Ha,  ha  !  They  won't  get  the  better  of  me.  Oh>  no !  I  am  not  going  to  let 
any  whipper-snapper  of  a  clerk  stand  between  me  and  the  reward.  Oh,  no  V* 

"  Well,  sir  !"  said  a  voice. 

Tom  started  to  his  feet  again,  and  beheld  a  bald-headed  elderly  man,  elegantly 
dressed  in  evening  costume,  in  the  centre  of  the  room,  "  That's  the  fellow  !" 
thought  Tom,  and  he  executed  a  very  low  bow. 

**  Your  lordship  is  very  good,"  said  Tom.  "  I  hope  I  have  the  pleasure  o! 
» seeing  your  lordship  quite  well,  and — and  that  is  to  say  quite  well  ?'* 

"  Pray,  sir,  do  not  mistake,"  said  the  bald-headed  man  in  the  most  bland 
accents.  "  I  have  not  the  honour  of  being  his  lordship.  I  am  only  his  lordship's 
secretary." 

«•  The  devil  !'* 

*'Sir?''  •— ... 

"Oh,  no  offence  ;  hut  I  thought  really  that  I  had  got  the  ear  oE  the  right  man 
at  last.  And  pray,  sir,  who  was  the  gentleman  with  the  pen  in  his  hand  who 
came  here  only  a  little  while  ago  ?" 

*'  That  was  my  clerk." 

'"Your  clerk?" 

"  Precisely  so,  sir.  I  hope  and  trust  that  T  may  be  permitted  to  have  a  clerk 
without  that  point  being  at  all  oflFensive  to  you  ?" 

"  Oh,  you  may  have  a  dozen ;  but  I  tell  you  what  it  is,  Mr.  Secritary,  I 
don't  mean  to  let  you  know  what  I  come  about  any  more  than  your  clerk.  I  have 
got  a  piece  of  information  to  give  to  the  Secretary  of  State,  and  if  I  do  not  see 
him  and  tell  him  personally,  I  can  carry  it  away  again  with  me,  and  the  country 
— roads"  added  Tom  in  a  low  tone,  "must  take  the  wretched  and  most  diabolical 
consequences.'* 

The  secretary  looked  grave. 

**  Allow  me  to  assure  you,  sir,"  he  said,  "that  whatever  you  say  to  me  goes 
directly  to  the  Secretary  of  State,  without  anything  being  added  or  taken  from  it. 
It  is  my  special  duty  to  be  to  that  distinguished  personage  a  faithful  reporter  of 
facts,  and  under  siaeh  circumstances  I  do  hope  that——" 

&..**Bow!  wow! — don't  bother  !  I  tell  you,  I  won't,  and  there's  an  end  of  it 
if  I  had  only  known  there  had  been  half  so  much  bother  &s  this,  I  would  not 
have  come  at  all.  But  I  can  go — yes,  sir,  I  can  go  as  I  came,  with  my  informa- 
tion here,  sir — here !'' 

Tom  rather  fiercely  struck  his  forehead  as  he  spoke,  and  the  very  polite  se- 
cretary looked  rather  puzzled  to  know  what  to  do  in  the  matter.  After  a  pause, 
he  said, — 

"  Well,  sir  :  pray  be  patient  for  a  few  minutes,  and  I  will  see  what  can  be 
done.  I  will  speak  to  his  lordship,  and  rery  probably,  as  you  say  it  is  information 
connected  with  the  country,  he  may  feel  inclined  to  see  you.  Pray  be  seated, 
sir." 


CHAPTER   CCXLII. 

THE   ALABM   AT   THE    FARM,— CLAUDE'S    GREAT     DANGER. 

Tom  Brereton  was  again  alone, 

"  Ah !"  he  said,  "  I  shall  do  it  at  last,  in  spite  of  them  all,  I  know— the  vaga- 
bonds !  Lord,  I  know  *em  well !  They  would'  swear  me  out,  among  them,  that  I 
had  never  been  here,  after  a  little  time,  and  pocket  the  reward  among  them." 

One  would  really  think  that  Tom  Brereton  must  have,  at  one  time  or  another, 
been  in  public  life,  to  have  acquired  so  capital  and  accurate  a  notion  of  the  mo- 
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rality  of  it  ;  and  we  cannot  but  admire  the  perseverance  with  which  he  insisted 
upon  seeing  the  secretary,  who  could  not  very  well  flinch  from  any  promises  he 
might  make  concerning  the  reward  for  the  apprehension  of  Claude  Duval. 

Tom  was  determined  that  tliis  time  he  would  keep  an  eye  upon  the  door,  so 
that  when  the  secretary  should  appear,  he  might  not  be  taken  by  surprise  ;  and  it 
was  we'l  that  he  did  so,  for  in  the  course  of  about  three  minutes,  the  door 
opened,  and  an  odd-looking,  red-faced,  vulgar  looking  maa  bustled  into  the 
room. 

Tom  stared  at  him  in  amazement. 

*'Now,  sir,  what  is  it?"  said  the  man;  ''you  would  insist  on  seeing  me,  and 
here  I  am." 

"  What,  are  you  his  lordship  V 

"  I  am  the  Secretary  of  State  for  the  Home  Department,  sir,  and  I  shall  feel 
obliged  if  you  will  be  brief  in  what  you  have  to  say  to  me,  as  my  time  is  very 
much  occupied." 

Tom  shook  Lis  head. 

*'  How  am  I  to  know  you  arethe  Secretary  of  State^?  You  say  you  are,  but  how 
am  I  to  know  it  ?' 

"  Tut— tut ;  what  folly  this  is,  to  be  sure.  Then,  sir,  do  you  see  that  portrait 
on  the  chimnev  piece  ?" 

"  Oh,  yes,  Isee  it." 

''  Well,  leok  at  it,  and  then  look  at  me  ;  it  is  flattered  a  little,  but  still  is  suf- 
ficiently like  for  you  to  see  that  it,  is  intended  for  me,  and  it  is  not  very  likely  that 
any  cue  else's  portrait  but  that  of  the  master  of  the  house  hangs  in  such  a  place. 
Are  you  satisfied  ?" 

Tom  made  a  low  bow,  as  he  said:— 

**  I  am,  my  lord." 

*•  Very  good ;  that's  settled.  Now,  sir,  what  have  you  to  say  ?  what  is  your 
information?"  /"^"' 

"  Well,  then,  my  lord,  as  I  feel  now  quite  convinced  that  you  are  my  lord,  and 
as  there  can  be  no  possible  mistake  about  it—" 

"Quick,  sir — quick." 

"  And  as  by  the  portrait,  which  is  nearly  as  ugly — I  mean  nearly  as  handsome 
— as  your  lordshp,  it  is  quite  easy  to  perceive  that " 

"  Do  you  want  to  keep  rae  here  all  the  day,  sir?  I  tell  you  my  time  is  appro- 
priated to  the  last  moment.  It  is  as  much  as  I  can  do  to  eat  or  drink,  or  sleep, 
sir;  and  yet,  here  you  are  dallying  with  the  minutes,  as  though  they  were  of  not 
the  slightest  consequence." 

"  Tiien,  my  lord,  I  beg  to  state,  that  if  you  will  make  me  feel  sure  of  the 
reward,  I  will  take  anybody  you  like  to  send  to  where  they  may  lay  their  hands 
upon  Claude  Duval." 

"Claude  Duval,  the  highwayman  ?" 

"The  very  same." 

"And  why,  in  the  name  of  all  that  is  abominable,  sir,  could  you  not  take  your 
information  to  the  police-office  ?" 

"  Oh,  my  lord,  you  don't  know  what  rogues  they  are  at  police-oflSces.  They 
would  have  jewed  rae  out  of  the  reward  as  safe  as  eggs  are  eggs,  so  I  thought  I 
would  come  to  vou." 

"  A  pretty  affair,  indeed,  that  I  am  to  be  consulted  about  thief-catching !  At 
the  same  time,  I  admit,  sir,  that  the  government  is  anxious  for  the  apprehension 
of  this  Claude  Duval.  As  long  as  he  remains  at  large,  it  is  a  disgrace  to  the  police 
of  this  country.'* 

"Just  so,  my  lord." 

"And  he  has  committed  some  of  the  most  daring  and  violent  attacks  opon 
persons  in  a  high  station  of  life  that  it  is  possible  to  conceive.  Sir,  I  do  not  at 
all  undervalue  your  information  ;  but.  yet,  there  was  no  occasion  for  such  an 
amount  of  pertinacity  in  seeing  me  upon  the  subject." 

"  Oh,  dear,  yes,  there  was  !  I  have  no  notion  of  not  getting  the  reward,  you  see, 
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my  lord.  My  name  is  Tom  Brereton,  and  I  really  want  the  money,  I  assure  you  ; 
so  I  hope  I  may  have  your  lordship's  word  that  if  I  really  do  give  Duval  into  the 
hands  of  the  officers,  I  am  to  get  what  has  been  offered  for  his  apprehension  ?" 

*'  Most  assuredly." 

"  That's  all  right,  then.     It's  as  good  as  settled  ;  and  I  tell  you  what  I  can  do 
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as  well — I  can  give  you  two  other  highwaymen  that  are  with  him  into  the  bargain, 
for  I  happen  to  know  where  the  whole  three  of  them  have  gone,  and  no  mistake  !" 

"There  is  one  thing,  Mr.  Tom  Button,"  said  his  lordship,  " that  I  hope  you 
are  right  in,  and  that " 

'•  Brereton,  my  Icrd." 

"  Oh,  It's  no  matter— Eacon  or  Button.  They  will  do  equally  well.    But  I  was 
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going  to  say,  that  I  hope  you  are  quite  sure  of  the  identity  of  Duval  with  the  per- 
sons you  say  you  can  deliver  up  to  the  officers  of  justice?" 

*'  Oh,  yes,  my  lord.  I  happen  to  know  him  rather  too  well.  It  isn't  at  all 
likely  that  I  shall  make  any  mistake  of  that  sort,  1  can  tell  you." 

"  Very  good,  then.  As  you  have  my  word  for  the  reward,  which  was  what  you 
wanted  to  see  me  for,  I  presume  you  can  make  the  particulars  of  your  communi- 
tion  to  the  secretary,  if  you  please  ;  and  1  beg  to  bid  you  good -day,  Mr.  Tom 
Burnett." 

Before  Tom  could  interpose  another  word  to  detain  his  lordship,  he  had  abruptly 
left  the  room. 

*'  Confound  it,"  said  Tom,  "  what  does  he  mean  by  calling  me  Bacon,  and 
Button,  and  Burnett?  Does  he  mean  to  try  and  swindle  me  out  of  the  reward  by 
raising  a  cavil  about  my  name  ?  Oh,  what  a  thing  it  is  that  people  are  all  such 
rogues !" 

No  doubt  Tom  Brereton  had  arrived  at  this  conclusion  regarding  human  nature 
by  an  attentive  self-examination,  for  the  reader  is  already  aware  of  several  little 
passages  in  Tom's  history,  that  are  by  no  means  of  an  exalted  character. 

Very  shortly  afterwards  the  respectable  looking  secretary  with  the  bald  head 
made  his  appearance,  and  took  down  in  writing  the  exact  information  that  Tom 
could  oive  about  the  whereabouts  of  Claude  Duval ;  and  when  that  was  concluded, 
he  said,— 

"  I  have  received  his  lordship's  orders  upon  this  affair,  and  since  there  is,  from 
what  you  say,  every  reason  to  believe  that  this  place  you  mention  is  one  at  wl  ich 
Claude  Duval  will  remain  the  night,  it  is  determined  to  make  the  seizure  an  hour 
before  midnight.  It  will  take  nearly  an  hour  to  get  to  Ealing  Common ;  so,  you 
wi]lf}i\  so  good  as  to  come  here  at  ten  o'clock  fhis  evening." 

What?  me?" 

"  Yes.  It  is  thought  desirable  by  his  lordship,  in  order  that  ttiere  should  not 
he  the  shadow  of  a  doubt  concerning  the  reward,  that  you  should  accompany  the 
party." 

"  Oh,  well,  if  Jrmust,  why — a — a — I  suppose  I  must;  but  I  am  not  at  all  good 
at  the  fighting  business." 

"  Concefriittg'  that,  you  need  not  trouble  yourself.  We  will  provide  a  sufficient 
force  to  take  all  that  difSculty  off  your  shoulders." 

Z.''  Ob,  then,  in   that  case  I'have  no  objection  in  life  to  go,  and  you  may  expect 
me  to  the  minute  quite  punctually.'' 

Having  made  this  arrangement  with  the  secretary,  Tom  felt  pretty  well  satisfied 
with  the  manner  in  which  he  had  conducted  the  affair.  We  may  at  once  skip 
over  the  hours  that  intervened  between  this  and  tea  o'clock  at  night,  and  fancy 
Tom  once  again  at  the  door  of  the  Secretary  of  State,  about  a  minute  after  the 
metropolitan  church  clocks  had  agreed  that  it  was  ten. 

This  time  Tom  Brereton  did  not  find  the  same  difficulty  that  he  had  before 
experienced  in  n^aking  his  way  to  the  interior  of  the  mansion.  The  clerk  to  the 
secretary  was  waiting  for  him,  and  the  moment  he  saw  him,  he  said,  very 
politely— 

"  I  am  to  accompany  yo'.i,  Mr.  Brereton.'* 

"  You  ?*'  cried  Tom.  "^  But  do  you  think  that  you  and  I  can  lay  hold  of  such 
a  fellow  as  Claude  Duval  ?" 

"Certainly  not,  sir.  I  should  for  one  be  very  sorrv  to  make  the  attempt; 
but  I  will  take  you  to  where  you  will  find  quite  a  sufficient  force  to  settle  the 
business." 

**  Oh,  that's  quite  another  thing." 

"  Exactly — I  hear  the  sound  of  carriage-wheels  at  the  door.  His  lordship  is 
kind  enough  to  accommodate  us  with  one  of  his  private  carriages  as  far  as  Kyde 
Park,  and  after  that  we  will  go  on  horseback,''  ^S^?| 

*'  Horseback  !"  said  Tom  to  himself.  "  Somehow,  I  never  feel  very  happy  on 
horseback."  That  was  no  time,  however,  to  start  any  frivolous  objections,  and 
as  Tom  knew  that  at  the  least  the  rewards  for  the  apprehension  of  Duval  were  a 
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thousand  pounds,  he  was  far  from  wishing  to  throw  any  obstacles  in  the  way  of 
carrying  out  the  affair. 

In  the  course  of  a  couple  of  minutes,  he  and  the  clerk  were  being  wheeled  off 
at  a  rapid  pace  to  the  Oxford  Street  corner  of  Hyde  Park  ;  and  so  swiftly  did 
they  go,  that  the  distance  appeared  to  be  a  mere  nothing.  The  night  was  rather 
dark  and  blusterous — now  and  then  a  smart  puff  of  wind,  that  was  strongly  indi- 
cative  of  rough  weather,  would  come  across  the  faces  of  the  horses,  and  make  them 
almost  pause;  and  when  Tom  and  the  clerk  alighted,  the  trees  in  the  park  were 
agitated  furiously  by  the  breeze. 

"A  roughish  night,"  said  Tom. 

**  Yes,  we  shall  have  wind  and  rain  enough  on  our  progress,  I  daresay  ;  but 
that  cannoc  be  helped,"  said  the  clerk.  "  Be  so  good  as  to  step  this  way,  if 
you  please.  One  party  was  to  be  stationed  a  little  way  down  here,  beyond  Tyburn 
6ate/' 

Three  minutes'  walking  took  TomBrereton  and  the  clerk  throngh  the  celebrated 
gate ;  and  then,  to  their  surprise,  but  greatly  to  the  comfort  of  Tom,  he  found  thai, 
drawn  up  close  to  the  roadside,  was  a  party  of  twenty-five  of  a  Light  Cavalry 
Regiment  that  happened  at  that  time  to  be  quartered  at  Kensington.  Along  with 
these  soldiers  there  were  six  mounted  police-officers,  so  that  the  party  altogether 
that  went  upon  that  occasion  to  capture  Claude  Duval,  was  really  one  of  a  very 
formidable  description  indeed. 

*•'  Hiiloa  !"  said  Tom,  **  this  is  coming  it  strong,  rather." 

"  Yes,  Mr.  Brereton/*  said  the  clerk.  "  If  your  information  be  quite  correct, 
I  think  there  is  very  little  doubt  of  the  capture  of  Claude  Duval,  now,  and  his 
associates;  and  if  once  captured,  he  will  soon  be  disposed  of.'* 

**  Yes;  this  will  be  a  settler,  I  rather  think." 

*'  Mr.  Anderson,"  said  the  clerk,  in  a  higher  voice,  "  are  you  there,  sir  1  Mr. 
Anderson  i" 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  one  of  the  mounted  pohce-officers.  "  All's  right,  sir.  We 
have  been  waiting  some  little  time.     Here  are  the  led  horses,  sir." 

"  Very  good ;  now,  Mr,  Brereton  will  you  be  so  good  as  to  mount,  and  we  will 
start  at  once  upon  the  expedition." 

A  very  tall  horse  was  brought  to  Tom  Brereton,  upon  the  back  of  which  he 
did,  after  no  inconsiderable  difficulty,  succeed  in  scrambling ;  and  there  he  sat, 
perched  up,  at  an  amazing  and  perilous  height  from  the  ground,  and  feeling  any- 
thing but  comfortable  or  pleased  with  his  situation. 

"  It's  all  very  fine,  Mr.  Clerk,"  said  Tom,  **  but  if  there  are  any  bullets  flying 
about,  I  rather  think  I  am  im  just  the  proper  place  tj  catch  a  few  of  thera.*'  - 

"  Oh,  no — no,  not  at  all.  It's  all  luck  in  such  matters^  ray  dear  sir;  I  don't 
think,  if  you  are  to  catch  a  shot  or  two,  that  do  what  you  will  you  can  avoid 
them." 

*'  Really  ?'* 

"  No  ;  and,  of  course,  in  such  little  affairs  as  this,  there  must  be  some  danger. 
But  if  you  are  hit,  it  will  be  still  a  great  satisfaction  to  you  to  feel  that  it  is  in 
the  service  of  your  country,  aud  in  the  protection  of  legitimate  rights  of 
property." 

"  Oh,  very  great !  Confound  the  rights  of  property  !  What  the  deuce  is  pro- 
perty to  me  with  a  pistol  bullet  in  my  brain,  I  should  like  to  know  ?  Nothing 
at  all.  1  tell  you  what  it  is,  Mr.  Clerk— I  did  not  bargain  for  any  danger  in  the 
affair ;  so  after  1  have  pointed  out  where  the  fellows  you  want  are  to  be  found,  I 
shall  make  bold  to  be  off  to  a  distance." 

*'  Well,  I  am  certainly  surprised  at  you,  Mr.  Brereton." 

'*  Surprised!     What  at?" 

"  Why,  that  you  should  not  have  enjoyed  a  little  fracas." 

Are  you  ?--then  you  don't  know  me.     I   like  peace  and    quietness,  and 


it 


plenty  to  eat  and  drink,  and  lots  of  money  and  nothing  to  do.     Fighting  is  not  in 
my  line.     Dear  me,  how  fast  we  are  going." 
"  Delays  are  dangerous." 


1020  GENTLEMAN  JACK;  OR, 

"  Yes,  but  it's  much  more  dangerous,  don't  you  think,  to  be  jolted  oflf  the  back 
of  a  trotting  horse,  as  high  a^  a  first-floor  window  ?'' 

Tom  Brereton's  remonstrances  produced  no  sort  of  effect  upon  the  party, 
They  went  on  at  a  rattling  pace,  and  he  found,  that  unless  he  held  on  with  all  his 
skill  and  power,  that  he  ran  a  risk  of  being  left  behind  in  the  middle  of  the  road ; 
so  he  put  up  with  it  the  best  way  he  could  with  a  good  grace,  although  the 
bumping  he  got  was  really  something  seriously  alarming.  In  this  way,  however, 
and  at  such  a  pace,  the  ground  was  soon  got  over.  The  village  of  Acton  was 
parsed  through  as  the  old  chureh-clock  chimed  the  halfhour  pist  ten,  and  several 
heads  were  thrust  out  of  the  cottage  windows  at  the  sound  of  the  unwonted 
bustle  made  by  the  horses'  feet  in  the  road-way. 

The  cavalcade  of  soldiers  and  civilians,  however,  swept  past  before  any  one 
could  hazard  a  conjecture  upon  the  subject  of  their  destination  ;  and  in  a  very 
short  time  Ealing  Common  was  in  sight,  looking  wide  and  black  and  mysterious 
in  the  night  air. 

The  -wind  was  rather  whistling  over  the  common  with  a  melancholy  sound  that 
made  Tcm  Brereton  skiver  again, 

"  Halt !"  cried  the  officer  commanding  the  party  of  cavalry,  and  then  turning 
to  the  civilian  who  answered  to  the  name  of  Anderson,  he  said, — *'  Now,  sir, 
where  are  we  to  go  ?  I  was  to  come  to  Ealing  Common,  and  there  wait  your 
directions,  and  here  lam." 

"This  is  the  gentleman  who  will  guide  us  to  (he  house,  I  presume,"  said  An- 
derson, smgling  out  Tom  Brereton.  "What  I  shall  then  request  of  you,  captain, 
will  be  to  surround  the  premises  in  the  way  your  own  judgment  may  suggest,  so 
that  no  one  shall  be  able  to  escape— that's  all.  We,  of  course,  will  go  in  and 
make  the  capture." 

"  Very  well.  I  will  undertake  that  no  one  passes  the  cordon  that  I  will  esta- 
blish without;  and  whoever  attempts  it,  must  just  take  the  consequences  of  their 
indiscretion,  for  my  men  will  not  be  very  particular,  I  daresay." 

"  It  isn't  necessary  that  they  should,  captain.  No  one  will  try  to  escape  from 
us  that  we  don't  want  to  nab." 

"  Now,  Mr.  Brerettn,"  said  the  clerk,  "  lead  on  if  you  please,  sir.*' 

*'  Oh,  dear,  yes,"  said  Tom.  '*  How  pleasant  this  is,  to  be  sure  !  Don't  you 
think  you  could  find  the  place,  now,  if  I  .were  to  describe  it  to  you  ? — for,  to  tell 
the  truth,  1  have  just  recollected  that  I  have  an  appointment  in  London  of  very 
great  importance,  indeed.    It's  a  fact." 

•«  You  must  break  it  then,  sir,  if  you  please.  Pray  lead  on.  No  possible 
description  of  the  place  we  are  to  attack  can  come  up  to  actually  showing  us. 
Recollect  the  reward." 

'*CJh,  dear,  yes  ;  that's  the  only  thing  that  I  do  want  to  recollect  in  the  whole 
affair;  but,  I  suppose,  there  is  no  help  for  it,  and  even  I  must  go.  This  is  the 
way,  gentlemen.  Let  me  beg  that  you  will  be  so  good  as  to  make  as  little  noise 
as  you  possibly  can  in  the  way,  for  that  Claude  Duval  has  very  sharp  ears." 

•'  Caution  !"  said  the  captain. 

The  cavalry  adopted  a  step  that  was  very  light,  and  which  could  not  have  been 
heard  at  any  distance.  The  horses  seemed  quite  perfectly  to  understand  what 
was  required  of  them  ;  and  certainly  more  noise  in  going  across  Ealing  Common 
was  made  by  the  half-dozen  police  horses  than  by  the  whole  twenty-five  cavalry. 

This  alteration  of  pace,  though,  wis  a  very  welcome  thing  to  Tom  Brereton  ; 
and  but  for  the  fact  that  he  felt  he  was  approaching  rather  to  a  dangerous  proxi- 
mity with  the  farm-house  where  Duval  was,  he  would  have  felt  now  tolerably 
comfortable.  He  took  the  party  to  the  shrubbery  that  skirted  the  farm,  and  then, 
in  a  low  voice,  he  said — 

",  Oh,  gracious !    Here  we  are.** 
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CHAPTER  CCXLIII. 

TAKES  A    PEEP    WITHIN    THE    FARM-HOUSE,    AND    GIVES    AN    ALARM. 

It  is  necessary  now  that  we  should  see  what  our  friends  In  the  farm-house  are 
about. 

The  intense  fpelinoj  of  security  of  which  we  have  before  spoken,  and  which  in  some 
strange  manner  had  taken  possession  of  Claude  Duval,  spread  its  influence  over 
every  one  but  Jack,  and  he,  from  constitutional  nervousness,  did  not  participate 
in  it.  Yet,  a^  he  fflt  that  upon  many  occasions  he  had  raised  a  feelinj:  of  alarm 
where  none  should  i.ave  existed,  he  did  not  like,  upon  the  present  o.?ca«ioD^  to 
damp  the  feeling  of  general  satisfaction  that  was  evidently  in  the  breasts  of  the 
whole  of  the  people  at  the  farm-house. 

The  countenance  will  speak,  however,  if  the  eyes  do  not,  and  Claude  could  not 
but  see  that  Jack  was  ill  at  ease.  Dick  likewise  observed  as  much;  but  then, 
knowing  Jack  as  well  as  they  did,  they  naturally  enough  set  it  down  to  the 
infirmity  of  his  nature. 

Claude  tried  at  supper  to  rally  him  out  of  the  feeling,  and  he  did  succeed  to 
some  extent  in  doing  so. 

"  Come,  Jack,"  he  said,  "you  musr  not  look  so  dull  and  downcast  now.  Re- 
collect that  if  all  the  world  is  in  arms  against  us,  this  is  a  haven  of  rest  and 
security." 

"I  hope  it  is,"  said  Jack, 

*'  You  only  hope  V* 

**  Well,  Claude,  is  not  that  sufficient  ?     I  say  I  hope  it  is  ;  and  if  you  think  it 

is,  I  am  content  to  believe  as  much ;  and  yet " 

"  Well,  Jack,  and  yet  V 

*' I  think  that  even  here  we  ought  not  to  neglect  all  precautions,  and  if  you 
won't  take  it  amiss  that  I  do  so,  I  will  kct  p  watch  during  the  night  round  the 
farm,  while  you  and  Dick  rest  yourselves  fr    n  your  late  fa,tigues," 
*'  Now  this  is  really  too  bad,  Jack,"  said  Claude, 
**  Very  much  too  bad,"  said  Dick. 

•*  Well,"  added  Jack,  "  I  really  can't  see  how  it  is  too  bad.  If  nothinor  comes 
of  my  forebodings,  why,  I  lose  my  night's  rest  for  m\'  pains ;  but  if  anything  does 
come  of  them,  I  have  the  great  satisfaction  of  hav.ig  been,  by  my  caution,  use- 
ful to  my  friends." 

"Now,  Jack,  listen  to  me,"  said  Claude,  with  a  smile.  *'Our  fatigues  are  no 
greater  than  yours,  for  we  have  all  three  been  together  precisely  through  the  same 
adventures,  and  exposed  to  the  same  adversities  ;  therefore,  if  there  were  any  real 
occasion  for  watching,  we  ought  to  take  that  business  by  turns,  or  rather,  I 
should  say,  that  I  ought  to  do  it  wholly,  as  I  must  be  the  principal  person  whose 
name  brings  danger  upon  you  two.'' 

"  Oh,  I  demur  to  that,"  said  Dick,  *'If  we  are  to  mount  gn.rd  during  the 
night,  let  us  take  it  turn  and  turn  about  in  the  regular  way.  I  CL/tainly  will  not 
submit  to  Jack  being  made  the  victim." 

*'  Nor  I,"  Claude  cried,  **  so  give  it  up  at  once.  Jack,  for  we  re  a'ly  all  need  a 
night  s  rest.'* 

"  Very  well,  I  give  it  up,"  said  Jack  ;  **  let  us  hear  no  more  about  ir ;  and  now 
let  us  enjoy  ourselves  as  we  best  can,  for,  as  you  say,  it  is  not  often  we  can  sit 
down  with  the  same  feelings  we  do  now  at  any  table."  |  ! 

Claude  and  Dick  were  tolerably  well  satisfied  with  the  change  that  now  took  ' 
place  in  the  manner  of  Jack,  for  there  was  a  degree  of  hilarity  about   him  which 
they  had  seldom  witnessed  ;  and  whether  it  were  acting  or  a  reflex  of  his   real 
feelings,  they  had  no  opportunity  of  coming  to  a  judgment. 

The  evening  now  deepened  into  night,  in  the  midst  of  rather  sprightly  conver- 
sation, and  at  length  a  general  move  was  made  to  retire,  and   in  the  course  of 
another  quarter  of  an  hour  there  was  a  profound  silence  in  the  farm-house,  for 
everybody  had  gone  to  rest, 
: : ' 
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It  was  then  about  a  quarter  past  ten  o'clock. 

The  room  which  had  been  appropriated  to  Jack  was  a  small  apartment  at  one 
corner  of  the  house,  and  which  had  a  little  window  that  opened  upon  the  sloping 
roof  of  an  outhouse,  over  which  grew  a  very  luxuriant  vine.  There  was  ai^other 
window  likewise  to  the  room,  that  looked  to  the  back  garden.  When  Jack  re- 
tired to  this  apartment,  Claude  went  with  him  for  a  few  moments,  and  remained 
talking  to  him  whik  he  took  off  his  coat  and  boots. 

"  Now,  Jack,"  he  said,  "take  a  night's  rest,  ror  I  am  quite  sure  you  want  one, 
and  don't  let  any  fears  disturb  you,  for  it  is  one  of  ihe  most  unlikely  things  in  all 
the  world,  as  you  know  well,  that  any  enemy  can  possibly  be  aware  that  we  are 
here." 

"  You  are  right,  1  think,  Claude."      ' 

"  I  know  I  am.  Here  we  have  been  a  number  of  hours  in  this  place,  and  no 
one  has  come  to  it  upon  any  real  or  pretended  business,  so  that  there  has  been 
no  chance  of  anything  going  amiss.  I  merely  wish  to  assure  you  of  my  most 
perfect  and  entire  canfidence  in  our  safety  ;  and  now  good-night,  Jack,  and  a 
good  rest  to  you.*' 

"Good-night,  Claude,  the  same  to  you.      All's  right.'* 

"Poor  Jack!"  thought  Claude  as  he  left  the  room,  *'he  has  never  recovered 
that  hanging  business,  and  I  suppose  he  never  will  now,  poor  fellow.  But  I 
think  I  have  quieted  him  down,  now,  as  regards  any  fears  for  to-night,  and  he  will 
sleep  calmly  and  soundly  enough,  J  dare  say.*' 

Jack  calmly  waited  until  Claude's  footsteps  had  died  completely  away,  and  he 
vas  satisfied  that  there  was  no  bkelihood  of  his  return  to  say  anything,  and  .then 
calmly  and  deliberately  he  pulled  on  his  boots  again,  and  put  ott  his  coat. 

"  It  is  all  very  well,  Claude,"  he  said,  "  for  you  to  feel  so  much  confidence  in 
your  safety  in  this  place,  but  I  cannot  conquer  the  feeling  that  has  been  growing 
over  me  for  hoars,  to  the  effect  that  some  disaster  is  at  hand.  If  I  were  to  go  to 
bed  I  should  not  sleep,  so  that  it  is  of  no  use  vexing  myself  by  trying.  I  don't 
go  so  far  as  to  say  that  I  am  a  believer  ai  all  times  in  what  are  called  presenti- 
ments of  danger,  but  I  will  say  that  I  never  felt  so  strongly  persuaded  as  I  do 
now,  that  something  will  happen.  ' 

Jack  was  cool  and  collected  enough,  notwithstanding  this  strong  feeling  of 
danger  to  himself  and  his  frieids  that  had  taken  possession  of  his  mind.  The 
firm  resolution  that  he  had  taken  some  hours  before  of  keeping  watch  for  its 
approach  nerved  him. 

3y  the  light  of  the  candle  with  which  he  was  provided,  he  now  set  about  look- 
ing carefully  to  his  pistols,  and  as  they  had  been  loaded  now  for  some  hours,  and 
exposed  to  the  jolting  of  a  hard  ride,  he  carefully  drew  the  charges  and  reloaded 
them. 

*'  It's  as  well  to  have  all  right,"  he  said,  "  and  then  one  feels  a  degree  of  con- 
fi'lence  that  enables  one  to  be  cool  and  calm." 

Jack's  next  etfort  was  to  hammer  the  flints  of  his  pistols,  so  that  at  a  moment's 
notice  they  would  do  duty  without  the  possibility  of  a  failure,  and  then  he  consi- 
dered that  he  had  everything  in  readiness,  come  what  might. 

His  fixed  intention  was  to  keep  watch  round  the  farm,  but  as  he  did  not  wish 
his  friends  to  have  any  suspicion  that  he  entertained  such  a  project,  he  resolved 
upon  waiting  until  it  was  a  matter  of  positive  certainty  that  they  were  all  asleep. 
He  had  taken  a  good  survey  of  the  position  of  his  chamber  before,  therefore  he 
knew  perfectly  well  how  to  get  freffi  it  with  the  least  noise  or  alarm. 

It  would  have  been  an  odd  sight  to  Claude,  if  he  could  only  have  seen  Jack 
sitting  in  his  room  there  by  the  light  of  a  candle  that  was  getting  an  alarmingly 
long  wick,  fully  armed,  and  waiting  until  repose  had  stolen  over  the  senses  of  all 
in  the  place,  before  he  should  sally  out  as  though  his  object  were  a  hostile  one, 
instead  of  a  protecting  one. 

But  neither  Claude  nor  Dick  had  the  smallest  suspicion  upon  the  subject,  and 
"rent  to  their  rest  with  the  full  idea  that  Jack  had  hkewise  gone  to  his. 
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As  he  i^Jack)  there  sat,  there  came  yet  more  strongly  oa  him  each  moment  the 
presentimeat  of  danger.     Suddenly  he  started  to  his  feet. 

"  No,"  he  said,  "  I  will  not,  and  I  ought  not  to  disregard  this  feeling  that  is 
far  from  dissipating,  but,  on  the  contrary,  grov/s  upon  me  each  moment  with  the 
greater  strength— I  will  not  cast  aside  this  most  mysterious  warning  of  approach- 
ing danger,  for,  in  good  truth,  it  does  amount  to  that — I  will  meet  it  !" 

Jack  now  considered  that  he  had  waited  long  enough  for  the  whole  of  the 
house  to  be  in  a  state  of  repose,  so,  after  opening  his  room  door,  and  listening  for 
a  few  moments,  and  hearing  nothing,  he  at  once  commenced  his  arrangements  for 
leaving  his  chamber. 

His'first  act  was.  to  close  his  door,  and  fasten  it  upon  the  inside,  and  then  he 
oautiously  opened  the  little  window  that  looked  out  upon  the  outhouse  roof.  All 
was  still  without,  and  the  little  rain  that  fell  had  the  effect  of  completely  pros- 
trating what  small  amount  of  wind  there  might  have  been.  Jack  heard  that  rain 
faintly  pattering  upon  the  large  vine  leaves  that  completely  covered  up  the  roof 
of  the  outhouse. 

With  an  extreme  caution,  that  his  habits  of  life  had  taught  him  well  how  to 
assume,  he  now  crept  through  the  window,  and  carefully  let  himself  down  by  the 
roof  of  the  outhouse,  until  he  came  to  its  lowest  edge,  when  he  jumped  into  the 
gaiden.  He  was  quite  satisfied  that  he  had  been  successful  in  doing  all  that  with- 
out creating  the  smallest  amount  of  alarm. 

"That  will  do,"  said  Jack  to  himself,  ''  Now  I  shall  be  able  to  keep  a  good 
watch,  and  no  one  will  be  any  the  wiser,  although,  I  flatter  myself,  that  every 
one  will  be  somethini?  the  safer.  Claude  and  .Dick  need  never  •  know  that  I  was 
on  the  move  all  this  night ;  but  I  would  ten  times  rather  have  beer,  prowling 
round  this  house  than  tossing  upon  my  bed  !n  all  the  fever  of  sleeplessness  from 
apprehensions  of  some  unknown  danger." 

There  was  no  difficulty  in  walking  completely  round  the  ftirm-house  to  those 
who  were  acquainted  with  it.  A  couple  of  little  gat-i's,  which  Jack  knew  weU 
how  to  open,  were  the  only  obs'ructions  to  his  progress  ;  and  when  he  had  set 
them  wide  open,  he  could  take  his  slow  march  completely  round  the  premises 
easily. 

There  was  something  very  grateful  and  pleasant  to  the  senses  in  the  cool  fresh- 
ness of  the  night  air,  impregnated  cs  it  was  with  that  soft,  balmy  rain  that  pattered 
gently  upon  the  leaves  of  the  trees.  Jack  leant  against  one  of  the  little  gates, 
and  rather  enjoyed  the  scene.  The  freshness  of  the  air  effectually  kept  otf  all 
feeling  of  fatigue  from  him  ;  and  he  was  just  upon  the  point  of  trying  to  look  at 
his  watch,  amid  the  darkness,  to  note  the  time,  when  a  dull  sound  came  upon  his 
ear  from  a  distance. 

Jack  placed  himself  in  an  attituae  of  listening,  and  he  felt  satisfied  that  im- 
agination had  not  deceived  him — Tramp — tramp— tramp  !  From  afar  off.  he  felt 
satisfied  that  he  heard  the  sound  of  horses'  feet. 

From  that  moment.  Jack  felt  certain  that  all  his  prognostications  of  some 
danger  had  not  been  ior  nothing  ;  and  that  in  keeping  watch  that  night,  he  was 
really  doing  good  service  to  his  friends  who  slumbered  in  fancied  security. 

Slowlv  he  bent  down  to  the  ground,  until  he  lay  at  full  length  upon  it,  and  placed 
his  ear  flat  against  it.  Then  he  could,  as  plainly  as  though  they  had  been  just 
on  the  outside  of  the  gate  of  the  farm,  hear  the  tread  of  liorses'  feet,  each  moment 
becoming  plamer  and  plainer,  which  was  as  good  a  proof  as  needs  be  ihat  they 
were  approaching  that  spot. 

One  thing,  however,  was  just  possible,  and  that  was,  that  the  party  of  horsemen 
approaching  might  not,  by  any  means,  be  going  to  stop  at  the  farm.  There  was 
nothing  to  lead  directly  to  that  conclusion.  It  was  possible  that  they  might 
be  going  right  on ;  and  if  such  were  the  case,  be  (Jack)  felt  that  it  would  be,  as 
yet,  quite  premature  upon  his  part  to  give  any  alara?. 

*'  There  is  time  yet,"  he  said.  "  There  is  time  yet.  I  will  wait  a  little  while, 
and  judge  more  accurately  of  what  are  their  intentions." 

That  the  mounted  party  was  coming  by  the  high  road  from  London,  to  the 
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common.  Jack's  accurate  knowledge  of  the  topography  of  the  spot  enabled  him  to 
feel  certain;  and  his  object,  therefore,  became  to  get  as  near  to  the  road- way  across 
the  common  as  possible,  for  the  purpose  of  noticing  their  movements.  He  accor- 
dingly at  onco  began  to  make  his  way.  To  do  this  he  had  to  pass  through 
the  stable-yard  ;  as  he  went,  he  assured  himself  that  the  stable  where  the  three 
horses  were  kept  was  easily  accessible.  He  then  made  a  rapid  passage  through 
the  plantation,  which  so  effectually  screened  the  farm  from  the  common,  and  from 
I  the  sight  of  all  persons  passing  along  its  high  road  to  the  village,  and  soon  emerged 
upon  tlie  common  itself. 

Jack  now  threv,-  himself  flat  upon  the  grass,  and  listened.  The  footsteps  of  the 
horses  sounded  alarmingly  close  at  hand,  and  he  immediately  rose. 

A  very  few  minutes,  now,  must,  he  felt,  decide  the  question  effectually,  as  to 
whether  the  horsemen  were  gomg  straight  on,  or  were  going  to  swerve  from  the 
path,  for  the  purpose  of  attacking  the  farm  ;  and  during  those  few  minutes,  poor 
Jack  endured  hours  of  suspense. 

The  path,  or  rather  the  high-road  across  Ealing  Ccmman,  as  it  might  novv  pro- 
perly be  termed,  was  a  considerable  distance  from  the  plantation  that  shut  in  the 
farm,  and  upon  the  extreme  edge  of  which  Jack  was  only  just  within  the  shadow 
of  the  trees.  From  that  high-road  there  diverged  a  path  that  led  directly  to  the 
farm,  and  in  the  dim  night  air,  Jack  could  just  see  the  head  of  that  path,  by 
means  of  a  stunted  pollard  that  he  knew  grew  there,  and  which  sent  up  a  few 
straggling  branches  into  the  night  sky.  He  kept  his  eyes  fixed  upon  that  spot,  as 
though  upon  it  depended  his  destiny  in  all  time  to  come. 


CHAPTER   CCXLIV. 

THE    ATTACK    UPOX   THE    FARM  BY    THE    POLICE  AND  -MILITARY. 

It  is  rather  a  curious  subject  of  inquiry,  that  of  presentiment.  We  are  apt  to 
be  led  astray  by  coincidences  of  the  purest  accidental  character,  that  it  is  almost 
impossible  to  come  to  a  conclusion  upon  the  subject. 

Philosopherstellus,  that  if  any  result  follows  a  certain  actionfora  great  number 
of  times,  we  are  justified  in  calling  it  a  law  of  nature  that  it  should  do  30,  and  cer- 
tainly ;vs  regards  presentiments  of  coming  evil,  the  experiences  of  every  one  are 
sufficient  to  convince  them  that  they  are  not  unfrequent,  and  that  the  occurrence 
of  something  very  unusual  after  them,  seems  to  favour  the  supposition  that  they 
were  a  mute  kind  of  warning  of  the  coming  distress. 

But  be  aU  this  as  it  may,  certainly  Jack  had  upon  that  night  felt  pariicularly 
uneasy,  and  a  conviction  had  stolen  over  him,  in  a  manner  that  he  could  not  suc- 
ceed in  shaking-  off,  to  the  effect  tliat  something  wouLl  happen. 
;  -'I  knew  it,"  he  muttered  to  himself,  as  he  still  kept  his  eyes  fixed  upon  the 

I    the  old  tree  ;  *' I  knew  it  well.     I  would  not  have   slept   to-night,    and    cheated 
mvcelf  into  an  idea  of  security,  for  worlds." 

The  night  air  swept  past  him  with  a  strange  and  mournful  kind  of  sound,  as 
though  unseen  spirits  were  upon  its  noiseless  wings,  sighing  for  the  evil  that  was 
about  to  ensue,  which  their  pure  natures  enabled  them  to  pUiinly  foresee. 

Jack  trembled  a  little,  but  it  was  not  for  himself  that  he  did  so.  It  was  for 
others  that  beheld  dearer  than  self. 

Not  very  long,  however,  had  poor  Jack  to  reflect  upon  the  situation  in  which  he 
was,  or  to  vex  himself  with  anything  in  the  shape  of  imaginative  or  unsubstan- 
tial terrors,  for  in  a  very  few  moments  he  saw  the  dark  throng  of  people  pause  at 
the  corner  of  the  path  across  the  common  that  led  up  to  the  farm. 

Whether  that  pause  were  accidental  or  on  the  contrary.  Jack  only  now  awaited 
to  see,  and  that  was  a  question  which  was  very  speedily  put  to  rest,  by  his  observ- 
ing the  crowd  of  heads,  that  were  only  very  faintly  lelieved  against  the  night-skv, 
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slowly  advancing  towards  the  plantation,  upon  [the  sk'rts  of  which  he   wa^  th-a 
concealed  by  the  deep  shadows  of  the  old  trees. 
"They  come,"  said  Jack,  *' they  come." 

With  these  words,  he  turned  at  once,  and  punsed  through  tVebnshwood  back 
to  the  house. 


JACK  CllMBS  A  TREK  TO   RECONNOITRE  THEIR  PUR55UERS. 


From  that  irom?nt,  Jack  seemed  as  if  but  one  impulse  could  possibly  animate 
his  mind,  and  tha  was  to  awaken  Claude  Duval  and  Dick  Turpin  to  the  frightful 

P.^^^l  ^^*^  *bf  y  ran.  All  fear  seemed  to  have  vanished  from  him  ;  but  mechani- 
cally he  went  ch  until  he  reached  the  part  of  the  gsrden  into  which  he  had  des- 
cended from  the  roof  of  the  little  building  immediately  beneath  the  window  of 
the  apartment  all-Jtted  to  him  as  a  bed-room. 


No.  129. 


—       ^ 
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-   He  began  to  climb  wp  by  the  aid  of  the  vigorous  shoots  of  the  vine  that  were 
there  in  abundance  to  assist  him  in  so  doing. 

Jack  felt  that  now  the  least  ahirm  of  a  noisy  character  would  only  have  the 
effect  of  bringing  the  enemies  of  himself  and  of  his  friends  with  the  greater 
activity  to  the  attack  ;  and  from  thoir  numbers,  if  it  should  really  come  to  an  en- 
counter, there  conld  be  but  little  doubt  a^  to  which  way  it  would  terminate.  If 
anything  was  to  be  done  to  save  them,  it  was  quite  evident  that  it  could  only  be 
by  silence  and  caution. 

Jack,  full  of  this  conviction,  and  it  was  a  true  one  in  every  sen?G  of  the  word, 
made  his  way  to  his  chamber-window  in  a  much  shorter  space  of  time  than  pro- 
bably, under  other  circumstances,  he  would  have  been  able  to  reach  it.  He 
sprung  into  the  room.  A  touch  at  the  door  ,was  sufficient  to  convince  him  that 
it  was  just  as  he  had  left  it. 

It  was  at  this  moment  that  a  frightful  pang  shot  across  the  heart  of  Jack,  from  a 
thought  which,  however  unjust  it  was  in  reality,Was  not  at  all  unnatural  under  the 
circumstances.  He  thought  that  it  was  just  possible  there  might  be  some 
treachery  in  the  house,  which  would  account  for  the  attack  npon  the  farm. 

If  anything  could  be  calculated  more  than  another  to  unnerve  Jack  for  a  few 
moments,  it  certainly  would  be  such  an  idea  as  that,  and  he  was  compelled  to 
lean  against  the  wall  for  support  while  he  made  the  attempt  to  reason  himself  out- 
of  it. 

*'0h,  no — no,"  he  said.  ''It  cannot  be.  It  is  only  a  frightful  idea  engendered 
by  this  peril.  Who  is  there  here  who  would  stoop  to  such  an  act  ?  No,  no  !  I 
will  dismiss  it  from  my  thoughts-" 

It  was  much  easier  to  say  that  he  would  dismiss  from  his  thoughts  such  a 
notion  than  actually  to  do  so ;  but,  at  all  events,  Jack  made  the  attempt,  and  if 
he  succeeded  but  ill,  he  would  not  let  that  noa-suceess  interfere  with  what  he 
had  to  do,  which  was  to  rouse  Claude  and  Dick. 

The  lock  of  his  door  reatliiy  yielded  to  his  touch  and  he  passed  out  of  fhe 
room  into  the  passage  beyond  it,  from  which  he  knew  opened  the  bed-chambers 
of  his  two  friends.  At  the  first  door  he  came  to,  he  knocked  rapidly,  saying  in  a 
subdued  voice,  and  yet  one  loud  enough  to  be  plainly  heard  by  any  one  within 
the  room— 

"Up — up,  I  say.  There  is  danger  on  foot. — Up — up,  and  leave  this  place  at 
once!* 

Jack  then  heard  a  loud  noise  as  though  some  one  had  fallen  out  of  bed  on  to 
the  floor ;  and,  m  fact,  such  was  the  case,  for  it  was  Dick  Turpin*s  bed-room  that 
Jack  had  got  to,  and  as  Dick  happened  to  be  repoiino  very  near  to  the  edi/e  of 
the  bed,  he  had,  upon  the  first  surprise  of  the  moment  at  hearing  Jack's  voice 
in  such  alarming  accents,  made  a  sudden  turn  that  had  precipitated  him  to  the 
floor. 

"Awake — awake  !'*  added  Jack.     *'  Awake,  there  !" 

*'  I  am  awake,"  said  Dick.    "  Wtiat  the  deuce  is  the  matter  ?    Is  the  house  on  . 
fire  V 

"Worse  I" 

*' Worse  than  that?  Oh,  you  must  be  Joking,  Jack — for  I  think  it  is  your 
voice." 

Dick  had  scrambled  to  his  feet  by  this  time,  and  opened  the  door,  where,  by  the 
light  of  a  small  oil -lamp  that  was  upon  a  bracket  in  the  corridor,  he  saw  Jack. 

"Good  Heavens,  Jack,"  he  cried,  "you  look  as  pale  as  death.  What  has 
happened  ?     Are  you  ill  ?" 

"  Oh,  no — no,  but  in  a  few  minutes — perhaps  even  now,  as  we  speak,  the  house 
is  surrounded  by  our  foes.  I  saw  an  armed  party  on  the  Common,  and  the  des- 
tination of  it  was  this  place." 

"  You  saw,  do  you  say.  Jack?" 

"  Yes,  1  was  keeping  watch." 

*'I'll  be   hanged   if  I  didn't  think    you  would,  and  told   Claude  so,  bathe 
I  thought  otherwise,  and  would  not  say  anything  further  to  you  about  it.     1  will 
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dress  as  rapidly  as  I  can.     The   next  door  is  Claude's— wake  hitn   up.  Jack 
directly,  that's  a  good  fellow." 

''I  will— 1  will." 

There  was  no  occasion  for  Jack  to  make  any  efforts  to  awakea  Claude,  for  the 
little  commotioo,  and  the  kind  of  disturbance  that  had  taken  place  in  Dick's 
rooms,  had  had  that  effect ;  and  feeling  certain  that  something  was  amiss,  Claude 
had  hastily  dressed  himself,  and  now  came  out  to  see  what  was  happening. 

♦'  Uilloa  !  Jack  or  Dick,"  he  said,  "  or  both  of  you^  what  is  amiss  ?" 

"  Save  yourself,  Claude,"  cried  Dick  ;  '*  save  yourself.  The  house  will  be 
surrounded  by  a  force  that  it  will  be  madness  to  try  to  cope  with.  Every  moment 
is  precious," 

•'  Ah  !  say  you  s*^,  Jack  ?" 

"  I  do,  indeed,  Claude.  You  know  the  premises  well,  and  I  beg  of  you  at  once 
CO  make  use  of  that  knowledge  to  leave  them  as  quick  as  you  can.  It  is  you,  and 
probably  you  only,  who  are  sought.  Oh,  Claude,  away  with  you— away  at  once  !" 

"  Hush  !  Jack,  you  know  not  what  you  say.  Everything  is  to  be  lost  by  pre- 
cipitation aud  nothing  gained.  Tell  me  exactly  what  the  danger  is,  and  how  you 
discerned  it  ?" 

"  Ah,"  said  Dick,  who  was  busy  priming  one  of  his  pistols,  "  that  is  it.  Let 
us  know  all  about  it.  Jack." 

"  Alas  !  alas  I"  said  Jack.-  "  These  may  be  precious  moments,  but  if  you  must 
know,  yea  shall.  I  could  not  sleep,  aud  I  went  to  walk  in  the  plantation  skirt- 
ing the  common." 

"  Or  in  other  words.  Jack,"  said  Claude,  '*  you  went  to  keep  watch,  while  we 
slept.     Is  it  not  so  ?" 

*'  ■^Vell — well,  do  not  heed  that  at  present.  It  does  not  matter  much  ;  but  as 
I  was  there  I  saw  a  throng  of  people  in  regular  marching  order  makii  g  their 
way  towards  the  farm." 

"  By  the  cro3s-path,  Jack  ?" 

"  Yes,  f  waited  in  order  that  I  might  not  raise  a  false  alarm,  until  I  saw 
them  turn  from  the  road  into  the  cross-path,  and  you  know  that  that  conducts  to 
nowhere  but  to  here." 

"True— true." 

"  Then  the  danger  is  sufficiently  great,"  said  Dick,  *'and  Jam  now  quite  ready 
to  meet  it." 

"  Cicely  I''  raid  Claude;  and  then  he  at  once  returned  to  the  chamber  again 
which  he  had  left.  Cicely  had  heard  that  something  was  wrong,  and  had  availed 
herself  of  the  time  that  Claude  had  been  converging  with  Jack  and  Dick  to  dress 
herself,  so  that  when  Claude  went  back  to  the  room,  he  found  h,er  up  and  ready 
to  leave  it.  He  had  formed  something  like  a  determination  as  to  what  to  do  in  the 
event  of  such  an  emergency  as  the  present  arising,  and  now  he  spoke  earnestly  to 
Cicely  to  irduce  her  to  carry  it  out. 

"  Listen  to  me,  Cicely,"  he  said  ;  "  Jack  brings  us  the  news  that  the  officers 
are  about  the  place.  Now,  let  me  beg  of  you  to  believe  that  you  cannot  aid  me, 
but  that,  if  I  have  the  anxiety  of  your  safety  to  add  to  my  own  perils,  I  may  very 
likely  fall.  What  I  v/ish  you  to  do  in,  to  goat  once  to  the  sleeping-rooms|of'some 
of  the  females  of  the  family  here,  and  there  remain  until  you  hear  from  me,  and 
not  on  any  account  to  interfere  with  us  in  the  conflict  that  may  ensue." 

"  But  you  will  be  in  danger  ?" 

"Yea.     It  is   my  vocation  to  be  in  danger.  Cicely.     Heed  it  not.     You  and  I 
have  passed  through  very  much  greater  dangers  than  this   together.     Let  me  not 
have  the  frightful  feeling  that  you  are  involved  in  the  dangers  and  chances  of  the 
conflict." 
g"  Then  it  is  veritable  ?" 

"  Perhaps  not.  I  would  not  say  as  much  to  Jack,  on  any  account,  as  it  might 
have  the  effect  of  wronging  liis  good  and  honest  feelings  towards  me,  but  as  the 
alarm  comes  from  him,  I  I'eei  that  it  is  apt  to  be  rather  exaggerated  than  other- 
wise." 
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**  Ob,  Claude,  you  give  me  a  faint  hope  by  saying  that.'' 

"  Let  me  hope,  then,  Cicely,  that  you  will  act  upon  that  feeling,  and  goat  once 
as  I  wish,  to  a  place  of  safety,  and  leave  me  and  my  friends  to  settle  this  matter, 
as  best  we  may." 

•»  Yes— yes,  I  will — I  ought," 

'*  Now,  indeed,  I  feel  easy.  Dear  Cicely,  I  shall  not  forget  this  ready  acquies- 
cence to  my  wishes.     Go  at  once.     Do  you  know  the  way  V 

*'  Oh,  Claude,  you  forget  that  this  house  is  most  familiar  to  me  now.  There  is 
not  a  nook  or  a  corner  of  it  that  I  do  not  know  full  well.'* 

"  Go,  then,  dear  one,  at  once." 

Cicely,  after  tn  embrace  from  Claude,  left  the  room  hastily,  and  proceeded,  as 
he  had  directed  her,  to  the  rooms  occupied  by  the  family,  who  were  not  yet  aware 
of  anything  being  amiss  in  the  place.  She,  however,  could  inform  them,  so  that 
they  could  take  the  best  course  their  judgments  and  their  feelings  should  suggest 
under  the  circumstances. 

In  a  moment  after  he  had  thus— to  the  greatest  extent  in  his  power— proYided 
for  the  safety  of  Cicely,  Claude  was  with  his  two  friends,  who  had  occupied  the 
time  they  had  been  by  themselves  in  seeing  that  all  their  pistols  were  in  gogd 
ord.  r» 

'*  Any  more  news  ?"  said  Claude. 

"No,"  replied  Dick,  *'  but  the  best  thing  we  can  do  now,  I  think,  is  to  make 
our  way  to  ths  stables,  and  get  out  our  cattle.  If  we  are  to  leave,  the  sooner  we 
do  so  the  better." 

"  Come  on,  then,*'  said  Claude.  **  If  we  lose  our  horses,  we  lose  everythinf 
but  our  lives ;  and  I  don't  know  that  they  would  be  worth  much  after  that.  But 
let  us  once  ejet  mounted  and  be  off,  and  I  don't  care." 

**  Nor  I,"  said  Dick,  "  the  danger  will  be  then  by  no  means  a  special  one.  Is 
this  the  way  V 

"  Follow  me,"  said  Claude,  "  I  know  it  well.'* 

They  both  followed  Claude  to  the  lower  part  of  the  house,  and  he  was  upon  the 
point  of  unbolting  a  door  that  led  into  the  stable-yard,  when  Dick  suddenly  laid 
his  hand  upon  his  arm,  and  said — 

"Hush!" 

'*What  is  it?"  said  Claud«. 

The  question  answered  itself,  in  a  manner  of  speaking,  for  at  the  moment  that 
he  (Claude)  asked  it,  he  heard  the  tramp  of  feet  in  the  stable-yard,  and  a  voice 
said  in  short,  authoritative  accents — 

'  You  will  keep  careful  watch  here  ;  and  you  will  understand  that  you  are  to 
make  prisoners  of  whoeirer  shall  attempt  to  pass  your  post,  and  if  any  resistance 
be  offered,  you  are  to  use  your  arms." 

There  was  then  the  clash  of  some  weapon  upon  the  stones  in  the  stable-yard, 
and  Claude  said  in  a  low  tone — 

"  Why  they  have  brous[ht  the  military  upon  us." 

*'  It  seems  so,"  said  Dick. 

*'It  is  but  too  evident,"  said  Jack.  "  This  is  a  planned  attack,  and  one  that 
will  give  us  no  small  trouble," 

"  Never  mind,"  said  Claude,  "  we  will  beat  them  yet.  Never  despair.  The 
soldiers  don't  go  about  this  affair  with  a  good  heart." 

♦'But  we  had- some  trouble  with  them  at  Winchester,"  said  Jack. 

"  Yes,  and  they  had  some  trouble  with  us,  and  I  think  that,  upon  the  whole, 
ihey  were  the  worst  off." 

"They  were,"  said  Jack.  "They  were,  for  it  cost  a  few  lives  upon  that 
occasion." 

"  And  it  may  cost  a  few  more  upon  this,"  said  Claude,  in  a  tone  of  determina- 
tion. *'  If  society  hunts  rae,  I  shall  not  be  very  tender  as  to  how  I  treat  the 
hounds,  I  can  assure  you." 

*'  But  the  horses — the  horses  !"  said  Dick  j  "  what  can  be  done  to  save  them  ? 
Are  we  quite  helpless  as  far  as  they  are  concerned,  now,  do  you  think,  Claude  ?'* 
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<<  I  am  afraid  so  ;  but  there  is  something  that  is  hopeful  in  this  affair,  and  that 
is,  that  no  interference  seems  to  be  made  with  them  at  present.  A  guard  is 
posted  in  the  yard,  but  the  hoses  are  not  touched.*' 

♦*  That  is  something." 

**  It  is  eterything.  As  long  as  our  horses  are  safe,  surely  we  can  fight  out 
everything.  But  I  confess  that  this  affair  is  one  that  looks  a  little  serious,  and 
that,  in  all  likelihood,  will  call  np  all  the  energies  and  the  means  of  defence  that 
we  possess." 

"  It  will,  indeed/'  said  Jack.     "  Hush  I^hush !    Is  that  a  bell  V* 


CHAPTER  CCXLV. 

A  SERIOUS   FIGHT  TAKES    TLACE   IN    AND    ABOUT   THE   FARM. 

Jack  was  right.  A  bell  rung  fiercely,  or,  at  all  erents,  in  the  silence  of  the 
night,  it  seemed  to  ring  fiercely,  whether  it  really  did  or  not. 

"  Where  is  that  bell  ?"  said  Dick. 

*'  It  is  at  the  front  door  of  the  farm,"  replied  Claude,  '*  and  its  being  rung  at 
all,  is  a  very  tolerable  indication  to  me  that  the  place  is  surrounded." 

'*  We  are  lost,"  said  Jack, 

**  Not  so,"  cried  Claude,  in  a  higher  tone  than,  in  truth  it  was  at  all  prudent 
to  speak  in.  **  Not  so,  Jack.  No  one  is  lost  until  he  gives  up  himself,  and  that 
is  a  thing  that  I  do  not  intend  to  do." 

"  Pardon  me,'  said  Jack,  *'  I  ought  not  to  have  thought  what  I  said,  and  if  I 
did  think  it,  this  was  not  a  time  in  which  to  say  it." 

*'  Make  no  excuses,  Jack,'*  said  Claude  ;  *'  we  all  know  very  well  that  you 
never  shiink  from  real  danger,  whatever  you  may  say  about  it  beforehand.  It 
strikes  me,  though,  that  if  we  are  to  make  an  escape  at  all,  it  will  be  at  this  point 
where  we  are  now." 

"  Bui  the  sentinels  ?"  said  Dick. 

"  I  am  sorry  for  them,'*  said  Claude. 

The  tone  of  voice  in  which  Claude  Daval  uttered  those  few  words  was  quite 
sufficiently  indicative  of  what  he  meant,  and  both  Jack  and  Dick  were  from  that 
moment  fully  possessed  with  the  conviction  that  Duval  meant  to  make  his  way 
past  the  sentinels,  even  at  the  expense  of  their  lives,  if  needs  were. 

Before,  however,  anything  could  be  concluded,  the  party  was  perceived  by  ono 
of  the  young  men  of  the  farm,  who,  with  consternation  in  his  face,  said — ^ 

'*  Oh,  Claude,  what  will  now  become  of  you  ?* 

"  I  don't  know,  my  friend,'*  said  Duval.  "  The  only  thing  that  very  particu- 
larly vexes  me  is,  that  I  am  bringing  trouble  and  annoyance  upon  your  house. 
That  is  what  I  would,  indeed,  fain  have  avoided." 

"  Do  not  mention  that.  But  my  brother  thinks  that  by  your  all  three  patting^ 
on  smock  frocks,  and  so  disguising  yourselves,  you  might  pass  for  persons  at  work 
upon  the  farm." 

Claude  shook  his  head. 

"That  I  doubt,"  he  said,"  "It  would  be  a  very  faint  hope, indeed.  I  think, 
rather,  that  if  you  can  manage  to  detain  those  who  are  at  the  front  door  in  any 
way,  we  will  make  an  attempt  to  leave  this  place  by  the  back  of  it  here." 

*'  It  shall  be  done.  You  know  much  better  than  we  can,  possibly,  what  is  pro- 
per and  what  is  not.  I  will  go  at  once,  and  let  my  brother  know  what  you  wish 
us  to  do." 

At  this  moment  another  furious  ring  at  the  bell  announced  that  those  who  were 
at  the  door  waiting  for  admission  were  getting  rather  impatient  than  otherwise. 
Indeed,  it  was  quite  a  wonder  that  they  had  waited  so  long  ;  and  they  certainly 
would  not  have  done  so,  but  that  they  had  so  completely  surrounded  the  house  by 
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a   chain  of  sentinels,  that  they  believed  the  escape  of  those  whom  they  came  to 
capture  to  be  the  next  thing  to  an  in[)possibil'ty. 

"  Now,"  said  Claude,  ''  I  will  not  kill  this  soldier  who  is  in  the  stable 'yard  if 
I  can  help  it.  He  is  only  here  in  pursuance  of  orders  that  he  dareJ  not  disobey, 
and  I  have  no  doubt  but  that  the  job  is  as  distasteful  a  one  to  him  as  can  very 
well  be  imagined.  I  hope  he  wmU  have  the  discretion  to  know  when  he  is  beaten, 
and  not  insist  upon  being  killed," 

'*  Will  you  go  alone?" 

"  Yes,  Dick.  But  you  and  Jack  can  follow  closely.  You  will  soon  see  what 
kind  of  a  fellow  I  have  got  to  deal  with.  The  only  thing  will  be  to  prevent  hira 
from  firing  his  carbine,  if  he  has  one,  or  his  pistols,  if  he  has  not,  but  thafc  he  has 
fire-arms  of  some  sort  is  almost  certain.    Not  a  word  now — caution  is  everything." 

Claude  now  waited  until  he  heard  the  sentinel  w;-:lking  away  from  the  door, 
and  choosing  then  that  moment,  he  cautiously,  yet  quickly  opened  the  door,  and 
they  all  three  passed  out  mto  the  yard. 

"  Stand  close  up  against  the  wall,"  whispered  Claude.  "  We  must  let  him 
pass  again  befo:8  anything  can  be  done  with  him." 

Fortunately,  that  side  of  the  house  was  in  very  deep  shadow,  indeed,  so  that  the 
three  friends,  when  they  stood  q«ite  cl-ose  to  the  wall  alongside  the  door  through 
which  they  had  issued,  could  scarcely  have  been  feen  by  any  one  not  previously 
aware  tkat  there  was  some  one  there  to  see. 

The  path  of  the  soldier  was  about  half-a-dozen  paces  from  the  house,  a  httls 
removed  from  the  shadov/  that  it  cast,  so  that  he  was  in  sufficient  light,  even  upon 
that  rather  dark  night,  to  be  seen  with  something  like  distinctness. 

It  was  the  intention  of  Duval  to  pounce  upon  that  man,  and,  if  possible,  disarm 
him  before  he  could  give  sluv  alarm  of  the  presence  of  an  enemy  upon  his  post. 

That  the  soldiers  he  would  have  to  contend  with  were  dismounted  cavalry, 
Claude  felt  assured,  as  ther  were  just  the  sort  of  troops  that  would  be  sent  upon  such 
a  duty ;  and,  besides,  he  well- knew  that  while  the  cavalry  were  frequently  called  upon 
to  act  upon  foot,  the  infantry  were  never  by  any  accident  mounted  ;  but  what  he 
wanted  to  find  out  before  he  made  his  attack  upon  the  soldier  was,  what  kind  of 
arms  he  had.  If  it  were  a  carbine,  it  would  be  much  easier  to  rush  upon  him  and 
disarm  him,  than  if  he  had  pistols  merely. 

With  a  slow  and  steady  marching  step,  the  soldier  now  made  his  appearance 
again  ;  and  as  Claude  watched  him,  he  no<  only  saw  that  it  was  a  horse-pistol  he 
held  in  his  hand,  but  he  fauud  that  the  man's  head  was  rather  suspiciously  in- 
clined towards  the  door  at  which  he,  Claude,  stood. 

It  seemed  as  though  the  sentinel  thought  that  he  saw  a  something  there,  but 
was  not  quite  certain  of  that  fact. 

Under  these  ci«-curastances,  Duval  hit  upon  a  manoeuvre,  which  answered  the 
object  of  completely  directing  the  attention  of  the  man  in  another  direction.  He 
took  from  his  pocket  the  largest  piec?  of  money  he  had,  which  was  hal£-a-crown, 
and  then  threw  it  over  the  sentinel's  head  among  the  bushes  beyond  him.  In 
its  descent,  the  coin  made  a  sudden  crashing  noise,  that  at  once  arrested  the 
soldier's  attention,  and  turning  instantly  in  the  diraction  of  the  sound,  he  cried — 

'*  Who  goes  there  ?     Answer,  or  I  fire." 

With  one  bound  that  a:  once  cleared  the  space  between  him  and  the  sentinel, 
Duval  was  upon  him,  and  they  fell  heavy  to  the  earth  together.;  but  Claude  bad 
got  hold  of  the  pistol,  and  wrenching  it  from  the  soldier's  grasp,  he  cast  it  from 
him,  and  then  fastening  his  hand  upon  his  throat,  h^i  said  in  quite  calm,  clear 
accents — 

"Your  life  is  in  my  power,  but  1  have  no  desire  to  take  it. .  On  the  contrary, 
I  would  fain  do  you  no  injury  ;  but  if  you  will  not  be  beaten,  and  insensible  to 
what  is  going  on  here,  how  can  1  help  it  ?" 

*'  What  do  you  mean  V '  said  the  soldier. 

'*  Why,  that  you  have  only  to  shut  your  eyes  and  be  stunned,  tbat  is  all ;  and  if 
you  don't  like  to  be  so  as  you  are,  why,  you  will  be  so  in  reality  in  another  minute  ; 
so  you  can  take  your  choice." 
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"  Confound  jou,  you  have  nearly  broken  every  bone  in  my  bfidy  as  it  is.  Be 
off  with  you  at  once,  and  don't  say  how  you  got  a**'ay.*' 

*'  I  won't  talk  about  it.  You  lie  still — that  is  all  we  want  of  you,  my  man. 
Jt  will  be  your  best  course.'* 

^*I  know  that,"  said  the  soldier.  "It's  better  to  lie  still  without  a  knock  on 
the  head,  than  with  one,  I  take  it." 

•■'  You  are  a  sensible  fellow,"  said  Claude,  "  and  that  is  just  what  I  mean.  It 
is  no  shame  to  you  either,  for  here  are  three  of  us,  all  stroEg  and  well  armed 
men,  so  you  can  have  no  chance/' 

**  Ah,  it's  all  right.  Be  off  with  you,  but  don't  take  my  pistol,  as  that  would 
soon  be  missed." 

*'  Certainly  not.  You  shall  have  nothing  to  complain  of  on  that  score,  and  no 
one  need  be  one  bit  the  wiser  when  we  are  gone,  if  you  keep  your  own  secret." 

"  Ah,  all's  right.     Be  off." 

"1  rely,  then,  upon  your  honour,"  said  Claude.  '•  Dick,  where  are  you,  and 
you.  Jack,  vrhere  are  you  ?" 

«*  Here,  here." 

"  Very  good.  Get  the  horses  out  quickly  as  you  can,  and  then  thera  will  be 
a  chance  for  us." 

'*  As  quick  as  thought,"  said  Jack. 

Both  Dick  and  Jack  went  to  attend  to  the  horses,  while  Claude  thought  it 
prudent  to  keep  the  soldier  company,  lest  he  should  rise  and  make  some  attempt 
at  annoyance. 

"I  sappose,"  said  the  discomfited  sentinel,  **  that  you  are  the  man  we  came 
after  on  this  wild-goose  errand  ?" 

•f  Probably.     But  who  did  you  come  after.'" 

"  Claude  Duval,  the  highwayman." 

"  Then  you  are  tolerably  right,  lor  I  am  that  man,  my  friend  ;  and  if  I  mistake 
not,  you  would  gain  nothing  by  my  capture,  but  the  doubtful  reputation  of  having 
assisted  at  it." 

•*  That's  true,"  said  the  soldier.  '•'  We,  that  is  myself  and  comrades,  are  only 
ordered  her  to  assist  the  constables,  and  we  get  nothing  for  our  pains  but  the 
trouble." 

"  Precisely  so ;  and  now  I  would  advise  you,  when  we  are  gone,  that  you  resume 
your  march  to  and  fro  in  this  stable-yard,  and  it  will  be  your  own  fault  if  anyone 
knows  anything  of  what  has  taken  place  here." 

"  I  shan't  blab  it,  you  may  depend." 

"  And  you  may  equally  depend  that  I  shall  not,"  said  ^Claude,  who  "was  not  a 
little  pleased  to  find  the  soldier  so  reasonably  compliant  with  his  wishes. 

At  this  juncture,  Juck  came  up  to  Claude,  and  said — 

"  The  cattle  are  quite  ready,  and  the  sooner  we  are  off  now  the  better.  Come 
this  way,  Claude." 

"All's  right.  There's  nothing  now  to  fear  from  the  soldier.  Good-night,  mv 
friend" 

"Good- night,"  said  the  roan,  *'  and  I  think  myself  well  out  of  the  scrape.*' 

Claude  fojlowed  Jack  to  where  the  horses  were  standing,  now  ready  saddled. 
Dick  had  mounted,  and  Jack  had  his  foot  in  the  stirrup,  when  the  door  at  which 
Duval  and  his  friends  had  got  from  the  farm  into  the  stable-yard,  opened,  and  there 
sallied  out  two  of  the  police  officers,  and  a  party  of  the  soldiers.  A  voice  rose 
above  other  sounds,  in  accents  that  Duval  knew  well. 

*'  I  tell  yon,  it  is  no  mistake,  for  he  is  here,  somewhere.  I  am  quite  certain 
about  it." 

That  voice  convinced  Claude  at  once  regarding  who  it  was  that  he  owed 
his  present  embarrassment  to,  f^r  he  knew  it  (o  be  the  voice  of  Tom  Brereton. 

Claude  had  not  harboured  for  one  moment  any  suspicions  regarding  the  good 
fairh  of  the  people  of  the  farm  towarcs  him  ;  but  yet  it  was  pleasant  to  be  so  com- 
pletely cf>nfirmod  in  his  opinion  of  them  and  their  honour  towards  him,  as  the  fact 
of  finding  who  it  was  that  had  brought  the  police  and  the  military  upon  him  did. 
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How  Tom  Brereton  had  acquired  a  knowledge  of  bis  presence  at  the  farm,  he 
did  not  very  well  know,  as  he  had  no  idea  that  he  had  heen  watched  by  that  ec- 
centric individual ;  but  that  such  must  have  been  the  case,  was  now  but  too 
painfully  apparent. 

The  officers  had  lights  with  them,  so  that  there  was  a  tolerable  glare  cast  into 
the  stable-yard,  by  the  aid  of  which  Claude  certainly  mounted  his  horse  with 
lare  celerity,  while  it  at  the  same  time  had  the  effect  of  giving  quite  light  enough 
to  reveal  him  and  his  companions  to  their  foes,  whenever  they  might  cast  their 
eyes  in  that  direction. 

Rapidly  Claude  calculated  in  his  own  mind  what  obstacles  were  in  the  way  of 
his  progress  to  the  common,  and  it  was  a  gratification  for  him  to  know  that  there 
was  no  formidable  obstacle.  A  little  gate,  and  a  very  low  hedge  of  privet,  were 
the  only  hindrances  to  the  path,  and  both  could  be  leaped  with  ease  by  the  well- 
bred  cattle  that  Claude  and  his  comrades  called  their  own. 

Like  statues  of  men  and  horses,  Claude  and  his  two  friends  stood  waiting  the 
time  when,  by  chance,  the  officers  should  cast  their  eyes  in  that  ilirection,  and 
see  them.  The  light  of  the  flambeau  that  one  of  them  carried,  shone  so  fully 
upon  Duval,  that  every  particle  of  his  clothing  to  the  minutest  button  was  vinible. 

*'  Hilloa,  sentinel !"  said  one  of  the  officers.  "  Has  aay  one  passed,  or  tried  to 
pass  this  way  ?" 

There  was  no  reply. 

Upon  this,  the  soldiers  made  a  dash  into  the  yard,  and  one  of  them  shouted 
out — 

*•  Sentry,  where  are  you  ?" 

••  He  is  killed  !"  said  another.     "  Here  he  lies  dead  !" 

They  all  gathered  round  the  soldier,  who  thought  it  befct  to  take  Claude's 
advice,  and  6cem  to  be  stunned,  if  he  were  not.  Ihe  opportunity  for  Duval  and 
his  friends  to  get  away,  was  now  very  tempting,  indeed,  and  was  not  likely  to  occur 
again. 

♦'  Come  on,'*  said  Claude,  "come  on  at  once." 

He  spoke  io  a  too  low  tone  to  be  heard  by  any  bat  his  two  friends;  They, 
however,  could  quite  distinctly  catch  every  word  that  he  utteied;  and  at  once  they 
put  their  horses  in  motion  to  follow  him.  Upon  the  ground  there  was  a  quantity 
of  litter,  that  sufficed  to  deaden  the  eflfect  of  the  horses'  feet,  which  otherwise, 
upon  the  stones  with  which  the  stable-yard  was  paved,  mast  have  produced  an 
etfect  that  would  in  a  moment  have  discovered  them  to  the  soldiers,  and  so  they 
succeeded  in  proceeding  in  silence  until  they  got  to  the  little  gate.  Duval  hesi- 
tated about  the  leap,  for  he  thought  it  would  he  more  brave  and  honourable  of 
him  to  be  the  last  to  leave  the  stable-}  ard;  but  Dick,  who  was  immediately 
behind,  said — 

**  For  Heaven's  sake,  Claude,  go  on." 

"  Pardon  me,  both  of  you,"  said  Claude.     "  I  will  follow  you  on  the  insiaot." 

Before  Dick  could  get  his  horse  forward,  or  say  one  word  for  or  against  such  a 
proposition,  there  came  a  loud  cry  from  one  of  the  officer?,  of— 

"  There  they  are — there  they  are  !"  "** 

"  We  are  found  !"  said  Claude. 

"  We  are  lost  \"  said  Jack. 

It  was  strange  that  they  should  both  really  mean  the  same  thing,  although 
they  expressed  it  in  such  very  opposite  terms ;  but  there  was  no  time  for  re- 
flection. 

"  Forward  !"  cried  the  sergeant,  who  was  with  the  few  soldiers  that  had  been 
sent  to  search  the  stable-yard.     **  Forward  !" 

"  Yes  !"  cried  Claude,  in  startlingly  loud  accents.  "  Forward  is  the  word.  I 
want  you  after  me.     Come  on  !" 

As  bespoke,  he  sprung  at  once  over  the  little  gate. 
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CHAPTER  CCXLVI. 

CLAUDE    PLAYS    A    GOOD    TRICK    UPON    THE    SOLDIERS. 

DicJC  and  Jack  were  not  slow  in  following  the  example  of  Claude. 
The  sudden  escape  of  those  whom  they  had  all  but  believed  they  had  ia  their 
grasp,  quite  infuriated  the  officers,  and  they  made  an  united  kind  of  rush  through 
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the  farm-yard.    The  sergeant,  with  his  men,  found  in  a  moment  that  to  pursue 
men  on  horseback  would  be  quite  absurd,  so  he  gave  an  order  to  fire. 
P The  soldiers  were  sufficiently  aggravated  to  do  anything  that  could   bring   the 
affair  to  an  end,  and  leYelling  their  pistols,  which  thev  had   brought   from   the 
holsters  of  their  saddles,  they  sent  a  rattling  volley  after' Claude  and  his  friends. 

No.  130. 
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Luckily,  in  the  darkness  of  the  night  they  eould  not  take  a  very  gooi  aim,  and 
if  they  had  done  so,  the  pistol  is  a  weapon  that  certainly  is  not  to  be  depended 
upon  at  any  distance. 

The  discharge  certainly  failed  to  do  any  mischief. 

"  On — on,"  said  Claude.     "  On,  for  your  lives!" 

As  he  spoke,  the  bugle  of  the  military  sounded  one  long  note,  and  it  was  evident 
that  it  V  as  for  the  purpose  of  giving  notice  to  the  party  that  still  remained 
mounted  upon  the  common  to  interrupt  the  fugitives.  Claude  had  in  his  own 
mind  a  well-grounded  suspicion  that  such  was  the  case,  and  after  proceeding  a 
short  distance  he  drew  in. 

Dick  and  Jack  did  the  same. 

"Hark  ye,  my  friends,"  said  Claude.  *' It  is  of  no  use  to  attempt  to  get 
away.'' 

"  Not  attempt  to  get  away  V*  cried  Dick. 

''No.  lean  imagine  very  well  what  the  tactics  of  the  en«my  are.  They 
have,  as  they  think,  driren  us  from  our  retreat  in  the  farm-house,  and  the  only 
thing  they  will  think  of  doing  now,  will  be  to  interrupt  us  on  the  common, 
where  they,  no  doubt,  have  a  force  of  horse  ready  fer  that  purpose.'* 

**  It  is  so,*  saii  Jack  ;  '*  and  again  I  say  we  are  lost.'' 

"  No.  Here  we  are  among  the  trees.  The  night  is  dark.  If  we  can  only 
persuade  the  horses  to  lie  down  among  the  brushwood,  I  think  we  might  be  safe 
yet."     . 

"  If  that  is  the  object,"  said  Jack,  **I  know  how  to  make  any  horse  lie  down 
in  a  moment.     It  is  rather  a  secret ;  but  I  can  do  it." 

v"  Do  it,  then.  Jack,  in  the  name  of  all  that's  good,  for  here  comes  the  foe  as 
closely  upon  us  as  possible." 

Asjain  the  bugle  sounded,  and  from  the  tramp  of  feet,  it  was  quite  clear  that 
the  dismounted  soldiers  were  leaving  the  farm.  Jack  was  not  slow  in  carrying  out 
his  assertion  that  he  could  make  ;he  horses  lie  down.  By  taking  hold  of  one  ear 
of  his  own  steed,  and  lifting  one  of  the  fore-feet,  he  gradually  coaxed  the  creature 
to  go  quite  clown,  and  he  then  did  the  same  by  Claude's  and  Dick's  steeds,  and 
the  creatures  lay  as  sitll  as  possible,  while  their  masters  crouched  down  by  their 
side?. 

-  To  be  sure,  three  horses  lying  upon  the  ground,  took  up  some  space ;  but 
then  the  soldiers  might  not  take  that  excict  route,  and  if  they  did  not,  there  was 
nothing  to  give  them  the  le^st  idea  of  the  immediate  vicinity  of  our  friends. 

Of  course,  they  (the  military)  would  be  looking  for  some  one  on  horseback  ; 
and  with  a  complete  faith  in  the  notion  that  they  had  galloped  right  away  on  to 
the  common,  they  would  not  be  likely  to  be  very  particular  in  exploring  the 
httle  woody  spot  which  divided  the  farm  from  the  common,  and  where  Claude 
and  his  comrades  were  hidden. 

*'  Forward,  my  men  !*'  cried  the  sergeant.  '*  You  will  find  your  horses  where 
you  left  them,  no  doubt." 

"  Your  comrades  won't  let  the  highwaymen  pass,  I  suppose?''  Faid  a  voice, 
**  for  now  that  they  are  fairly  mounted  and  off,  there  will  be  no  sort  of  chance  of 
us  officers  taking  them.*' 

"Wh}'-,  the  best  thing  that  can  be  ^one,"  said  the  sergeant,  **is  for  the 
remainder  of  the  troop  to  shoot  them  on  the  common.  We  don't  want  a  twenty 
mile  run  mto  the  country,  I  can  tell  you." 

•*  Twenty  mile  1"  said  the  officer.  "  They  would  think  nothing  of  giving  you 
a  fifty  mile  run  if  once  they  had  you  in  a  line." 

"  The  deuce  they  wouldn't !" 

"  No.     Not  they." 

*'  Why,  what  sort  of  cattle,  then,  must  they  have  V' 

"  I  don't  know,  but  sometimes  T  think  their  horses  must  be  flendo,  for  they 
carry  them  through  dangers  and  difficulties  that  would  bieak  do^-n  most  com- 
pletely any  other  steeds.  But,  Mr.  Sergeant,  everything  se^ms  to  be  wonderfully 
quiet  on  the  common." 


LIFE  ON  THE  ROAE,  1035 


'*So  it  doe?.     Sound  the  buTle  again." 

Tiie  raan  who  had  the  bugle  sounded  another  long  Dote  as  a  signal  to  the 
piounted  troop  on  the  common  to  pursue  the  enemy ;  but  as  the  said  mounted 
troop  could  find  no  enemy  to  pursue,  they  merely  looked  sharply  aoout  1-hem, 
and  kept  their  station. 

In  the  course  of  half  a  minute  more,  the  dismeunted  soldiers  had  passed  the  spot 
on  which  lay  tke  three  iriends  and  their  steeds  so  quietly.  The  slightest  sound 
from  man  or  horse  would  haye  betrayed  them.  Ujion  themselves,  of  course, 
the  ad/enturers  could  depend  ;  but  it'  was  a  very  different  thing  regarding  the 
cattle,  and  it  was  only  a  piece  of  extraordinary  good  luck  that  the  horses  made 
no  sort  «f  noise  at  that  moment  of  the  passing  of  the  soldiers. 

Jn  the  space  of  about  two  minutes  after  tbey  had  passed,  neither  of  the  three 
friends  spoke  ;  but  then  Claude  in  a  whisper  contrived  to  say  something.  His 
horse  keard  his  voice,  and  immediately  neighed. 

"  There,"  said  Claude,  *'  that  would  have  done  us." 

"It  would,"  said  Dick. 

'*  But  what  did  you  eay  ?"  said  Jack. 

'*  I  was  remarking,"  said  Claude,  "  that  the  best  thing  we  can  do  now  is  to 
go  home  again,  as  our  enemies  have  left." 

"  Home  again  !''  exclaimed  jHck. 

"  Hush,  Jack,  not  so  loud.     Be  cautious." 

"  Yes-— yes-— I  will ;  but  what  on  earth  do  you  mean,  Claude,  by  going  home 
again  ?      It  is  so  extraordinary  a  word  for  us  to  use,  or  to  hear.  ' 

"  Why,  back  to  the  facm,  to  be  sure,  I  mean." 

'*  Back  to  the  farm?"  said  Dick.  *'  You  are  not  serious,  Claude,  surely,  in 
that  idea  V 

*' Yes,  I  am,  though  :  and  so  will  yoH  be  as  soon  as  you  have  sufficient  reason 
for  being  so.     There  can  be  no  doubt  now  of  two  things." 

"  What  are  they?" 

"  One  of  them  is,  that  the  officers  and  the  r>oldiers  have  pretty  well  searched 
the  farm,  and  the  other  is,  that  both  officers  and  soldiers  are  now  quite  convinced 
that  we  have  left  it,  and  taken  our  horses  with  us.'* 

"  Weil  ?" 

"  Very  well ;  then,  the  safest  place  we  can  go  to  now  is  where  they  don't  think 
we  are,  and  that  is  back  to  the  farm  again." 

"There  is  reason  in  that,"  said  Dick. 

"And  danger,"  said  Jack. 

*'  Yes,  danger  is  everything." 

*'  But  much  less  in  what  I  propose  than  in  any  other  ca.«e,  I  tb.ink,"  added 
Claude,  "that  we  could  possibly  just  now  adopt.  What  I  wish  is,  that  we 
should  get  our  horses  up,  and  as  quickly  as  foot  can  fall,  lead  them  back  again  to 
the  stable." 

"  It  is  a  bold  step,*'  said  Jack. 

"It  is.  But  I  incline  to  think  that  there  lies  its  great  safety  and  excellence. 
The  devil  himself,  if  lie  had  no  supernatural  knowledge,  would  not  think  of 
looking  for  us  on  the  farm  premises  again." 

"  Yqu  have  convinced  me,  Cia>i<le,"  eaid  Jack,  "and  the  more  I  think  of  the 
plan,  the  more  feasible  it  appears." 

"  Then,  let  us  come  on  at  once.'* 

"For my  part,''  said  Dick,  "  I  am  quite  sure  that  there  could  jiot*be  possibly 
a  wiser  and  beitercour.se  pursued;  and  if  you  will  get  up  the  horses,  Jack,  as 
quietly  as  you  got  them  down,  all  will  be  well  enough." 

"That's  ea?y,"  said  Jack.  "  Among  the  few  things  that  1  may  say  that  I  un- 
derstand thoroughly,  I  may  mention  horses,  I  believe." 

Upon  this,  Jack  made  a  sort  of  eliirping  noise,  and  the  three  horses  got  up 
at  once  a?  comfortably  as  though  they  had  been  sentient  beings,  and  understood 
exactly  what  was  required  of  them. 
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Claude  could  not  forbear  laughing  at  Jack's  skill  ii  the  management  of  the 
creatures,  and  he  said — 

"  I  flatter  myself  that  I  know  a  trifle  about  horses  ;  but  you  beat  me  out  of 
the  field  regarding  them,  I  admit.'* 

*•  I  have  made  the  habits,  manners,  and  feelings  of  the  horse  my  peculiar 
study,"  said  Jack,  "for  years,  and  I  ought  to  know  something  about  them  by 
this  time." 

They  neither  of  them  mounted  now,  but  leci  the  horses  by  the  bridles  at  a  very 
slow  pace  after  them  through  the  little  plantation.  They  trod  as  softly  as  feet 
could  fall,  and  it  would  appear  as  though  the  cattle  knew  that  silence  was  an 
object,  for  they  placed  their  feet  very  gently  to  the  ground. 

Proceeding  in  this  way  for  some  few  raJHutes,  they  reached  the  hedge  that 
skirted  the  stable-yard  ;  but  it  was  qui^e  impossible  to  get  tha  horses  through 
the  hedge,  so  they  had  no  resource  but  to  skirt  it  until  they  came  to  the  gate,  or 
try  to  make  a  gap  in  it. 

After  a  little  consultation,  they  preferred  the  latter  course,  and  with  their 
pocket-knives,  which  were  very  strong,  they  began  feeling  for  the  thick  bushes 
of  the  hedge,  and  cutting  them  away.  A  very  few  minutes  sufficed  to  enable 
them  to  make  an  opening  that  the  horses  might  step  through,  and  then,  with  a 
saving  of  considerable  space,  they  found  themselves  at  once  in  the  stable-yard  of 
the  farm,  and  n  t  twenty  paces  from  the  stable  in  which  the  horses  had  been  put 
up  for  the  night. 

"  This  will  do,'*  said  Claude.  **No)v,  I  propose  that  we  place  the  horses  in 
the  stable  again,  at  once." 

"  And  you  may  depend,"  said  Dick,  "  the  very  best  thing  we  can  do  is  to  stay 
with  them." 

"Be  it  so." 

Claude  opened  the  stable-door,  and  led  his  horse  in.  He  was  closely  followed 
by  Dick  and  Jack.  They  did  not  unsaddle  the  horses  ;  hut  they  let  them  each 
go  into  a  stall,  and  then,  as  they  stood  by  the  door  themselves,  which  they  left 
open  a  short  distance,  so  that  they  might  be  aware  of  the  approach  of  any  one, 
they  endeavoured,  by  attentive  listening,  to  ascertain,  if  possible,  what  was 
going  on  in  the  house  and  on  the  common. 

The  soldiers  were  evidently  rather  bewildered  to  know  what  to  do ;  for  at 
times  a  bugle  was  blown  in  one  direction,  and  then  in  another,  and  the  clatter  ef 
horses*  feet,  as  the  mounted  party  scoured  the  common  in  search  of  the  fugitives, 
announced  that  they  were  not  very  willing  to  give  up  the  chase. 

That  the  offisers  would  suspect  there  was  some  trick  in  the  affair,  and  that 
Claude  and  his  companions  were  in  hiding  after  their  escape*  there  could  be 
very  little  doubt;  bat  it  was  not  likely  they  would  think  that  they  had  had  the 
audacity  to  come  back  to  the  farm,  and  actually  tak?  possession  a?ain  of  the  very 
stable  in  which  the  cattle  had  been  so  short  a  time  before  the  attack  had  been  made 
upon  the  premises. 

It  was  in  the  exceeding  boldness  of  the  act,  that  its  great  chance  of  safety  lay. 

As  regarded  the  farm-house,  all  seemed  tolerably  q'liet  there  for  a  time  ;  but 
the  adventurers  could  not  feel  assured  that  their  foes  had  wholly  left  it  with- 
out some  better  evidence  than  its  mere  quietude,  and  for  such  better  evidence 
they  resolved  to  wait. 

The  noises  on  the  common  grew  less  and  less  each  moment,  and  Jack  had 
just  said  that  they  might  begia  to  consider  the  danger  to  be  at  an  end, 
when  a  trampling  of  feet  came  upon  their  ears. 

**  Hush  !"  said  Claude.  "  Far  from  the  danger  being  at  an  end,  I  am  afraid 
that  it  is  only  about  to  begin." 

They  now  maintained  a  profound  stillness,  and  from  the  noises  they  heard,  they 
felt  quite  convinceo  that  the  soldiery  and  the  officers  were  returning  to  the  farm. 
That  such  a  case  ot  proceeding  might  naturally  enough  ensue,  had  entered  into 
the  calculation  of  Claude,  and  he  felt  that  their  only  safety  lay  in  the  improbabi- 
lity of  the  staole  being  looked  into  again. 
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"  Halt  !"  cried  a  voice. 

la  a  moment  the  sound  of  footsteps  ceased.     A  voice  then  said — 

"  Mr.  Sergeant,  we  would  not  have  troubled  you  to  come  here  again,  but  if  as 
jour  men  say  no  person  passed  them«  it  ii  quite  clear  that  those  we  seek  must 
be  hiding  somewhere  about  this  place.  This  plantation  is  the  only  shelter  they 
can  g:et,  and  three  men  and  three  horses  cannot  creep  into  a  nutshell.'* 

"Look  ahout  you,  then,"  said  the  sergeant;  "if  you  find  them  you  may,  of 
course,  depend  upoa  our  assistance  in  capturing  them  ;  but  it  seems  to  me  that 
they  have  given  you  the  slip,  and  in  some  way  or  another  got  past  our  men  on 
the  comnoR  without  being  seen." 

This  conversation  was  going  on  in  the  little  plantation  close  to  the  stables  and 
gardens  of  the  farm,  but  it  did  not  appear  from  the  tenor  of  it  that  there  was  any 
suspicion  that  the  fugitives  had  taken  shelter  absolutely  in  the  farm  premises 
again. 

Claude  still  maintained  the  opinion  that  in  choosing  the  course  he  had  chosen, 
he  had  done  the  wisest  thing  he  could,  and  upon  the  whole,  his  two  friends 
thought  with  him  upon  the  subject. 

At  all  events,  if  they  were  discovered,  they  were  not  much  worse  than  they 
had  been  situated  upon  the  former  occasion,  when  they  had  to  leave  the  stable- 
yard  with  so  much  precipitation.  They  could  but  at  last  have  a  race  for  their 
lives  across  the  common,  pursued  by  the  soldiers,  whose  horses  were  by  no  means 
likely  to  be  so  fleet  of  foot,  as  those  of  the  highwaymen,  which  were  chosen  for 
speed. 

Still,  it  was  a  serious  sort  of  thing  to  be  in  the  stable,  and  to  know  that  soclose 
at  hand  there  were  armed  men,  who  were  intent  upon  their  capture,  dead  or  alive, 
and  who,  to  eave  trouble,  would  in  all  probability  prefer  the  former  mode  of  settlin;^ 
the  affair.  After  all,  though,  there  was  not  much  lime  to  think,  and  men  of 
real  courage,  when  in  the  actual  presence  of  danger,  do  not  trouble  themselves 
much  with  reflections  upon  its  consequences. 

The  oflScers  began  looking  about  among  the  underwood  of  the  plantation,  and 
it  did  not  apper  that  the  soldiers  thought  it  any  part  of  their  duty  to  assist  them 
in  that  kind  of  search,  but  they  remained  merely  a*  spectators  of  what  was  going 
on — perhaps,  after  all,  in  their  own  minds  rather  pleased  than  not  at  the  non-suc- 
cess of  the  civil  i  ower. 

"They  are  not  here,**  said  one  of  th3  officers, 

**  But  they  must  be,"  said  another, 

*'  Very  well,  you  find  them." 

"  Where  are  they,  then,  if  they  are  not  here  ? — that  is  the  question,''  persisted 
the  other.  "They  must  have  vanished,  you  know,  into  the  air  like  three 
ghosts." 

*•  Very  good,'*  said  the  sergeant.  "  My  officer  directed  me  to  come  with  you, 
and  to  remain  a  reaeonable  time  whi'e  you  searched  for  the  men  you  want.  I 
think  a  reasonable  time  has  elapsed.*' 

**Then  you  can  go,"  said  the  officer,  who  seemed  to  be  Ihe  principal  spokesman 
of  the  civil  force,  '*  and  you  can  tell  your  officer,  that  if  he  and  his  men  had  kept 
a  better  look  out  on  the  common,  that  Claude  Duval  and  his  comrades  would  not 
have  escaped  so  easily  as  it  is  quite  clear  they  have  done.'* 

'  If  you  have  anything  of  that  sort  to  tell  my  officer,"  said  the  sergeant,  "I 
will  trouble  you  to  tell  him  yourself,  my  friend,  and  then  you  can  take  the  ro  i- 
sequencei  of  the  telling.  For  mv  part,  I  beg  to  be  excused,  Kight  about,  face  — 
march  !'* 

In  another  moment  the  soldiers  were  gone. 

Claude  gave  Jack  a  sort  of  nudge  with  his  elbow,  as  much  as  to  say — "  It's  all 
right  now,  you  see,  Jack,"  but  they  neither  of  them  spoke  ;  for,  to  tell  the  truth, 
the  officers  were  much  too  near  at  hand  to  make  that  a  safe  proceeding. 

It  was  quite  cle%r,  too,  that  the  officers  were  very  far,  indeed,  from  being  satisfied 
with  the  whole  affair.  They  were  divided  between  the  two  opinions  of  whether 
the  carelessness  of  the  soldiers  on  the  common  had  let  Claude  and  his  companions 
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escape,  or  that  they  were  still  hiding  somewhere  io  the  immediate  vicinity  of  the 
ftirm. 

Some  inclined  to  one  of  these  opinions,  and  some  to  the  other  ;  perhaps  they 
all  had  their  doabts  both  ways;  and  that  it  was  that  made  them  loath  to  quit  the 
farm,  and  the  ground  immediately  surrounding  it.  A  bugle  note  and  the  tramp 
of  horses'  feet  gradually  dying  away,  sufficiently  proclaimed  the  fact  that  the 
troops  were  leaving  the  spot ;  and  at  every  step  they  made  towards  London  again 
Claude  and  his  friends  felt  a^  if  an  additional  piece  of  safety  were  granted  to  them, 
and  as  though  they  had  taken  a  large  lease  of  their  lives. 

Toe  officers  vyaiked  through  the  plantation  until  they  came  to  the  little  gate 
leading  into  the  yard  of  the  farm.  They  opened  it  and  passed  through,  and  one 
of  them  actually  leant  against  the  stable-door,  while  his  companions  got  up  a  sort 
of  wrancrle  about  what  was  next  best  to  be  done  under  the  circumstances  in  which 
thev  found  themselves. 


CHAPTER  CCXLVIL 

TOM    BREREION    FINDS    THAT    HE    IS    IN    DANGER. 

*' It's  all  through  the  infernal  red  coats,"  said  one  of  the  officers,  "  or  we 
must  have  had  them  this  time." 

"  That  I  believe/'  said  another,  *'  and  I  thought  it  would  be  a  bad  job  from  the 
moment  that  I  heard  they  were  to  have  anything  to  do  with  it  ;  but  it  was  of  no 
manni T  of  use  for  me  to  speak." 

"Nor  me  ei  her.'' 

"  Well,"  said  a  third,  "  it's  no  use  either  growling  or  grumbling  over  the  affair. 
Whai's  to  be  done  in  ir,  that's  the  question.  Are  we  to  give  it  up  as  a  bad  job, 
or  to  try  still  to  make  something  of  it  ?" 

"  It's  all  very  well  to  talk  of  trying,  but  how  are  }ou  to  try  ?  To  my  thinking, 
Duval  is  half-a-dozen  miles  off  here  by  now." 

'*  Half-a-dozen  ?  he  is  twice  that  distance." 

'*  Well,  I  shouldn't  wonder,  and  here  I  did  think  that  we  had  'era  snug;  for, 
from  all  I  could  learn,  their  horses  were  in  the  stable,  and  they  had  all  gone  com- 
fortably to  bed.  Now,  wouldn't  one  have  thought  they  was  as  good  as  nabbed 
then  ?" 

"To  be  sure." 

''  And  yet  here  we  are,  and  no  good  done — and  there's  the  very  stable  they  had 
their  cattle  in  fis  empty  as  nothing  now.  Oh,  it's  enough  to  make  a  fellow  wild, 
it  is." 

As  he  spoke,  this  officer  gave  the  stable  door  a  kick  that  sent  it  wide  open, 
but  luck'ly  he  did  not  go  m,  and  the  darkness  was  fjuito  sufficiently  intense  to 
prevent  any  fear  of  the  friends  being  seen.  The  door  itself  had  an  inclination  to 
shut  ©f  itself,    and  as  it  swung,  slowly  closed  again,  or  very  nearly  so. 

*'  Yes.*  gaid  another,  "  there's  the  nest,  sure  enough,  but  the  birds  have  flown, 
and  it  strikes  me  it's  about  as  much  uae  our  staying  here  as  nothing  at  aJI.  I 
think  the  best  thing  v,  e  can  do,  is  to  get  back  again  to  London,  and  tell  the  beaks 
•  that  it's  no  go," 

"  Where's  that  whipper-snapper  of  a  fellow  who  brought  us  here,  I  wonder — 
Tom  Brereton  as  they  call  h'm  ?" 

"Ob,  he  walked  off  as  soon  as  any  of  the  real  work  began,  and  I  have  not  seen 
him  since." 

*'  Where  can  he  have  got  to  ?  But  it  don't  matter.  Let  us  call  up  the  people 
(if  the  farm,  and  see  if  we  can  get  anything  out  of  them." 

**  You  mav  tiy  it,  but  it  won't  do." 

"  Do  you  think  not  ?" 

"1  certainly  do.  ^V^e  have  good  reason  to  believe  that  the  folks  at  the  farm- 
liouse  kno'vv  perfectly  well  who  they  have  been  harboariug,  notwithstanding  they 
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pretend  that,  having  lodgings  to  let,  they  took  the  first  offer  they  got,  and  did  not 
.know  it  was  from  Claude  Duval." 

"  That's  all  the  better." 

"Is  it?" 

"  To  be  sure  it  is,  for  if  they  knew  Duval  well,  they,  no  doubt,  know  well 
■where  he  is  to  be  found,  and  so,  perhaps,  if  they  are  paid  well,  they  might  assist 
us,  now  that  we  have  got  rid  of  the  soldiers.  Don't  you  know  that  everybody  in 
the  work  is  to  be  worked  up#i  by  threats  and  by  rewards,  and  we  can  use  both 
to  these  people." 

"  Try  ic,  then." 

**  I  will.  In  the  first  place,  we  can  tell  them  that  they  will  be  prosecuted  for 
harbouring  a  felon,  and  in  the  next  place,  we  will  offer  them  a  handsome  sum  if 
.they  will  give  op  Claude  Duval  and  his  friends  to  us,  and  1  do  think  we  shall 
prevail  upon  tiem." 

*'  I  hope  «o.  One  thing,  of  course,  we  may  be  qaite  sure  of,  and  that  is,  that 
Duval  must  pay  them,  or  they  would  not  put  themselves  into  a  predicament  to 
keep  him  out  of  harms  way." 

"  Exactly,  and  if  we  offer  them  a  better  price  for  betraying  him  than  he  gives 
for  keeping  his  secrets,  they  will  give  him  up:  I.  believe  that's  human  nature, 
ain't  it  ?" 

"Rather  so." 

"  Come  on,  then,  and  let  us  go  into  the  house.'' 

With  this,  the  officers  left  the  stable-yard,  and  made  their  way  into  the  farm 
house,  where,  in  consequence  of  the  disturbance  that  had  taken  place,  the  family 
had  kept  themselves  in  readiness  to  meet  whatever  might  happen  in  the  further 
course  of  the  night. 

As  soon  as  the  officers  were  out  of  hearing,  Duval  spoke, 

*'  Dick,"  he  said.     "This  has  been  rather  a  close  touch,  has  it  not ;" 

•*  Very,"  said  Dick. 

"  And  it  is  one  still,"  said  Jack,  **  for  they  will  come  back  again  this  way. 
What  do  you  think  of  doing  now,  Claude  ?" 

"  Just  nothing,  lam  inclined  to  think  our  experiences  of  their  plans  are  such 
as  to  induce  us  to  remain  where  we  are."  * 

*' And  I  agree  with  you,"  said  Dick.  *<  There  is  nothing  like  the  stable,  you 
may  depend  upon  it.     They  won't  come  in  here." 

"  And  there  is  another  view  of  the  question,"  said  Claude,  "that  we  may  very 
well  take,  and  that  is  to  the  effect,  that  I  think,  now  that  they  have  lost  the  help 
of  tkeir  red  coat  friends,  we  might  be  too  much  for  them.  How  many  officers 
do  you  think  there  are  ?" 

"  Not  above  six  or  eight." 

*<  Then,  after  all,  it  could  but  be  a  fight;  and  it  is  questionable  whether  three 
men  who  fight  for  their  lives,  and  who  are  well  armed,  are  not  a  match  for  six  or 
eight  who  fight  for  money  merely." 

Dick  laid  his  hand  suddenly  upon  Claude's  arm. 

**  Hush  !"  he  said,  *'  I  hear  footsteps.     Not  a  word." 

Upon  this,  they  all  three  were  profoundly  stii),  and  they  could  hear  a  very 
cautions  footstep  upon  the  flag-stones  in  the  yard.  It  came  in  a  slow,  creeping 
manner  past  the  stable  door,  and  then  it  paused.  Claude's  idea  was,  that  one  of 
the  officers,  havinjj  some  suspicion  that  those  whom  he  sought  were  hidden  in  the 
immediate  neighbourhood  of  that  spot,  had  slunk  back  from  his  comrades  for 
the  puipose  of  listening  for  some  sound  confirmatory  of  that  view. 

Nothing  could  be  more  natural  than  that  a  wily  officer  of  the  police  would 
do  such  a  thing  as  that  ;  but  Claude  soon  found  out  that  such  was  not  the  case. 
Suddenly,  quite  close  to  the  door  of  the  stable,  a  voice  sounded,  and  Claude  at 
once  recognised  it  as  the  voice  of  his  old  foe,  Tom  Brereton. 

'♦  Oh.  dear,'"  he  said,  "  I  don't  very  well  know  what  to  do.  This  is  a  pretty 
piece  of  business,  I  made  quite  sure  that  Duval  would  be  caught  here,  and  that 
he  would  be  comfortably  hanged,  while  I  retired  to  live  as  snug  as  possible  upon 
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tlie  reward  ;  but  now  they  can't  find  hira.  Oh,  dear— oh,  dear!  and  I  am  in 
such  a  fright,  for  fear  he  should  find  out  it  was  all  through  me  they  are  after 
him." 

This  was  a  little  bit  of  news  to  Duval. 

*•  I  wouldn't  have  come/'  added  Tom  Brereton,  "if  T  could  possibly  have 
helped  it,  only  I  was  afraid  if  1  didn't  that  they  would  try  to  chisel  me  out  of  the 
reward  in  some  sort  of  way.  I  don't  like  danger  at  all,  not  I.  Why  a  man 
possibly  might  get  hurt  where  there's  any  danger,  Tliat'b  what  I  don't  liko  it 
for." 

"  A  capital  reason,"  whispered  Dick. 

"Hush— hush!"  said  Claude. 

"  And  now,"  continued  Tom  Brereton,  '*  I  may  say  that  I  am  at  my  wits-end 
almost.  As  soon  as  the  row  began,  I  took  good  care  to  hide  in  one  of  the  room«, 
so  that  they  did  not  get  hold  of  me  any  of  them,  and  now  that  it's  all  over,  I  just 
slipped  out  at  the  window  ;  and  I  do  think  the  least  thing  I  can  do,  is  to  go  to 
town  again." 

"  I  should  like  to  get  hold  of  that  rascal,'*  thought  Duval. 

**Ah  !  dear  me,  the  re,vard  is  everything/*  added  Tom,  '*  and  1  so  short  of 
money,  too,  thrt  I  don't  know  what  to  do.  It  would  be  so  comfortable  to  catch 
Duval,  and  make  a  thou!(and  pounds  by  getting  him  hanged,  that  it  would.'' 

"  Duval/*  whispered  Dick. 

*'  Yes— yes.'* 

"  Let  us  go  out  and  bring  that  fellow  into  the  stable.  When  we  have  him 
here,  the  devil's  in  it  but  we  can  keep  him  quiet/' 

*'  His  fear  will  do  that.  You  can  go  and  get  him  in  if  you  like,  but  be  careful 
that  there  is  no  noise  in  the  transaction,  for  if  once  he  begins  bellowing,  he  will 
not  be  able  to  listen  to  reason,  and  there  will  be  no  such  thing  as  quieting  him, 
without  hitting  him  on  the  head,  and  that  1  should  not  like  to  do,  he  is  such  an 
idiot." 

"  He  may  be  an  idiot,  but  he  is  a  vicious  one/'  said  Dick.  **  1  will  make  him 
believe  I  am  one  of  ihe  officers." 

**  J)o  so.     It  will  be  good  sport,  at  all  events." 

Dick  cautiously  issued  from  the  stable,  and  just  as  Tom  Brereton  was  commen- 
cing his  complaints,  Dick  said — 

«  Hist!  hist  !     Who  is  there?" 

*'  Oh,  murder !  who  is  that  V  said  Tom.  **  Spare  rae-~oh,  spare  my  wretched 
life.    I  haven't  done  anything,  indeed  1  haven't.     Oh,  oh  !' 

"  Hush.     I  am  an  ofBcer." 

*'Au  officer?     Police?'* 

"Yes.     Bow-street." 

"Oh/'  said  Tom,  "I'm  as  glad  to  hear  that,  as  if  anybody  had  given  me  a 
guinea — at  least,  nearly  as  glad.     Are  you  looking  for  Claude  Duval  ?** 

"  I  am.  Can  you  give  me  any  intelligence  of  hira  ?  1  think  you  are  the  gen- 
tleman who  gave  the  information  to  the  police." 

"  Ye?,  I  am  the  gentleman  ;  but  I'm  sorry  ihe  police  have  not  found  the  fellow. 
Do  you  think  there  is  any  chance  of  yet  doing  so  ?" 

**  Every  chance.  With  your  assistance,  I  think — indeed,  I  may  take  upon 
myself  to  say  that  I  know  we  must  lay  hold  of  them." 

"  Excuse  me,  then,'*  said  Tom  Brereton,  "  I  ain't  very  well,  and  as  far  as  the 
laying  hold  of  the  business  goes,  I'm  afraid  I  ain't  equal  to  it  just  now." 

"  You  shrink  from  the  danger  ?" 

**  Most  decidedly  I  do,  my  friend ;  I  don't  like  danger.'* 

"  But  the  reward  ?" 

"Ah,  the  reward  is  all  very  well  j  but  pray  what  would  be  the  use  cf  it  if  I 
had  a  pistol-bullet  ia  my  brains  first  ?     Let  me  ask  you  that." 

"  Oh,  nonsense." 

"  It*s  all  very  well  for  you  to  say,  '  Oh,  nonsense/  Perhaps  you  are  used  to 
such  things,  and  if  you  are,  I  can  only  say  that  I  am  decidedly  not." 
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**Well  then,  I  must  ado])t  my  other  plan,  which  is  not  quite  so  glorious,  because 
it  is  perfectly  safe,  anH  people  will  say  nothing  about  our  courage  in  the  transac- 
tion, tliat  is  the  annoying  feature  of  it." 

**Isit?  That  maybe  the  annoying  feature  of  it  to  you,  but  to  me  I  can 
•assure  you  it  is  the  beauty  of  it,  and  if  you  have  really  any  plan  by  which  Duval 
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can  be  caught  without  danger  to  us,  you  may  count  upon  me  going  thiough  fire 
and  water.  That  is  to  say,  if  the  fire  h  just  upon  out,  and  the  water  is  decidedly 
shallow." 


"You  are  quite  a  wag,"  said  Dick. 
'•  No,  I  ain't.     You  are  joking  now, 


Mr.  Officer." 
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*'0h,  no — no — I  never  joke.  Don't  say  that  of  me.  But  don't  you  think 
it  would  be  a  capital  thing  if  you  and  I  could  manage  the  whole  affair  alone?" 

"No.'* 

**No?  Yoa  don't  mean  that?  Surely  it  is  you  who  are  joking  now,  my 
friend.  Come — come,  you  don't  mean  really  to  say  *  No/  to  such  a  chance^ 
especially  as  it  is  without  danger,  too  ?     Think  of  that." 

"Why,  yes  ;  that's  just  what  I  do  think  of;  but  I  can  tell  you  that  the  Secre- 
tary of  State  has  promised  me  all  the  reward,  so  I  don't  want  any  of  the  glory- 
as  long  as  I  finger  the  cash.  That's  glory  enough  for  me,  and  I'd  rather  be  on 
the  safe  side  than  take  any  trouble  for  you  and  I  only  to  do  it." 

*'  Well,  all  that  is  just  as  you  please  ;  so,  I  will  now  disclose  to  you  my  plan,, 
and  I  can  only  assure  you  that  in  the  first  instance,  it  is  founed  upon  positive 
information  that  Duval  i&  still  in  this  neighbourhood." 

"  You  don't  say  so  ?" 

"  I  do.     I  have  seen  him  since  the  soldiers  left." 

"The  deuce  y^u  have!     Why  didn't  you  lay  hold  of  him?" 

**  Why,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  sir,  I  was  rather  afraid  he  would  kick  up  a  row* 
You  have  heard  the  old  story  of  catching  a  Tartar  ?" 

"To  be  sure  I  have;  and  that  would  be  just  my  sort  of  feeling,  if  I  were  to 
come  across  him,  and  between  you  and  mi  and  the  post,  T  rather  think  I  should 
feel  inclined  to  get  «ut  of  the  way  :     He's  a  desperate  villain." 

"  He  is  ;  but  just  step  this  way,  for  I  am  afraid  that  what  we  may  say  may  be 
overheard  by  some  one,  and  that  might  bring  upon  us  a  pistol-shot  or  two," 

"  Murder  !     You  don't  mean  that !"  :■%--' 5 

"  Yes,  I  do.  As  I  tell  you,  Claude  Duval  is  somewhere  rather  close  at  hand,, 
and  if  he  saw  us,  I  daresay  he  would  not  by  any  means  be  very  particular  about 
how  he  popped  us  out  of  the  way-  1  have  been  hiding  in  a  stable  close  at  hand  to 
here,  and  if  you  slip  into  it  with  me,  you  will  find  we  shall  be  able  to  consult 
quite  free  from  any  interruption,  and  in  perfect  safety,  too,  from  any  stray  pistol- 
shot  that  may  be  sent  at  our  heads  if  we  stay  here. 

"  Lord  bless  me,  yes  !"  said  Tom  Brereton.  "  Let  us  get  anywhere,  so  that  we 
are  safe.  Danger  is  just  about  the  only  thing  I  don't  like,  for,  as  T  often  sa)', 
what's  the  use  of  a  man's  being  well  off,  if  he  gets  a  crack  on  the  head  that 
unsettles  his  brains,  or.  a  poke  in  the  stomach  that  spoils  his  digestion  for  the 
remainder  of  his  life  ?" 

"  You  are  quite  a  philosopher,  and  I  must  only  say  that  I  agree  with  you  so 
entirely,  that  I  hope  we  shall  be  capital  friends  for  the  future." 

"  Well,  I  have  no  objection,  you  seem  a  very  reasonable  sort  of  person  ;  but  for 
my  sake  let  us  get  into  the  stable  as  quick  as  we  can.  I  am  all  of  a  perspiration 
with  the  idea  of  being  popped  at  by  one  of  Duval's  pistols  in  the  way  you  mention, 
I  will  follow  you." 

"  Do  so.  This  way.  This  is  the  very  stable  in  which  Claude  Duval  and  his 
friends  had  their  horses." 

*'  Oh,  the  highway  villains  !  Don't  I  wish  I  saw  the  day,  when  they  shall  all 
be  hanging  upon  one  beam,  and  the  hangman  ready  to  turn  them  off.  That  would 
be  a  sight,  wouldn't  it  r" 

"  It  would,  indeed  ;  but  should  you  have  no  pity  for  them  under  such  circum- 
stances, my  friend  V* 

*'  Not  a  bit." 

"  Well,  that  is  a  pity.     But  here  is  the  stable." 

With  this,  Dick  gently  pushed  Tom  Brereton  into  the  stable,  and  kept  guard  at 
the  door  of  it  himself,  so  that  he  should  not  by  a  sudden  rush,  when  he  found  he 
was  betrayed,  manage  to  get  out  of  it,  as  he  would  very  likely  attempt  to  do  in  his 
right  ^ 

'*How  precious  dark  it  is,"  said  Tom. 

*«  Yes,  that's  the  beauty  of  it." 

"Thebea  ty  of  it?" 
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*'  To  be  sure,  because  you  can't  be  seen  in  it,  if  any  one  were  to  open  the 
door  suddenly  and  take  a  peep  in/* 

**  Oh,  ah,  in  that  case  I  grant  you  it's  all  right/*  said  Tom ;  *'  and  now  Isha 
be  right  glad  to  hear  your  plan  of  nobbing  Claude  Duval  and  the   two  fellow 
that  are  with  him,  for  I  suppose  the  scheme  includes  them  all  three.    It  would  be 
a  pity  to  let  the  other  two  off,  you  know." 

*'  The  scheme  does  include  all  th'-ee.  You  may  take  your  oath,  that  if  you  catch 
Duva],  you  will  catch  the  other  two.  Now  I  told  you  that  I  felt  pretty  sure  he 
was  not  far  off,  and  to  convince  you  of  that  fact^  I  don't  mind  novr  letting  you 
know  that  he  is  in  this  stable.*' 

Before  Tom  Brereton  then  could  open  his  mouth  to  express  his  horror,  t,  aude 
said — 

"Tom,  if  you  remain  quite  quiet,  I  won't  cut  your  throat ;  but  if  you  make  any 
disturbance  I  will  ;  so  you  have  for  the  present  your  fate  in  your  own  hands.  I 
am  Claude  Dural," 


CHAPTER  CCXLVIIL 

DETAILS    THE    SINGULAR    ADVENTURE    AT   THE    BANK   OP   ENGLAND. 

If  absolute  terror  had  not  destroyed  all  power  of  reflection  with  Torn  Brereton 
reflecjon  itself  would  have  induced  iiim  to  be  quiet  ;  but  as  it  was,  he  as  nearly 
feel  into  a  swoon  as  it  was  possible  to  do,  without  actually  lapsing  into  that 
state. 

"All's  right,*'  said  Jack. 

"And  hark  you,  Tom  Brereton,"  added  Claude.  "I  am  not  perhaps  so  much 
now  in  the  mood  of  showing  mercy  to  your  folly  and  your  vindictiveness  as  I  have 
been  at  times  before,  for  you  have  sought  the  destruction  of  others  just  because 
they  were  associated  with  me;  so  1  tell  you  in  all  seriousness  to  beware." 

Tom  Brereton  managed  just  to  gasp  out  the  word  "  Mercy!" 

"Yes,"  added  Claude,  "ihat  is  ever  the  way  with  those  who  know  not  what 
the  quality  of  mercy  is  in  themselves.  They  ca'l  for  it  in  others  the  moment 
they  find  themselves  in  any  fearful  circumstances.  How  dare  you  ask  for  mercy 
of  me  ?'* 

**I— I  don't  know  !  Oh,  dear  !'* 

"  He  is  a  fool,"  said  Dick. 

"  Nearly  an  idiot  in  point  of  real  intellect,"  said  Claude,  *'and  yet  you  would 
not  believe  what  a  world  of  low,  malignant  cunning  lurks  in  his  brain.* 

"  Is  it  possible  !" 

*'  Oh,  no — no,*  said  Tom  Brereton.     ^'  Spare  me,  do!'* 

"Silence,  or  this  momeat  is  your  last,*'  said  Claude,  for  in  his""  fears,  con- 
tingent upon  the  not  very  bright  character  Claude  was  giving  him,  he  was  be- 
ginning to  speak  much  louder  thnn  the  safety  of  the  confederates  in  the  stable 
warranted  under  the  circuT  stances. 

"  I'll  put  him  in  one  of  the  horse-racks,"  said  Jack,  *^and  if  le  stirs,  I  will 
shoot  him,  so  that  he  can  do  as  he  likes,  you  know." 

'*  Anywhere,*'  said  Tom.  "  Oh,  dear,  kind,  sirs,  put  ms  anywhere,  so  that 
you  spare  my  life.  Oh,  pray  do  !" 

Jack  took  hira  by  the  collar,  and  finding  one  of  the  racks,  he  placed  Tom  Brere- 
ton in  it,  and  then  daring  him  to  say  a  word,  or  to  move  an  inch,  he  left  him  to 
his  meditations. 

Claude  was  close  to  the  door  of  the  stable,  and  he  heard  the  sound  of  footsteps 
rapidly  approaching  the  yard.  la  a  momeat  or  two,  a  voice  came  Ycry  plainly 
upon  his  ears. 

•    "  The  best  thing  you  can  possibly  do,*'  sa'.d  the  voice,  *'is  to  give  us  all  the 
information  you  can.'* 

**  I  have  no  information  to  give,"  said  the  young  farmer  in  reply. 


"       '       '     '  II.  ■  -,  ^^  ^ 
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"Well,  we  shall  stay  here  all  night,  for  we  don't  believe  yet  but  that  Claude 
Duval  is  somewhere  in  this  neighbourhood.'* 

**  As  regards  your  staying  here  all  night,"  said  the  young  farmer,  "  you  are 
welcome  enough  to  do  so,  and  if  you  catch  Claude  Duval,  I  shall  be  as  much 
surprised  as  yoa  will,  you  may  depend.     Will  you  walk  in  V 

"  Oh,  yes,  we  will  walk  in.     The  night  air  is  none  so  very  pleasant  just  now.'* 
They  all  left  the  stable-yard,  and  the  moment  they  had  gone,  Claude  said  to  his 
comrades — 

"It  strikes  me  that  now  is  the  time  for  us  to  go.  These  officers  will  no  doubt 
wait  in  the  house,  and  we  do  not  want  a  collision  with  them,  merely  for  the  sake 
of  one." 

"  Certainly  not,"  said  Dick,  **  ¥o  let  us  be  off." 
"  But  what  are  we  to  do  with  our  prisoner  ?"  said  Jack. 
"I  see  no  help  for  it,  but  to  leave  him  here,"  said  Claude. 
*'  No,"  interposed  Dick,   '*  that   won't  do.      He  is  just  the  sort  of  animal  to 
give  the  alarm  the  moment  our  backs  are  turned,  and  then  we  shall  be  pursued, 
which  is  just  as  well  avoided,  even  although  we  don't  care  much  about  it.     My 
horse  is  quite  fresh,  and  will  carry  double  for  a  few  miles  without  thinking  any- 
thing of  It,  so  I  propose  that  I  take  him  behind  me  and  carry  him  off." 
**  If  yoa  will  do  it,  Dick,  it  is  the  best  thing." 
«*0h,  I'll  do  it." 

"And  I'll  fetch  him  for  you,"  said  Jack. 

Jack  soon  ferreted  out  Tom  Brereton  from  the  rack  into  which  he  had  placed 
him,  and  Dick  having  mounted,  Tom  was  placed  behind  him  on  his  horse,  and 
securely  tied  round  his  waist  by  a  spare  rein  that  Jack  had  in  case  of  accidents^ 
Then  Claude  and  Jack  both  gained  their  saddles,  and  Claude,  pushing  open  the 
door  of  the  stable,  said,— 

**  Off  and  away !  Let  us  go  quietly  till  we  get  over  the  heath,  and  then  we 
will  treat  our  steeds  to  a  gallop.'* 

"  All's  right,"  said  Dick  ;  **  I  don't  see  or  hear  a  soul.'* 

Everything  seemed  to  be  very  quiet  indeed  in  the  farm-yard,  and  the  adven* 
turers  began  to  have  a  good  expectation  of  getting  away  without  any  collision 
with  the  officers.  To  be  sure,  Claude  did  not  blind  himself  to  the  likelihood  of 
the  fact  that  the  farm  was  well  watched  being  no  idle  threat,  and  he  kept  warily 
glancing  about  him  as  he  proceeded. 

The  gate  that  led  from  the  farm-yard  was  open,  so  that  they  did  not  even  lose 
the  time  that  would  have  been  consumed  in  dismounting  from  their  horses,  and 
they  gained  the  little  wilderness  of  trees  that  separated  the  grounds  of  the  farm, 
from  the  common  in  safety. 
*'  This  is  capital,"  said  Jack. 

**  Do  not  say  anything  yet,"  said  Claude  ;  "we  don't  know  what  may  happen 
in  a  little  while.     Get  your  pistols  ready." 

"  Oh,  gentlemen,"  said  iTom  Brereton,  when  he  heard  the  clicking  of  the 
pistol-locks,  and  felt  that  there  was  some  possibility  of  a  contest,  "  if  there'* 
to  be  any  fighting,  do  let  me  go,  lor  I  don't  feel  well  at  all.  You  know  it  can  do 
you  no  Bortof  good  to  keep  a  poor  fellow  like  me  in  such  a  situation.  Oh,  do 
let  me  go,  and  I  make  a  solemn  promise  that  I  will  walk  all  the  way  to  London, 
and  not  interfere  with  you  in  any  way  or  say  one  word  about  you  again  as  long 
•5  I  live/' 

**  Be  quiet,"  said  Dick, 
**  Oh,  but  do,  sir,  do  !" 
*'  Shoot  him,'*  said  Jack. 

"  Murder,  no !  I  am  quiet— I  won't  [say  another  word — I  am  quiet,  indeed 
I  am.'*  '■m?'"^ 

After  this  highly  practical  threat,  Tom  thought  it  best  to  hold  his  tongue,  but 
he  shook  so  with  fear  that  he  quite  annoyed  Dick,  who  had  him  so  close  at  hand ;. 
but  it  was  of  no  u«e  asking  him  to  be  still,  when,  perhaps*  it  was  really  out  of 
his  power  to  be  so,  and  Dick,  therefore,  put  up  with  the  infliction. 
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Claude  took  tV.e  lead,  and  passed  right  through  the  little  thick  plantation.  He 
was  rather  surprised  at  getting  quite  ^so  far  without  some  degree  of  danger  or 
something  happening  to  let  them  know  that  the  enemywere  at  hand  ;  but  yec  he 
did  not  venture  to  congratulate  himself  upon  an  escape,  for  he  could  not  believe 
that  all  the  worst  danger  could  go  off  so  easily,  like  a  mere  puff  of  smoke. 

Jack  and  Dick,  no  aoubt,  shared  with  him  that  opinion,  for  they  were  perfectly 
still,  and  the  manner,  indeed,  of  the  whole  three  of  them  was  that  of  men  waiting 
for  some  catastrophe  that  they  would  have  to  meet  as  best  they  might. 

The  common  was  gained,  and  then  even  Jack,  who  might  be  considered  to  be 
the  most  cautious  expectant  of  something  amiss  of  the  whole  three  of  them^ 
began  to  have  hopes. 

'*  We  shall  get  clear,"  he  said. 

Hardly  had  the  words  escaped  his  lips,  when  there  came  the  sharp  crack  of 
a  pistol-shot  upon  their  ears  from  some  distance.  That  this  shot  was  a  signal 
of  some  sort,  they  felt  convinced  ;  and  that  it  was  not  actually  fired  at  them,  the 
distance  showed  pretty  clearly, 

"  Now  for  it,"  said  Claude. 

As  he  spoke,  he  urged  his  horse  on^  and  instead  of  going  by  the  regular 
cress  path  to  the  high-road  across  the  common,  he  struck  off  to  the  left,  country 
ways,  over  the  green  sward  itself,  and  hardly  had  he  done  so,  than  he  heard  the 
bugle  sound^  that  at  once  indicated  to  him  that  if  the  main  body  of  the  military 
had  left  the  spot,  some,  at  all  events,  remained  to  lend  aid  to  the  civil  authorities. 
This  was  a  contingency  that  Duval  had  not  left  out  of  his  calculation  ;  but  still, 
at  the  most,  it  could  only  involve  a  few  pistol  shots  after  him,  a^d  as  regarded 
speed,  he  knew  quite  well  that  his  and  his  companions  horses  would  at  any  time 
beat  those  of  the  soldiery. 

'*  Forward — forward  i"  he  cried  ;  "the  red  coats  will  be  upon  us." 

"Murder  !' shrieked  Tom  Brereton. 

Dick  gave  him  rather  a  severe  poke  in  the  ribs  with  bis  elbow,  coupled  with> 
an  injunction  to  be  quiet,  and  Tom  was  still  again. 

Dashing  on  towards  the  villa2:e  of  Ealing,  they  all  three  went,  keeping  as  nearly 
as  possible  in  a  line  behind  each  other,  because  by  so  doing,  if  they  were  fired  at 
there  was  the  better  chance  of  escJipe,  at  all  events,  for  two  of  them.  Dick  brought 
up  the  rear.  Jack  was  quite  willing  to  do  so,  but  Dick  would  not  let  him. 
Perhaps,  there  ^-as  a  little  bit  of  calculation  for  the  good  of  them  all  in  this 
manoeuvre  of  Dick's. 

"They  cornel"  cried  Jack. 

At  these  words,  Claude  looked  round.  He  was  very  anxious  to  know  the  exact 
nature  of  the  danger  that  awaited  them,  and  the  number,  as  it  could  be  told  at 
a  glance,  ©f  their  foes.  He  saw  that  there  were  two  mounted  men  in  plain  clothes, 
and  five,  as  he  thought,  of  the  military,  so  that,  take  them  altogether,  there  were, 
seven  to  three,  which  was  rather  fearful  odds,  considering  all  things,  for  it  was 
not  likely  that  any  of  the  seven  were  men  who  would  shrink  from  the  fight. 

**  We  can't  tackle  them/*  cried  Claude  ;  **  we  must  show  them  a  light  pair  of 
heels  for  it.  Follow  me :  I  will  double  upon  them  as  soon  as  I  possibly 
can.    On — on.*' 

The  slight  delay  that  had  ensued  while  Duval  was  examining  the  number  of  their 
foes,  and  the  diagonal  line  that  he  and  his  friends  took  in  evading  their  enemies, 
while  the  soldiers  and  officers  came  on  the  high  road  converging  towards  the  same 
point,  which  was  the  entrance  to  the  village  of  Ealing,  brought  the  two  parties  in 
closer  contact  than  Claude  would  have  desired';  still,  he  hoped  to  reach  the  com- 
mencement of  the  village  suflBciently  before  the  enemy  to  enable  him  to  make 
the  chase  that  seamen  call  a  stern  chase,  and  in  that  case  he  knew  that  each 
moment  would  be  to  his  advantage  and  to  the  advantage  of  his  friends — for  ia 
fleetness,  the  horses  of  the  highwaymen  could  laugh  at  those  opposed  to  them. 

Yet  it  was  rather  a  ticklish  thing,  for  the  soldiers  urged  their  horses  on  at  a 
gallop  ;  but  Claude  did  reach  the  village  first,  though  not  so  far  in  advance  of  tha 
enemy  as  he  hoped* 
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Probably  the  soldiers  had  a  shrewd  suspicion  that  the  state  of  affairs  would 
be  very  soon  changed,  and  that  if  they  did  not  succeed  in  doing  something  at 
once,  they  would  not  have  much  chance  in  a  little  while,  for  they  suddenly  fired 
their  carbines  at  the  party  they  were  in  pursuit  of,  and  the  report  rang  loudly  in 
the  morning  air. 

•'Who's  hurt?"  cried  Clauie. 

"  No  one^"  said  Dick  and  Jack  both  at  once. 

"  That  will  do,  then..     Now,  ihen,  we  can  bid  them  good-by." 

They  were  upon  the  level  road,  and  the  pace  they  went  at  was  so  prodigDus, 
that  they  soon  left  the  soldiers  far  behind  them.  It  is  no  exaggeration  to  say 
that  they  covered  three  feet  of  ground  to  the  soldiers'  two  feet,  so  that  the  pro- 
gress out  of  their  way  was  rather  considerable. 

Claude,  however,  had  no  wish  to  go  just  then  right  away  into  the  country, 
and  he  knew  very  well  that  to  hij  right  hand  he  would  soon  come  to  a  lane  that 
would  lead  him  round  by  Hanger  Hill  towarJs  London  ai.ain,  and  he  slackened 
his  speed  a  iittle  when  he  saw  that  the  lane  was  close  at  hand. 

"This  way,"  he  shouted,  as  he  dashed  up  it. 

"  Hurrah  !"  cried  Dick.     "  Here  we  are." 

Claude  pursued  the  lane  for  a  mde  before  he  drew  rein,  and  then  grauually 
pulling  up  his  horse,  he  cried  out — 

**  Now,  who  will  get  up  a  tree,  and  look  for  the  Philistines?'* 

**  I  will  do  that,"  said  Jack.  "  My  horse  will  stand  still,  and  spare  me  one- 
half  of  the  trouble.  lean  get  upon  his  bjck,  and  then  standing,  I  can  reach  a 
bough  that  otherwise  I  should  be  some  time  gettin  j  at." 

"  Do  it.  Jack,  at  once    then.     Shall  I  hold  your  horse  ?'* 

"  No,  he  will  move  if  you  do." 

J  JCi  patted  the  horse  for  a  few  moments,  and  the  creature  seemed  to  under- 
stand th  roughly  what  he  intendea  it  to  do,  for  it  stood  perfectly  still,  while  Jack 
clambered  on  to  its  back,  and  then  stood  on  the  saddle.  He  had  taken  his 
position  under  the  bough  of  a  large  chestnut  tree,  which  he  could  then  just  reach, 
and  he  quick  y  drew  himself  up  into  the  body  of  the  tree,  and  gained  apositio.a 
Bome  thirty  feet  or  so  from  the  level  of  the  ground. 

*' Can  you  see  them?"  said  Claude. 

*'Yes." 

**Ab,  indeed;  where  are  they?'* 

**  Holdmg  a  council  of  war  at  the  corner  of  the  lane.  They  don't  seem  to 
know  which  way  to  go  yet.  Yes  they  do.  They  are  going  aloTg  the  road,  but 
reluctantly  to  all  appearance.     One  of  them  points  up  this  lane." 

"  Then  he  is  the  wisest  among  them." 

**The  others  overrule  h  m,  and  they  all  go  on.  We  are  quite  safe.  They  are 
off  and  away.'* 

"Co  i  e  down,  ihen,  Jack.'* 

"  What  am  I  to  (io  with  this  fellow  behind  me  ?"  said  Dick.  "  I  am  r'ither 
ti:ed  of  him,  I  can  te  1  you  ;  and  the  sooner  y^u  rid  me  of  him  the  better.'* 

"  We  will  leave  him  here,"  said  Claude.  "  Come,  Mr.  Tom  Brereton,  you 
know  quite  well  that  f  we  were  to  hang  you  to  the  first  convenient  branch  of  a 
tree  we  came  to,  it  would  be  serving  yo..  as  you  deserve  at  our  hands;  but  you  are 
such  a  fool,  that  1  cannot  bring  my  mind  to  do  it." 

Tom  Bercton  made  no  reply. 

"Untie  the  reins,"  said  Dick,  "and  take  bim  down.  He  is  leaning  with  all 
the  weight  he  cau  upon  my  back." 

•*  He  is  dead  I"  said  Claude. 

*'  Dead  1" 

Dick  gave  such  a  start,  that  his  horse  took  the  alarm,  and  reared  »nd  plunged 
S0,  that  he  had  some  difficulty  in  getting  the  creature  to  be  quiet  again. 

"  Woa  ! — woa !— easy !    You  don't  mean  to  say  that  he  is  dead,  Claude  ?" 

*'  You  will  soon  see," 
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Claude  unfastened  the  rein  ihat  had  attached  Tom  Breretoa  to  Dick,  and  then 
Tom  fell  heavily  fiom  the  horse  to  the  ground. 

"  There  he  lies,"  added  Claude.  *  He  is  quite  d-  ad,  and  I  can  easily  com- 
prehend how  it  h  s  happened.     The  fact  is,  Dick,  he  has  saved  your  life  1" 

**  Saved  my  life  ?" 

*•  1f  es.  When  the  soldiers  fired,  the  bullet  that  would  have  "taken  effect  in  your 
back,  took  effect  in  his,  and  the  distance  was  too  great  fjr  it  to  go  through  you 
both,  or  you  would  both  have  caught  it." 

Dick  dismounted,  and  looked  silently  at  Tom  Brereton   for  a  few  moments 
Then  he  said  — 

"Well,  I  little  thought  when  I  c ffered  to  take  him  on  my  horse,  that  I  was 
doing  what  would  save  me  from  death  ;  but,  after  all,  I  must  confess,  that  I 
would  much  rather  him  than  myself  caught  the  bullet.'' 

"  Particularly,"  said  Duval,  "  as  it  was  fi'ed  by  his  friends,  and  not  by  one  oi 
ours." 

"Yes;  that  makes  all  the  difference,  I  admit." 

By  this  time  Jack  had  dropped  from  the  tree,  and  was  looking  at  Tom 
Brereton. 

"Ah,"  he  said,  "  there's  an  end  of  him  now,  at  all  events.  He  won't 
trouble  us  any  Icnger.  The  fool  has  brought  his  own  destructioa  upon  his  own 
head.' 

"  Hush,*  said  Claude,  *•  I  hear  the  sound  of  wheels." 

They  all  listened,  and  quite  plainly  he^rd  the  sound  of  carriage  wheels  in  the 
lane.  The  vehicle,  whatever  it  was,  was  not  proceeding  at  a  very  great  rate^so 
they  had  time  to  consider  what  they  had  better  do. 


CHAPTER  CCXLIX. 

THE  FRIENDS  ACQUIRE  A  VERY  LARGE  BOOTY. 

The  approach  of  the  vehicle,  whatever  it  was,  that  was  plainly  to  be  heard, 
had  the  effect  of  hastening  their  resolves  concerning  what  they  vere  to  do  with 
the  dead  body  of  Tom  Brereton. 

*'The  best  thing  in  the  world,*'  said  Dick  Turpin,  '*  is  to  put  it  through  the  hedge 
into  the  meadow,  and  leave  it  to  be  found  or  not  by  any  one  who  may  chance  to 
be  passing  across  the  fields.'* 

"  Very  well,"  said  Claude.  "I'll  ^ake  him.  He  and  1  were  tolerably  well 
acquainted  while  he  lived,  and  so  I  don't  much  mind  pulling  him  along  now  that 
he  ia  dead.  Come,  Master  Tom  Brereton,  you  and  I  will  go  together  through 
the  hedge,  and  that  is  almost  the  last  that  I  want  to  have  to  do  with  you." 

With  these  -words,  Claude  picked  up  the  body,  and  foced  it  through  a  weak 
part  of  the  hedge  on  to  the  green  sward  of  the  meadow  adjoining  the  side  of  the 
lane,  and  then  replacing  as  well  as  he  could  hastily  the  displaced  brnaches  of  the 
briers,  he  rejoined  his  companions. 

*'  Look  out ;  it's  a  gig  that  is  coming,''  said  Dick. 

Claude  stood  by  his  horse,  and  looked  in  the  direction  the  vehicle  was 
coming,  and  saw  that,  as  Dick  said,  it  was  a  gig.  In  it  was  seated  a  white  faced 
maa  with  a  white  cravat,  so  alarmingly  tight,  that  it  was  evidently  quite  a  matter 
of  impossibility  for  him  to  turn  his  head  in  any  direction  without  moving  his 
whole  body  likewise. 

At  the  sight  of  the  three  men  and  horses,  the  gig  was  stopped,  and  a  look  of 
intense  alarm  came  over  the  countenance  of  the  driver  of  it, 

"  Hilloa  !"  he  said,  "  who  are  you  ?" 

Claude  walked  up  to  him  with  an  easy  air. 

"  Why,  sir,'' he  said,  **  as  you  are  a  g  etleman,  we  don't  mind  telling  you  that 
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Mie  are  on  the  look  out  for  three  highwaymen  upon  the  road,  and  that  the  noto- 
rious Claude  Duval  is  one  of  them. 
*'  You  don't  say  so?" 

"  Yes,  I  do ;  but,  somehow,  the  villains  have  baffled  us  as  yet,  and  we  cannot 
find  them,  so  we  were  jast  consulting  what  to  do," 
"  And  are  you  sure  they  are  hereabouts  ?" 
*'  Oh,  yes ;  we  traced  them  up  this  lane." 

"  Oh,  what  an  escape  for  me  !     What  an  escape  !     I  am  the  Reverend  Peter 
Holmes,  and  am  going  to   the   Bank   of  England  with  a  draft  signed   by  the 
chairman  and  secretary  of  the  Society  for   the    Spiritual   Kegeneration    of    the 
1   younger  children  of  Timbuctoo.     The  draft  is  for  a  thousand  pounds." 
I       *'  Indeed,  sir !     It  is  quite  a  good  thing  you   did  not  encounter   some  unscru- 
pulous person  who  might  have  taken  it  from  you," 

"  Oh,  but  if  they  hod,  they  would  not  have  paid  it  at  the  bank,  for  they  know 
me  very  well,  and  have  orders  not  to  pay  ihe  money  to  any  one  else." 
''  Then,  sir,  I  presume  that  you  are  quite  safe" 

*'  Oh,  but  I  have  to  come  back  with  it,  because  it  has  to  be  decided  between 
me  end  the  chairman  and  the  secretary — that  is  to  say,  we  have  to  settle  how  it 
is  to  be  used  for  the  pious  purposes  for  which  it  was  collected." 

"  Exactly,  sir.  All  we  can  do  is  to  wish  you  good  speed  on  your  journey, 
tind  to  beg  of  you  to  be  very  careful  how  you  get  back  with  the  money." 

The  reverend  gentleman  seemed  to  be  considering  for  a  few  moments,  aud  then 
he  said— 

^'  Could  I,  do  you  think,  in  a  reasonable  way,  make  it  worth  your  while  to  go 
with  me  to  the  Bank  of  England,  and  come  bick  with  me  to  my  house,  as  a  pro- 
tection against  the  highwaymen  you  mention  ?" 

"  It  is  likely  enough,  sir.  We  should  be  very  happy,  of  course,  to  give  you 
any  protection  in  our  power  upon  the  occasion,  I  am  quite  sure." 

"  Then,  I  tell  vou  what,  young  man,  you  seem  to  be  a  very  respectable  officer, 
indeed,  and  I  will  give  five  guiue-^s  amongst  you,  if  you  can  manage  to  protect  me 
to  the  bank  and  back  a.  ain,  with  my  gig  and  my  money." 

"  Allow  me,  sir,  to  consult  with  ro^  brotiier  officers  a  moment,  and  I  daresay 
we  shall  find  a  means  of  meeting  your  wishes."^ 
"  Certainly — certainly,  ihat  is  quite  correct.*' 

Duval,  who  could  hardly  keep  his  countenance,  as  bespoke  to  the  parson  who 
thus  desired  his  protection,  walked  up  to  Dick  and  Jack,  who  had  kept  at  a  little 
distance,  and  said  to  them — 

"  Did  you  hear  what  we  said  to  each  other?" 
«  Yes — yes." 

**  Well,  I  don't  know  a  better  chance  of  a  thousand  pounds  than  this.  There 
is  no  doubt  but  it  has  been  subscribed  by  fools,  to  go  into  the  pockets  of  hypo- 
crites, and  we  had  much  better  have  it  than  they." 

"But  how  can  it  be  done — shall  we  wait  for  him  here  ?" 
**If  we  all  do   so,  he  will   be  sure,   after  what   X  have  told  him,  to  get  an 
escort  of  officers  home  with  him.     Now,  what  1  propose  is,  that  you  two  should 
wait  here,  while  I  go  to  the  bank  with  him,  in  his  gig,  and  bring  him  back  to  this 
spot  with  the  money,  where  you  two  can  rob  us  of  it." 
"  A  good  joke,'*  said  Dick.  • 

'^  Capital,"  said  Jack.  "  Why,  it  wouldn't  take  you  above  two  hours  to  go 
there  and  come  back  again.  We  can  easily  take  a  rest  here  until  you 
return." 

"  You  must  take  charge  of  my  horse,  too." 
"  "  Ob,  yes.    That,  you  know,  you  can  leave  us  to  do,  Claude,  with  perfect  con- 

!   fidence." 

!       "I  do.  Jack;  so  now,  I  think,  we  understand  all  about  it ;  and  of  all  things 

in  the  world,  I  feel  inclined  to  get  possession  of  the  money,  that  has   beea  so 

stupidly  subscribed  to  be  so  villanously  useJi." 
1       '♦  Well,  Mr.  Officer,"  said  the  parson,  **  hare  you  made  up  your  mind  ?^* 
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♦•  Yes,  sir,'*  said  Claude,  advancing  to  the  gig  again,  "my  two  comrades,  as 
they  have  been  specially  ordered  by  the  Secretary  of  State  to  remain  here  upon 
the  look-out  for  Duval  and  his  associates,  dare  not  leave  the  spot ;  but  I  will 
leave  my  horse  to  their  care,  and  ride  with  you  to  town  and  back  again  ;  and  I 
ean  only  say,  that  it  will  seed  to  be  a  bold  fellow  who  will  take  anything  from 
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you  while  I  am  with  you,  fori  am  well  armed,  and  so  very  scrupulous  how  I  i83 
my  weapons  when  there  is  occasion." 

As  he  spoke,  Claude  took  his  pistols  from  his  pocket  and  liegan  to  examine  the 
flints,  which  warlike  demonstration  had  quite  an  effect  upon  the  parson,  and  made 
him  more  than  ever  anxieus  to  secure  the  seryices  of  one  who  would  be  so  efficient 
a  safeguard  in  case  of  danger. 


No.  132. 
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**  Very  well/'  he  said,  "  if  you  can  manage  to  come,  I  shall  be  well  pleased, 
and  you  may  depend  upon  receiving  your  reward." 

*'  You  will  be  so  good,  sir,  if  you  please  as  not  to  say  anything  to  anybody  about 
the  reward,  as  we,  of  course,  are  bound  to  do  these  kind  of  jobs  for  nothing,  you 
know,  sir,'* 

"Oh,  no,  I  won't  say  anything." 

'■*  Thank  you.  sir,  then  I  will  accompany  you  with  the  greatest  pleasure,  and  1 
certainly  promise  you  that  no  highwayman  shall  have  a  chance  of  robbing  you 
while  I  am  with  you." 

*'  I  am  quite  pleased,"  said  the  parson ;  •*  upon  my  life,  I  do  feel  now  something 
like  secure.  The  idea  of  me  driving  through  these  green  lanes  and  such  a  hardened 
and  diabolical  ruflSan  as  Claude  Duval  in  them," 

"It  was  a  risk/"  said  Claude,  as  he  got  into  the  gig.  "  Good-by,  comrades.  I 
shall  soon  be  back  with  you." 

"Pehaps  you  don't  mind  driving?"  said  the  parson. 

"  Not  a  bit.  I  will  do  so  with  pleasure  ;  and  if  you  will  permit  me  to  go  at  a 
good  pace,  as  I  see  your  horse  is  quite  capable  of  it,  I  shall  be  glad,  as  the 
sooner  I  rejoin  my  comrades  the  better.  They  might  not,  you  see,  sir,  without  me 
be  quite  a  match  for  Claude  Duval." 

"  Certainly — certainly.     What  is  your  name  ?" 
"  Bland." 

"  What,  are  you  Bland,  the  well  known  officer  of  Bow  Street  ?" 
*'  The  same,  sir,  at  your  service." 

*'  Tm  quite  delighted,  and  I  do  believe  from  all  I  hare  heard  of  you,  that  you 
area  match  for  any  highwayman  that  ever  tvas.  Now,  indeed,  I  feel  calm  and 
secure,  and  I  know  that  the  money  is  quite  safe." 

"You  may  think  of  anything  you  like,  air,  for  the  money  is  just  as  safe,  to 
my  thinking,  as  if  it  were  in  my  pocket." 

"  Ha  !  ha  !  Mr.  Bland  ;  but  I  would  rather  have  it  in  n  y  own,  you  know.'*  ,' 
*' Of  course,  sir." 

Claude  put  the  horse  to  speed,  and  was  soon  clear  of  the  green  lane.  Once 
upon  the  high-road,  he  knew  that  he  was  leaving  his  foes  behind  him  ;  as,  from 
the  rrport  of  Jack,  he  was  sure  that  they  had  gone  right  on  towards  Haawell 
and  Southall ;  so  he  went  rapidly  to  London  without  fear  of  recognition. 

it  was  lucky  for  Duval  that  he  was  dressed  plainly.  The  fact  was,  th»t  he 
always,  when  he  went  to  the  farm,  dressed  himself  as  unlike  his  general  appear- 
ance en  the  road  as  possible,  so  that  no  one  would  be  likely  to  know  him  seated 
quietly  in  the  gig  by  the  side  of  the  parson. 

"  I  kope,  sir,"  said  Duval,  "  that  your   benevolent  intentions   respecting  the 
youthful  population  of  Timbuctco  will  be  successful,^ 
"Oh,  ah,  yes— to  be  sure." 
**  Is  the  mission  a  very  successful  one,  sir  ?" 

"  Pretty  well,  pretty  well.    They  are  worthy  ladies  who  subscribe  to  it ;  and 
as  long  as  there  is  a  reverend  gentleman  at  the  head  of  the  affair,  and  another  for 
the'  secretary,  and  a  nobleman  for  ttie  chairman,  they  don't  mind." 
'Don't  mind  what,  sirl" 
"  Come,  come,  Mr.  Bland,  you  are  rather  too  curioas.'* 

"I  hope  not,  sir.     For  my  part  I  would  rather  see   the  money  in  your  pocket, 
than    hear  of  its  going  to  Africa,  for  I  am  sure  it  would  be  of  more  use  to  you. 
There's   an    old  lady,  now,  that  I  know  something  of,  who  has  got  ten  thousand 
pounds  to  leave,  and  she  don't  know  which  of  the  societies  to  wiil  it  to." 
"  You  don't  mean  that,  Mr.  Bland  ?" 
''I  do,  sir." 

'*  My  dear  Bland,  and  do  you  know  her?" 

"Quite  well,  sir,  andshe    has  asked  me  to  inquire  about  the  different  societies 
for  the  conversion  of  the  heathen,  that  she  may  be  guided  by  my  report." 

Claude   was   merely   throwing    out   a  bait    to    gain    the  confidence    of  the 
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parson,   as    he  was    not   a  little  curious    to   know    how    such    affairs    were 
managed. 

*'  My  dear  M/.  Bland,  allow  me  to  assure  you,  that  if  you  can  on!y  induce 
her  to  leave  her  money  to  our  society,  she  will  be  highly  gratified." 

"  What,  when  she  is  dead  V 

*'No— no.     I  mean  that  you  will  be  highly  gratified." 

"I  don't  see  hove  it  is  to  gratify  me,  sir  ;  for  between  you  and  rae,  I  think  all 
the  money  that  is  spent,  or  said  to  be  spent,  in  converting  little  blackamoors, 
had  better  have  been  given  to  the  poor  and  the  destitute  of  oar  own  country." 

"  Wei),  well,  Mr.  Bland,  you  are  a  man  of  the  world." 

*'  I  rather  think  I  am,  sir." 

"  Not  a  doubt  of  it;  and  of  course  you  do  the  best  you  can  for  yourself,  like 
every  one  else  in  this  sinful  sphere." 

"  Rather,  sir." 

*'Then,  Mr.  Bland,  I  feel  that  I  may  trust  you  with  a  degree  of  confidence 
that  i  should  be  very  sorry  to  have  in  everybody.  If  you  will  induce  the  old 
lady  you  mention  to  leave  her  ten  thousand  pounds  to  oar  societ}',  you  shall  have 
five  hundred  pounds  for  yourself.     I  ^ive  you  my  word  for  that  amount." 

*' Five  hundred  pounds?  That  is  not  much  out  often  thousand  pounds. 
Make  it  a  thousand  pounds,  and  it's  done." 

•'  Done  !" 

"  You  will  give  me  a  thousand  pounds  if  the  old  lady  leijves  her  property  to 
your  society  ?     That  you  clsarly  and  distinctly  promise  ?" 

*'  That  1  clearly  and  distinctly  promise." 

*'  Then  consider  you  have  got  it ;  and  all  I  can  say  is,  that  if  you  send  one 
penny  piece  of  it  to  Africa,  you  are  not  the  sort  of  gentleman  Ihope  you  are," 

**  I  d'.  n't  intend.  Between  you  and  me,  my  friend,  I  don't  believe  there 
is  such  a  place   at  all   as   Timbuctoo  ;  and   if  there  is,  all    the  little  Heathens 

there    may  go   to    the -,  you   understand,  before   they    get  any    money    out 

of  me." 

"All  right." 

The  parson  nodded  and  laughed. 

"  But  how  do  you  get  the  people  to  subscribe  >" 

**  Why,  our  principal  assistants  are  Lord  Crashley,  and  a  Mr,  Gabble.  They 
are  both  men  eaten  up  with  personal  vanity,  an  J  they  have  no  abilities  to  make 
themselves  public  men  in  a  wav  that  men  of  talent  cau  do  ;  so  they  take  up 
what  is  known  as  the  '  Public  Charity  Dodge.' " 

*'  And  the  officials  pocket  the  money  ?" 

*'  Exactly." 

"But  QDn't  these  men  subscribe  a  great  ''eal  of  money.*' 

"Oh,  dear  no.  Ttiey  only  give  their  names  as  decoy  ducks  to  others.  Catch 
them  sub-cibing!  It's  quite  the  other  way  ;  and  it's  an  understood  thing  that 
they  are  never  to  be  called  upon  for  any  money,  so  they  put  their  names  down  for 
something  handsO'iiC,  and  then  never  give  it  another  thought.  That's  how  they 
do  it." 

*' Well,''  said  Claude,  "  one  must  live  and  learn  in  this  world;  and,  certainly, 
it  don't  improve  upon  acquaintan  e,  I  must  say." 

"Well,  perhaps  it  don't;  but  don't  you  forget  the  old  lady,  Mr.  Bland,  and 
the  ten  thou>and  pounds." 

*'  That  you  may  depend  I  will  not." 

The  horse  in  the  gi?  under  the  skilful  guidance  of  Claude  Duval,  went  at  a  capi- 
tal pace,  so  that  Oxford  Street  was  soon  gained.  There  was  not  at  that  time—  |i 
blessed  quiet  time  ! — one  carriage  in  the  streets  of  London  to  a  hundred  that  are  ji 
now,  so  that  there  was  no  difficulty  in  driving  right  on  to  the  Bank  of  England,  |[ 
which  now  is  only  to  be  arrived  at  in  any  vehicle  cf  less  size  than  an  omnibus,  j- 
aiter  half  a  dozen  stoppages,  and  the  risk  (/f  being  smashed  to  pieces.  j 

No  one  on  the  line  of  road  took  the  smallest  notice   of  Duval,    although,    no    |i 
doubt,  he  passed  many  persons  who  v  ould  not  have  been  a  little  pleased  to  hare   I'l 
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cried  out  his  name,  and  apprehended  him.  The  parson  leant  back  in  the  gig 
with  quite  a  contented  air,  little  suspecting  who  it  was  he  was  in  companionship 
with  in  that  vehicle. 

The  bank  was  reached,  and  while  Duval  waited  in  the  gig,  the  reverend  gen- 
tleman went  to  get  his  cheque  changed,  with  the  proceeds  of  which  he  very  shortly 
returned.  Claude  was  rather  anxious  to  know  if  all  wpre  guineas,  or  if  he  had 
taken  any  notes,  for  the  latter  was  not  of  much  value  to  any  one  in  the  line  of 
business  that  Duval  was.  The  bag  in  which  the  parson  had  the  money  wa» 
heavy. 

"All  gold?"  f aid  Duval. 

*'  No.     Five  hundred  pounds  in  gold;  and  the  rest  in  cotes." 

**0h,  that's  pretty  well ;  and,  now,  sir,  I  presume  we  have  nothing  to  do  but 
to  get  back  again  as  quickly  as  we  possibly  can  ?" 

"  That  is  all,  my  friend  ;  and  you  may  depend  upon  your  reward  as  soon  as  you 
get  back  to  my  house." 

"  I  make  no  doubt  of  my  reward,"  said  Claude,  "  and  did  not  from  the  first  ; 
and  I  cannot  help  thinking  that  it  is  a  very  good  two  hour's  work." 

*'  Pretty  fair  ;  but  I  hope  you  will  sometimes  have  a  better." 

*•  Sir,  you  are  exceedingly  kind,  and  I  can  only  say  that  /  cordially  agiee  in 
that  hope,  so  very  delightfully  uttered." 

**  1  told  the  officer  who  is  on  duty  at  the  bank  that  T  had  you  with  me,  and  he 
said  he  knew  you  quite  well,  and  would  have  come  out  to  see  you  if  he  had  had 
time." 

"  What  an  escape!"  thought  Claude.  *' And  so  he  had  not  time  to  come  and 
say,  *  How  do  you  do/  to  a  friend  ?" 

"  No ;  he  was  waiting  to  speak  to  one  of  the  bank  directors  who  was  expected 
to  come  out  every  minute  ;  but  he  told  me  to  remember  him  to  you.'* 

This  was  a  piece  of  real  good  luck,  for  if  the  constable  at  the  bank  had  only 
stepped  out  to  the  street  the  plot  must  in  a  moment  have  been  blown  to  the  winds 
by  his  repudiating  any  knowledge  of  Claude  Duval,  and  distinctly  averring  that 
he  was  not  Bland,  the  officer. 

If  possible,  Claude  put  the  parson's  horse  more  upon  its  mettle  in  going  back 
to  the  green  lane,  near  Hanger  Hill,  than  in  coming  from  it,  so  that  Oxford  Street 
was  passed,  and  Tyburn  Gate  dashed  through  at  a  strapping  pace.  The  parson, 
indeed,  requested  that  h«  would  not  go  quite  so  fast,  so  that  Claude  was  compelled 
to  moderate  his  speed  a  little;  but  still,  with  all  that,  the  pretty  little  green  lane 
was  very  soon  in  sight. 


'.^.4 


CHAPTER  CCL. 

CLAUDE    REJOINS    HIS    COMPANIONS,    AND   THEY    GO    TO    A   WEDDING, 

**  Why,  here  are  some  soldiers,"  said  the  parson. 

At  that  word,  soldiers,  Claude  looked  up  rather  hurriedlj^  for  he  had  lapsed 
into  a  sort  of  reverie  upon  the  folly  of  people  who  part  with  their  money  to  enrich 
charitable  and  religious  societies,  and  thus  deprive  themselves  of  one  of  the  greatest 
pleasures  that  the  world  can  bestow  upon  human  nature — the  pleasure  of  personally 
doing  gocd. 

"  Soldiers  I"  he  said.    "  What  soldiers  V 

"  Why,  soldiers  on  horseback.    Don't  you  see  them,  Mr.  Bland  ?" 

<*  Oh,  yes." 

Rather  to  his  chagrin,  we  will  not  say  alarm,  for  Duval  was  not  the  sort  of 
man  to  be  alarmed  exactly,  he  saw  coming  evidently  back,  tired  and  dusty  from 
their  fruitless  chase  after  him  and  his  companions,  the  five  soldiers  and  the  two 
officers  who  accompanied  them.  Claude  Duval  felt  in  a  moment  that  he  was 
rather  in  very  great  danger  indeed,  or  Hone  at  all. 
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"  Ye«^*'  he  said,  "  I  see  them,  sir.  They  must  have  been  upon  extraordinary 
duty,  for  they  look  rather  fatigued  and  tired." 

The  great  thing  for  Duval  to  find  out  now  was  if  either  of  the  officers  knew  him 
personally.  The  strong  probability  was  that  they  did,  for,  otherwise,  it  would  not 
have  done  them  much  good  to  select  them  to  accompany  the  soldiery. 

•*  Oh,  dear,"  said  Claude,  suddenly  putting  his  handkerchief  up  to  his  face  ; 
"  did  you  ever  have  the  tooth-ache,  sir  ?" 

"Dear  me,  yea,  but  not  of  late  years,  Mr.  Bland.  Have  you  got  it  now, 
sir?" 

**  I  have,  indeed.  Oh,  such  a  shooting  pain  !  It  is  really  enough  to  drive 
any  one  quite  mad.     Oh— oh — oh!" 

"Well,  that  is  very  unfortunate,  indeed.  But  have  patience  :  it  cannot  last 
very  long,  coming  on  in  such  a  violent  manner." 

"  Oh,  can't  it,  though  !  Pray,  sir,  take  the  reins ;  I  cannot  see  to  drive.  I  do 
hope  it  will  go  away,  soon.  ' 

Duval  fell  as  far  back  in  "the  gig  as  he  could  conveniently  go,  and  almost 
entirely  covered  up  his  face  with  his  handkerchief,  so  that  but  very  little  of  him 
could  be  seen,  and  then  he  waited  the  coming  up  of  the  soldiers. 

"  Sir  !"  he  said  to  the  parson,  "  sir  I" 

«' Well,  what,  Mr.  Bland?" 

"  I  have,  by  accompanying  you  to  London,  sir,  gone  out  of  the  sphere  of  my 
duty,  for  you  know,  sir,  as  I  told  you,  I  was  ordered,  by  the  Secretary  of  State, 
to  keep  watch  for  Duval  in  the  green  lanes,  and  as  both  these  officers  know  me, 
without  a  doubt — for  what  officer  of  the  police  does  not  know  Bland  ? — I  should 
be  glad  if  the  did  not  recognise  me." 

"  But  what  can  I  do  ?" 

'*  Will  you  be  so  good  as  to  say  that  I  am  your  servant?'* 

*'  Oh,  no,  T  cannot,  Mr.  Bland.  lam  quite  surprised  that  you  should  ask  one 
of  my  sacred  profession  to  lie." 

"  Why,  it's  as  easy  as  thieving,"  said  Duval. 

•*  As  what,  sir  ?" 

"Nothing — nothing.  I  did  but  jest,  I  was  thinking  of  the  society  for  the 
conversion  of  the  little  blackamoors  at  Timbuctoo,  that  was  all,  sir;  but  without 
any  violence  to  your  conscience,  you  can  say  I  am  a  sick  friend  of  yours,  for  if  I 
get  the  old  lady's  ten  thousand  pounds,  you  know,  I  shall  be  a  friend  cf  yours.'* 

'*  So  you  will,  Mr.  Bland,  so  you  wi  1,  and  as  I  certainly  do  not  wish  to  get  you 
into  any  trouble  on  account  of  neglecting  your  duty  to  come  with  me,  I  will 
shield  you  as  much  as  I  can." 

*'  Thank  you,  sir." 

By  the  time  this  little  agreement  was  entered  into  between  Claude  and  the 
parson,  the  soldiers  had  reached  the  spot,  and  the  officers  of  police  rode  up  to 
the  gig. 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  one,  •*  did  you  meet  any  suspicious  characters  on  the 
road?" 

•'  No,*  said  the  parson, 

"  Oh— oh  !"  said  Duval. 

'*  What  is  the  matter  with  the  gentleman  V*  said  the  other  officer. '  '*  Is 
he  ill?" 

"  Yes,"  said  the  parson.  "  He  is  a  sick  friend  of  mine,  poor  fellow,  and  he  is 
suffering  great  pain  from  the  toothache,  I  assure  you,  gentlemen.  Pray  who  are 
you  looking  for  ?" 

**  Claude  Duval  and  his  associates." 

"Then  I  sincerely  hope  you  may  find  them.  I  have  been  to  London  on  some 
business,  and  should  have  been  afraid  to  go  but  for  the  company  of  this  friend  of 
mine,  who  was  a  sort  of  protection  to  me  on  the  road.'' 

'*  And  pray,  sir,  who  are  you  ?"  said  the  officer  who  had  first  spoken,  looking 
rather  inquisitively  at  the  parson  and  Claude.  *'  We  are  bound  to  be  rather  par- 
ticular who  we  let  pass  on  the  road,  I  assure  you." 
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-^  *'  You  may  be  as  particular  as  you  like.     I  am  the  rector  of  the  parislif  ' 

"  You  may  be,  sir,  but  we  don't  know  it,  and  we  dou't  take  your  word  for  it 
exactly.     Pray  consider  yourself  in  custody." 

*•  In  custodyl" 

**  Come — come,  no  resistance,  if  you  please,  or  xre  shall  clap  a  pair  of  darbies 
upon  you  and  your  friend  in  a  moment.'' 

*'  Darbies  ?     Who  is  Darbies,  my  friend  ?*' 

Duval  very  gently  put  his  hand  into  his  breast-pocket,  and  grasped  the  stoek 
of  a  double-barrelled  pistol.  He  was  resolved  that  he  would  not  be  taken  without 
a  struggle,  but  at  the  moment  that  he  thought  that  struggle  was  quite  invevitablej 
there  rode  up  to  the  spot  a  livery  servant  on  horseback,  who  was  going  towards 
town. 

**  What's  the  matter  ?"  he  cried. 

**  Oh,  that's  right !"  said  the  parson.  "  You  know  me.  I  think  you  are  Mr. 
Price's  groom,  are  you  not  ?" 

**  I  am,  sir,"  said  the  servant,  touching  his  hat. 

**  Well,  then,  1  believe  these  police  officers  merely  mistake  me  for  Claude  Duval 
the  highwayman  :  will  you  have  the  goodness  to  say  who  I  am?" 

"Oh,  yes,  sir,  certainiy;  yo»a  are  the  rector  of  the  parish,  sir,  as  everyone  in 
this  neighbourhood  knows  quite  well." 

"There,"  said  the  parson,  "are  you  satisfied  now  ?" 

"Quite  so,  sir,"  said  the  officer,  with  a  chagrined  air.  "But  you  will  excuse 
us,  sir,  as  we  have  a  very  difficult  duty  to  perform,  indeed." 

''Don't  say  another  word  about  it  ;  as  you  are  after  that  rascal  Claude  Duval, 
the  highwayman,  I  can  excuse  anytiiing  that  arises  from  zeal  in  the  performance 
of  your  du'y,  in  that  particular ;  only  I  do  think  that  I  look  more  like  a  gentleman 
than  a  highwayman." 

The  officers  were  very  much  mortified  that  they  had  made  such  a  mistake,  and 
kept  making  excuses,  while  Duval  was  in  an  agony  at  the  stupid  delay  of  the 
parson,  now  that  he  might  proceed  wi  hout  any  hinJerance  to  his  doing  so. 

"  Go  on — go  on,"  he  said,  in  a  low  tone. 

The  parson  touched  the  horse  with  his  whip,  and  off  they  went  again.  Each 
moment  that  he  left  now  his  enemies  behind  him  was  a  moment  of  intense  grati- 
fication to  Duval,  fur  as  they  vver^  \»toceeding  to  town,  and  he  was  going  from  it, 
the  distance  between  him  and  them  increased  with  great  rapidity,  and  he  wrs 
rejoiced  accordingly. 

"  How  is  your  toothache  ?"  said  the  parson  as  he  turned  his  horse's  head  up 
the  green  lane. 

'' Better." 

"  Ah,  I  told  yon  how  it  would  be,  but  you  did  not  believe  me.  Folks,  when  Ihey 
are  suffering  from  pain,  never  listen  to  reas'^n  ;  but  such  a  sudden  and  violent  ac- 
cession of  the  toothache  could  not  possibly  last  long." 

*•'  You  are  right,  sir  ;  it  is  gradually  dying  away." 

"Did  you  know  either  of  those  officers,  Mr.  Bland?" 

"Oh,  yes,  both  of  them  well.     One  of  them  is  named  Fat,  and  the  other  Ta^" 

"  How  very  odd.     Fat  and  Taf.      Why,  its  just  ihe  letters  reversed." 

"Exactly  so,  sir.  And  how  here  vce  are  where  we  started  from,  and  my  tooth- 
ache, which  I  do  believe  comes  on  just  at  the  convenient  moment  when  it  was 
necessary  for  me  to  hide  my  face  from  my  fiiends,  has  gone  again," 

"  Why,  you  schemer,"  said  the  parson.     '*  I  don't  now  believe  for  a  moment 

at  you  had  the  toothache  at  ail,  though  I  coufess  you  took  me  in  at  the 
moment.'' 

"  Did  I,  though  ?" 

"Yes,  you  did  ;  you  acted  it  capitally,  I  will  say.  But  I  don't  see  your  brother 
officers  yet.     They  ought  to  be  hereabouts  I  think." 

*' We  shall  see  them,  sir,  in  good  time,  never  fear  ;  but  now  that  we  are  in 
this  quiet  lane,  where  we  are  tolerably  secure  from  interruption,  I  will  let  you  into 
as  ecret  that  very  much  concerns  the  cne  thousand  pounds  you  have  with  you." 
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"  Concerns  my  one  thousand  pounds  !     You  don't  mean  it,  do  you  ?* 

"  Yes,  I  du.» 

"  1  hen,  for  Heaven's  sake,  Mr.  Bland,  tell  it  to  me  at  once.  Do  not  keep  me 
in  ignorance  another  moment." 

"  I  do  not  like  to  tell  it  to  you  very  hurriedly,  for  fear  it  should  be  too  great  a 
shock  to  your  feelings.*' 

'•  Bother  take  my  feelings  »  I  have  eg  feeling,  and  never  had,  but  for  my 
n-.nney.  Anything  that  concerns  my  money  is  everything  to  me.  Pray,  Mr, 
Bland,  do  not  keep  me  in  suspense,  for  that  is  the  worst  of  all." 

"  I  will  not,  then.  You  will  recollect  that  when  I  first  met  you  upon  this 
gpot  it  was  I  who  gave  you  the  information  that  Claude  Duval,  the  notorious 
higliwayman,  was  about  this  neighbourhood." 

*'  Yes — yes." 

**  Well,  no  one  could  be  better  able  to  give  you  that  information,  to  a  certainty, 
than  myself.' 

"  Of  course  not." 

"  Because  I  am  that  individual  1" 

*'  You  are— that — oh,  no  —What — Murder  l" 

"  I  am  Claude  Duval  I" 

The  parson  opened  his  mouth  and  let  his  hands  drop  to  his  sides,  as  though  he 
were  about  to  give  up  the  ghost.  This  ludicrous  terror  was  highly  amusing  to 
Duval,  who  had  a  hearty  con'empt  for  the  character  of  the  parson,  as  hahad  him- 
self explained  it  to  him  (Claude).  Foi  a  few  moments  it  seemed  as  though  the 
rector  were  upon  the  point  of  fainting,  but  the  thought,  then,  of  the  jeopardy  that 
his  beloved  money  was  in,  came  over  him  and  roused  him  to  action,  and  in  a  shrill 
voicp  that  echoed  through  the  lane  again,  ne  cried — 

*■  Murder  ! — murder  ! — muider  !'' 

Duval  immediately  drew  .=.  pistol  and  placed  the  muzzle  of  it  against  his  throat, 
crying — 

**  Another  such  shout,  an-^  it  is  yonr  last  in  this  world.  1  have  but  to  press 
my  finger  slightly  upon  this  Li^  trigger,  and  your  brains  are  3cattered  in  the 
lane." 

The  parson  was  silent  in  a  muracit, 

**  Listen  to  me,"  said  Claude.  "  '*  is  such  men  as  you  who  bring  true  charity 
into  contempt  when  it  ought  to  staad  upon  the  highest  pinnacle  in  popular  esti- 
mation, instead  of  being  considered  as  one  of  the  greatest  humbugs  in  the  metro- 
polis. Notody  on  earth  now  shall  save  your  money  from  me  and  my  com- 
panions, but  if  you  will  have  it  so,  your  life  will  likewise  pay  the  penalty  of  your 
folly." 

The  parson  had  just  sense  enough  left  to  comprehend  what  was  said  to  him  by 
Duval,  and  with  a  deep  groan,  he  said— 

"  v)h,  that  I  should  have  been  such  an  idiot — oh,  that  I  should  have  actually 
carried  to  town  with  me  in  my  own  gig  the  ver  lan  1  so  much  dreaded  !  But 
say  it  is  only  a  joke.     Tell  me  agaia  that  you       c  Mr.  Bland  ?' 

"  That  I  cannot  do,  for  Claude  Duval  I  am.*' 

With  this,  Claude  placed  to  his  lips  the  .^mall  z..vzT  whistle  that  he  always  had 
in  his  waistcoat-pocket,  and  blew"  one  loud  clear  ntte.  It  was  answered  by  the 
appearance  of  Jack  and  Dick  on  the  other  side  of  ihe  hedge,  and  Dick  called 
out — 

"  Is  all  right  V 

"  Yes,  Dick.  Our  friend,  the  parson,  now  knows  who  we  really  are,  so  pray 
make  an  appearance,  and  bring  me  my  horse." 

"  Here  he  is,"  s:^id  Jack,  as  he  threw  on  one  side  some  portion  of  the  hedge 
that  they  had  employed  themselves  in  effectually  cutting  down,  so  that  it  could 
be  moved  at  a  moment's  notice  by  the  hand.  '*  Here  he  is,  and  as  fresh  as  a  rose 
in  early  morning,  Claude." 

•'  Oh,  it's  no  mistake,*  said  the  parson,  "  it*s  no  mistake!  I  see  now  that  I; 
am  completely  deceived.'* 
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"  Yes,"  said  Claude,  "  and  now  all  I  have  got  to  say  to  you  is — your  money 
and  your  life,  or  your  money  without  your  life.  Give  it  up  quietly,  and  no  harm 
will  be  done  you,  but  if  you  resist,  we  must  defend  ourselves.  We  never  resort 
to  violence  if  we  can  help  it,  and  we  don't  then  unless  it  is  quite  forced  upon  us  ; 
so  now,  sir,  you  can  please  yourself/' 

"  Take  it — oh,  take  it,"  said  the  parson  :  and  he  drew  a  bag  from  beneath  his 
seat  of  the  gig.  and  handed  it  to  Duval,  who  instantly  placed  it  in  his  coat  pocket. 

**  And  now,'*  said  Claude,  '*  allow  me  to  introduce  you  to  my  two  friends.  If 
you  please,  reverend  sir,  this  is  Dick  Turpin,  of  whom  you  may  have  heard  ?" 

"  Oh,  dear,  yes.     Ob,  the " 

**  And  this  reverend  sir,  is  Sixteen-string  Jack,  of  whom,  in  all  probability,  you 
have  likewise  heard  something  by  popular  rumours?" 

*'  Yes,  gentlemen,  I  have  heard  of  you  all.  I  can't  compliment  you  upon  your 
honesty,  bnt  if  you  let  me  go  now  at  once,  1  shall  say  that  you  did  rob  me,  cer- 
tainly, but  that  it  was  done  in  as  gentlemanly  and  good-humoured  a  style  as  possi- 
ble, considering  all  things." 

*'  We  will  not  deprive  you  of  the  opportunity  of  saying  that,"  said  Claude  ; 
*'  but  if  I  might  advise  so  clever  an  individual,  I  should  say  that  your  best  plan 
would  be  to  keep  the  whole  affair  to  yourself." 

'<  Why  so  ?" 

*'  Because  I  don't  think  it  will  tell  well ;  for,  if  you  say  much  a^out  the  robbery, 
and  make  a  racket  in  the  country  concerning  it,  I  shall  have  to  publish  what  you 
were  good  enough  to  tell  me  as  the  mode  in  which  the  money  affairs  of  pubhc 
charities  are  managed." 

"That  will  do.     Good-day." 

**  Let  him  go,"  said  Duval.     "  Ha  !— ha  !" 

*'  Ha  !— ha  !"  laughed  Jack  and  Dick.     "  Ha  !— ha  !— ha  !" 

The  parson  put  his  horse  to  a  trot,  and  when  he  got  about  one  hundred  yards 
off  he  turned  lound  in  the  chaise,  and  in  a  loud  voice  cried, — 

"Ha— ha!" 

Immediately,  then,  he  laid  the  wh;o  upon  the  horse's  back,  and  went  off  at  a 
furious  gallop,  but  he  need  not  have  done  so,  for  neither  Duval  nor  his  friends 
wished  to  pursue  him. 

*•  Well,  he  is  a  droll  fellow,"  said  Dick  ;  **  what  did  he  mean  by  that,  I  won- 
der ?  One  would  think  that  he  was  in  no  laughmg  humour,  at  all  events ;  but  it 
was  a  hearty  laugh." 

<'  It  was,"  said  Jack. 

"I  don't  comprehend,"  said  Claude  ;  "but  it  really  is  of  no  consequence.  If 
he  can  laugh  over  his  loss,  let  him." 

<*  Yes—but,"  sa'.d  Jaek,  "  I'm  afraid  he  is  laughing  over  some  scheme  he  has 
concocted  against  us ;  and  as  now  he  knows  us  all  three  well,  it  will  be  but  wise 
to  get  away  from  this  spot  as  quickly  as  possible.  We  do  not  know  what  force 
he  may  manage  to  bring  against  us."  | 

"That's  true,"  said  Duval,  as  he  mounted;  *•'  let  us  now  be  oflF,  then,  at  once. 
We  can  give  our  cattle  a  gallop,  for  they  must  be  well  rested  by  this  time ;  and  I 
suppose  they  have  feasted  upon  the  fresh  grass  1" 

*'  That  thoy  have,  Duval.     But  where  shall  we  go  V 

"  Let  us  get  across  the  country  towards  Harrow.  At  the  first  post-office  we 
ceme  to,  1  will  post  a  few  lines  to  the  farm,  to  let  all  them  know  that  we  are  safe  ; 
for  by  this  time  they  are  tolerably  anxious  about  u?,  no  doubt." 

*'  But  they  will  have  faith  in  olt  good  luck,"  said  Dick  ;  "  and  I  daresay  they 
fancy  we  have  distanced  our  foes  by  this  time.  Ah,  this  is  the  pace  I  like.  It  is 
a  dashing  one,  and  makes  the  blood  d^nce  in  one's  veins." 
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CHAPTER  CCLI. 

CLAUDE   AND    HIS    FRIENDS   MEET    WITH    A    LITTLK    DISAPPOINTMENT. 

The  intimate  acquaintance  thit  Duval  and  his  friends  had  with  the  neighbour- 
hood was  a  great  help  to  them,  indeed.     Without  such  a  knowledge  they  could 


DJCK   AND   CLAUDE  MEET  WITH   A   SLIGHT  MISHAP. 

not  hare  got  across  the  country  with  the  facility  that  they  dil;  but  now,  by 
taking  a  northerly  course,  they  in  a  very  short  tim«  got  to  the  Harrow  Road,  and 
halted  at  the  little  village  »f  Harlesdon  Green,  which  was  then  a  very  rural  spot, 
indeed. 
Even  now  that  village,  when  you  are  fairly  in  it,  is  of  a  very  p  -imitive  character 
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in  some  places  ;  and  the  pretty  rural  lane  leading  to  WiUesden  will  well  repay  a 
visit. 

Claude  Duval  sfopped  opposite  the  only  inn  which  the  village  then  possessed^ 
and  wiih  a  sm'le,  he  said, — 

"  I  dcn't  know  of  an  easier  adventure  than  cur  last,  or  one  which  to  us  has 
been  productive  of  such  large  results  with  so  little  trouble.  In  two  hours  we 
have  earned  one  thousand  pounds  I" 

"Don't  say  we,"  said  Jack.  "You  liave  had  it  all  to  yourself,  Duval,  this 
time.     We  have  had  little  enough  to  do  with  it,  Heaven  knows  !" 

"Yes,  Jack,  I  say  we;  for  are  we  not  by  sp^c  i^l  agreement  bound  together  for 
the  purposes  that  brmg  us  on  to  the  road  ?  Cosne,  I  am  rather  tired  of  the  sad- 
dle. Suppose  we  make  a  halt  here,  and  have  some  refreshment,  for  I  think  by 
this  time  we  must  be  all  in  need  ol  it?'* 

•'With  all  my  heart,"  said  Dick. 

**  And  me,  likewisp,"  said  Jack.  "This  place  seems  as  quiet  as  it  is  possible 
for  any  place  to  be  >o  near  to  London ;  and  thire  is  a  garden  and  a  pretty  grass 
plot  in  the  centre  of  it." 

"  Then,  let  us  ride  in,"  said  Claude;  *'  I  like  to  see  to  my  horse  while  I  take 
some  refreshment  myself." 

The  entrance  to  tiie  garden  was  through  a  pretty  little  gate  and  the  three 
friends  at  once  rode  through  it  on  to  the  litll^  plut  o^'gras^  that  J>ick  had  admired,, 
and  which  the  horses  seemed  to  p.draire  as  much  as  he  did,  for  Claude  Duval  had 
no  sooner  dismounted  than  his  hjrse  took  a  fancy  to  have  a  roll  on  his  back, 
which  he  did,  to  ihe  great  derangement  of  tl  e  saddle  and  its  appendages. 

Claude  laughed,  and  then  theie  came  bustling  out  of  the  house  towards  them 
the  landlord,  who  was  evidently  in  quite  a  passion." 

'«  Hilloa,  gentlemen  !"  he  said,  "  this  won't  do.  This  is  not  the  place  to  bring 
your  horses  into.  We  have  capital  stalls,  and  you  will  find  good  entertainment 
for  man  and  beast;  but  we  can't  have  the  horses  in  the  garden,  you  know." 

*•  Oh,  nonsens-e  I"  taid  Claude,  *'  they  will  do  no  harm.  Bring  us  the  best  you 
have  in  the  eating  line  in  the  house,  and  a  couple  of  bottles  of  the  wine  you  can 
most  recommend,  and  one  bottle  of  brandy.*' 

Such  an  ordtr  was  to  the  imagination  of  the  landlord  rather  magnificent,  and 
he  calmed  down  in  a  moment  concerning  the  impropriety  ot  the  horses  being  upon 
the  grass  plot  in  the  garden. 

"Well,  gentlemen, *'  he  said,  "of  cour?e,  if  you  wish  it,  that  is  quite  another 
thing.  I  like  always  to  accommodate  myselt  to  the  wishes  of  gentlemen  as  is  gen- 
tlemen. Upon  my  life,  it  is  quite  a  pleasant  thing  to  see  that  horse  enjoying  him- 
self in  suck  a  way.     A  very  fine  fellow,  indeed  1" 

The  landlord  then  bustled  off  to  execute  the  order  he  had  received,  and  Duval 
with  his  two  friends  sat  down  in  a  pretty  litde  alcove  in  the  garden,  which  was 
completely  covered  over  by  the  boughs  of  a  monster  ash,  of  most  luxuriant 
grc  wth» 

**  Well,''  said  Dick,  *'  here  we  are  ;  and  if  the  refreshment  of  this  place  is  as 
agreeable  to  us  as  this  garden  is  pleasant  and  handy,  we  will  come  here  again.  I 
wonder,  now,  what  sort  of  man  the  landlord  really  is  as  regards  being  trusted  ?" 

"  You  would  not,"  said  Jaek,   "  be  so  mad  as  to  trust  him,  would  you  ?" 

"  Oh,  no  ;  but  it  would  be,  you  know,  a  \\onderfully  convenient  thing  to  us 
if  we  could  do  so  upon  an  emergency."  -  •       '^-'.^*^--^- 

*'  Ti  is  landlord/'  said  Claude,  "is  human;  and  if  it  were  worth  his  Tvhile  to 
be  a  faithful  fiiend  to  us,  he  would  be  such.  Perhaps,  at  some  other  time,  it 
will  be  worth  the  trying  whether  he  would  be  eo,  and  we  must  bear  in  mii^d 
that  there  are  many  men  who  would  rsther  get  from  us  a  few  guineas  at  a  time, 
and  often  see  us,  than  they  would  go  through  the  notoriety  and  the  obloquy  of 
giving  us  up  or  betraying  us  to  the  police,  and  fingering  a  large  reward  at  once.'* 

♦*  That  I  believe,'*  said  Jack-;  ''but  1  am  averse  to  making  confidence. 
Hush!  here  he  comes,** 

The  landlord,  followed  by  a  very  pretty  young  girl,  'now  came  to  the  alcove 
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and  laid  a  cloth,  upon  which  tbey  spread  abundance  of  cold  meat  and  home- 
made bread,  together  wiih  the  wiae  and  the  brandy  that  had  been  ordered  by 
Claude. 

The  three  friends  could  not  keep  their  eyes  off  the  girl,  she  was  so  really 
beautiful.  There  was  such  a  look  of  feminine  archness  upon  her  face,  and  her 
eyes  sparkled,  and  such  pretty  dimples  disported  around  her  mouth  when  she 
laughed,  that  they  were  quite  delighted  with  her  appearance. 

'*  Your  daughter,  my  friend  r"  said  Dick  to  the  landlord, 

"No,  sir,  ray  niece,  and  a  very  good  girl." 

<*  If  she  is  as  good  as  she  is  fair,"  said  Claude,  "  she  u  good,  indeed," 

The  girl  blushed  at  the  compliriient,  and  hastily  retired  to  the  house. 

"Ah,  sir,"  said  the  landlord,  "she  is  rather  a  wilful  girl,  though  I  own  that 
she  is  good-looking.  Now,  sometimes  the  gentlennen  of  the  hunt  will  come  here 
for  a  glass  of  our  old  ale,  and  she  won't  be  civil  to  them  as  she  might  be,  you 
know.  Lor!  gentlemen,  that  girl  might  bring  loads  of  customers  to  the  house 
if  sbe  wouldn't  be  so  co)." 

''  Ob,  she  is  coy,  then,  is  she  ?" 

*'  Yes,  gentlemen  ;  but  as  I  often  say,  what  harm  is  there  in  a  kiss,  when  it 
does  good  to  the  house  ?     It  might  sell  me  a  bottle  of  wine." 

"  So  it  might.     You  are  a  capital  landlord,  and  a  most  exemplary  uncle." 

Tnis  irony  was  rather  too  fine  fjr  the  capacity  of  the  landlord,  and  he  took  it 
as  a  conapliment,  replying  to  it  that  he  always  did  his  best,  and  that  business  was 
business.     He  then  \^h  his  guests  to  enjoy  their  refresl  ment  by  themselves. 

It  turned  out  that  the  wine  was  good,  so  that  they  really  did  enjoy  the  little 
spread  amazingly  ;  and  after  they  had  thoroughly  satisfied^  their  hunger,  Dick 
said — 

"  Was  the  money  all  in  gold,  Claude  ?" 

"No,  half  gold  and  half  notes  ;  but  I  don't  know  what  we  shall  do  witb  the 
not:s.  I  suppose  we  shall  have  to  let  the  Jews  have  them,  to  take  to  the  con- 
tinent, at  their  owi  price.'* 

"That  will  be  little  enougb." 

"  Yes,  but  to  us  they  will  be  completely  useless,  for  coming,  as  tbey  did,  direct 
from  the  Bank  of  England,  of  course  the  numbers  were  perfectly  well  known,  and 
they  will  be  stopped  in  all  directions." 

*'  But  we  miglit  change    hem  quickly." 

"  Yes  ;  but  we  don't  know  who  we  may  victimise  by  doing  so,  and  perhaps  be 
the  ruin  of  some  honest  tradesman.  We  rob,  but  we  do  not  rob  indiscriminately.'' 

"  Certainly  not.     You  are  quite  right,  Claude,  so  the  Jews  must  have  them." 

*'  I  expect  so ;  but  now  that  we  are  in  a  quiet  place  where  we  can  say  that  we 
have  a  few  minutes  to  ourselves,  the  best  thing  we  can  do  is  to  divide  the  money, 
for  if  anything  shojld  hapfien  to  me,  it  is  not  then  all  lost  to  you  two." 

With  these  words,  Claude  Duval  took  the  bag  from  his  pocket  containing  the 
parson's  money,  and  laid  it  on  the  table  beicre  him.  It  was  a  stout  linen  bag- 
such  as  is  used  for  cash  at  the  banking-houses,  and  was  tied  up  with  a  piece  of 
whipcord  very  tightly. 

"  He  has  taken  care  of  it,"  laugbed  Dick. 

'*  I  dare  say  they  tied  it  up  so  well  for  him  at  the  bank,"  said  Claude,  "as  he 
says  they  knew  him.  I  wonder  how  I  should  have  got  out  of  the  scrape  if  he 
had  brought  the  bank  officer  out  to  see  bis  old  friend  Bland?" 

"It  would  have  been  one  of  the  most  awkward  things  that  can  be  imagined, 
Claude,"  lemarked  Dick.  "  In  the  middle  of  London,  too  !  Your  [only  plan 
would  have  been  to  have  run  f  jr  it,  and  tried  to  reach  some  of  the  old  family 
kens  that  are  about  Bishopsgate.'* 

'*  I  suppose  that  would  have  been  about  th3  only  chance.  But  here  is  the  money. 
The  gold  we  can  div.de..  and  the  notes — Hilloa  !'* 

Dick  and  Jack  sprung  to  their  feet,  and  Claude  looked  in  amazement  at  the 
contents  of  the  bajj.  A  quantity  of  farthings  and  old  buttons  rolled  from  it, 
together  witb  some  folded  pieces  of  a  newspaper. 
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*'  Dene  !"  said  Claude. 

Dick  and  Jack  looked  as  blank  as  possible,  and  then  Claude,  all  at  once,  burst 
into  a  roar  of  laughter. 

**  Oh,  dear— oh,  dear  !"  he  said.  '*  This  is  good.  I  don't  think  I  will  ever 
set  my  wit  up  against  a  parson  again.  He  has  fairly  done  us,  comrades.  Look 
here — see  what  our  one  thousand  pounds  has  diminished  to!     Oh — oh  !'* 

**  Confound  him  !'*  cried  Dick. 

"Hang  him!"  growled  Jack. 

*'  Well,  but  isn't  it  a  good  joke  ?" 

"  Joke  ?"  shouted  Dick.  "No,  I  don't  think  it  is  a  joke  at  all.  It's  a  swindle. 
How  the  deuce  could  he  take  it  into  his  head  to  serve  us  such  an  abominable 
trick  as  this,  I  wonder?" 

**  I  can  only  account  for  it  in  one  way,"  said  Claude,  wiping  the  tears  from 
his  eyes,  which  had  started  there  in  his  mirth,  "  You  may  depend  when  he 
started  from  home  before  he  met  with  us  he  provided  himself  with  this  bag  of 
farthings  in  case  of  meeting  with  a  highwayman  on  the  road  here,  and  when  I  de- 
clared myself  to  him,  he  thought  that  he  might  as  well  try  it  upon  me  ?'* 

"  You  recollect  how  he  laughed  when  he  got  to  a  little  distance  from 
us,  and  then  at  what  a  pretty  rate  he  went  off?" 

**  To  be  sure  1  do,  and  we  laughed  likewise  ;  but  he  has  got  the  laugh  at  us 
now.'' 

"  But  he  shan't  have  it  long,"  said  Dick.  **  He  lives  somewhere,  and  the 
money  is  in  his  house,  or  else  he  has  a  few  brains  that  can  be  reached  by  a  pistol- 
shot,  I  think." 

"  Now,  Dick,"  said  Claude,  "  with  all  due  deference  to  you,  you  are  talking 
nonsense,  old  fellow.'* 

"  Nonsense  ?'* 

**  Yes,  arrant  nonsense,  I  am  to  the  full  as  disappointed  as  you  are,  but  I  am 
not  savage  over  it.  The  parson  was  quite  justified  in  serving  us  such  a  trick  if  he 
could.  I  don't  mean  to  say  but  that  I  should  like  to  give  him  something  for  hig 
cleverness  ;  but  it  must  be  something  very  different  from  the  violence  of  mere 
revenge." 

"  You  are  right,  Claude — you  are  right,"  said  Dick,  as  he  sat  down.  *'  I  ough 
to  know  better,  but  it  is  provoking." 

"  There,  Dick,  we  agree.  Hush  !  the  landlord's  pretty  niece  is  coming  this 
way  I  think,  for  I  see  her  in  yonder  path." 

The  young  girl  approaehed  the  little  alcove,  and  without  waiting  for  anything 
to  be  said  to  her,  she  said  in  a  low  tone — 

**  Go  at  cnce.  If  you  know  yourselves  to  be  such  as  other  men  may  inquire 
after,  with  intentions  of  violence,  go  at  once,  and  do  not  let  this  place  be  made 
the  scene  of  death,  perhaps  !'* 

Dick  and  Jack  half  rose. 

**  Sit  still,"  said  Claude.     '*  What  is  it,  my  dear,  that  you  would  warn  us  of?" 

•*  Two  mounted  men  are  at  the  front  door  of  the  house  inquiring  for  three  such 
as  you  seem,  and  they  tell  my  uncle  to  amuse  you  here  as  long  as  he  possibly 
can.'* 

**  A  thtusand  thanks." 

**  Oh,  no,  I  want  no  thanks,  but  all  I  ask  of  you  is  to  come  here  no  more,  for 
my  UHcle  will  betray  you,  although  you  are  his  guests,  and  I 

•*  And  you  ?    Pray  go  on," 

"  I  have  no  more  to  say.     Lock  to  your  own  safety." 

The  girl  immediately  ran  off  towards  the  house  again. 

•*  This  may  be  serious,"  said  Claude. 

**  It's  the  parson,  I'd  wager  a  thousand  pounds,"  said  Dick. 

**  And  I  a  thousand  buttons  and  farthings,"  said  Claude,  "  for  here  they  are^ 
and  I  shouldn't  care  who  won  the  stakes." 

"  How  can  you  joke  in  such  an  emergency  as  this  ?" 
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**  He  always  does,"  said  Jack.  "  I  never  knew  him  begin  to  be  so  jocular 
as  when  he  did  not  know  if  his  life  were  his  own  for  the  next  five  minutes." 

"  And  why  not  V  smiled  Claude.  "  I  disarm  fate  of  all  he  procures  lo  injure 
xne  by  laughing  at  him.  You  may  depend  upon  it  that  lo  laugh  at 
our  misfortunes  is  your  only  true  philosophy  ;  and  by  continually  making  a 
practice  of  it,  you  get  regularly  into  the  habit,  so  that  if  anything  happens  amiss^ 
it  is  quite  a  capital  jest,  and  fails  in  all  its  powers  of  annoyance." 

Claude  was  losing  no  time,  though,  while  he  was  speaking,  for  he  had  risen 
from  his  ?eat  and  put  on  his  hat.  At  the  moment  that  he  did  to,  a  boy  of  the 
most  scampish  look  raced  into  the  garden,  and  deliberately  taking  Claude's  horse 
by  the  bridle,  he  cried,  as  he  tried  to  lead  it  from  the  place — 

**  Kim  up — gee  ho  !'* 

"  Well."  said  Claude,  "  that's  cool.'* 

In  a  moment  or  two  he  was  behind  the  boy,  and  caught  hold  of  him  by  what 
he  thought  was  a  fur  cap  he  had  upon  bis  head,  but  it  turned  out  to  be  his  own 
head  of  hair. 

*'  If  you  please,"  said  Claude,  "  I  prefer  my  horse  here." 

"  Oh,  dear,  I'm  cotched  !"  said  the  boy  ;  and  then  diving  his  hand  into  Lis 
pocket,  he  got  out  a  clasped  knife,  which  he  tried  to  open  with  his  teeth. 

**  Oh,  indeed,'*  said  Duval,  "  you  are  such  a  young  viper,  are  you?  Then  I 
must  get  rid  of  you." 

Close  at  hand  was  a  blackthorn  bush  or  hedge,  that  separated  the  public 
garden  of  the  inn  from  the  little  kitchen  garden  of  the  establishment,  and  in  a 
moment  the  boy  found  himself  swung  through  the  air,  and  then  alighting  exactly 
into  the  centre  of  the  blackthorn  hedge,  which,  with  it|  millions  of  prickles,  ie« 
sented  the  intrusion  in  the  most  energetic  manner. 

The  boy  roared  for  mercy,  but  blackthorn  hedges  are  deaf  to  such  appeals. 
The  noise  that  he  m^de,  however,  was  such,  that  the  landlord  cantered  into  the 
garden,  crying  out— 

"  What's  the  matter — what's  the  matter  ?** 

"Nothing  particular,"  said  Claude,  as  he  mounted  his  horse,  *'  What's  topay^ 
landlord,  for  what  we  have  had  ?" 

**  Oh,  gentlemen,  you  are  not  going  yet  ?•  ^  " 

*'  Yes  we  are.     Get  out  of  the  way,  unless  you  want  to  be  ridden  over.' 

*'  But  just  step  into  the  house.  I  have  got  some  rare  old  pictures  I  should 
like  to  show  you,  some  of  which  will  make  you  laugh  till  your  side  ache  again. 
Pray  dismount,  and  come  in," 

*•  What  is  to  pay  ?"  cried  Claude. 

"  Oh,  dear,  they  will  go !     It's  three  guineas." 

**  Moderate  !  There's  one  of  them,  then,"  added  Claude,  as  he  gave  the  land- 
lord a  cut  with  his  horsewhip  across  the  shoulders  that  made  him  dance  with 
pain, 

Dick  and  Jack  followed  Claude's  example,  and  the  landlord  got  three  guch 
slashes  upon  his  back  for  his  reckoning,  that  he  roared  agaitJ.  The  friends 
reached  the  little  gate  conducting  into  the  high-road,  and  there  they  found  about 
eight  or  ten  horsemen  drawn  up  to  dispute  their  progress,  while  two  or  three  coumtrj 
fellows,  on  foot,  with  pitchforks,  hovered  in  the  rear. 


i 


CHAPTER  CCLII. 

CT.AUDE    FINDS    THAT    THE    PARSON's    FARTHINGS   ARE  OF    USE. 

The  situation  of  affairs  looked  anything  but  pleasant  now,  for  the  party 
opposed  to  the  progress  of  the  friends  did  not  seem,  by  any  mean?,  of  the  sort  to 
give  way,  upon  a  trifling  consideration,  to  the  highwaymen. 

The  only  symptoms  of  consolation   were  to  be  observed  among  the  country 
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fellows  in  the  rear,  with  the  pitchforks ;  and  they  looked  as  though  they  would 
just  as  soon  be  somewhere  else,  and,  indeed,  no  doubt  they  were  qi'ite  prepared 
to  run  upon  the  first  opportunity  that  presented  itself  for  so  doing.  i 

*'  Hold !"  cried  one  of  the  horsemen.  "  Bloodshed  in  this  affair  would  only 
be  folly  :  you  are  our  prisoners."  j 

"  And  pray,  what  for  ?"  said  Claude.  ! 

"  On  suspicion.     That  is  quite  enough  for  us ;  and  I  beg  to  inform  you,  that  ! 
when  I  take  a  thing  into  my  head,  there's  no  such  thing  as  getting  it  out  again. 
I  am  called  obstinate  Jones,  and  am  well  known  all  over  this  part  of  the  country 
for  my  determination ;  therefore,  you  had  better  give  in  at  once,  as  you  see  I  am 
opposed  to  you." 

"  Pel  haps,"  said  Duval,  "you  may  get  something  in  your  head  by  your 
ebstinacy,  that  you  will  be  very  glad  to  get  out  of  it,  but  will  not  have  the 
chance." 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?" 

"A  pistol  bullet." 

"Oh,  that's  it,  is  it?     Now,  my  friends,  you  hear  what  this  fellow  says?    We 
have  made  up  our  minds  to  apprehend  him  and  his  two  assistants,  for  we  can 
i\[  have  no  doubt  of  what  they  are.     Highwaymen  they  were,  and    highwaymen 

^  they  are,  and  we  shall  be  doing  a  public  good  by " 

4i  "  Pray  be  quitt,  Mr.  Jones,''  said  another  of  the  horsemen.  "AH  this  talking 
is  of  no  avail.  Allow  me  to  say,  that  we  are  in  such  force  that  we  ought  to  go  in 
and  win.     Come  on,  friends  ;  let  us  no  longer  pailey  with  these  fellows." 

Upon  this,  the  horseman  made  a  dash  fervvard  to  catch  hold  of  Duval  by  the 
collar;  but  he  was  foiled  by  Claude  giving  just  a  touch  to  the  rei":  of  his  horse, 
and  swerving  on  one  side,  so  that  the  man  nearly  fell  to  the  road-way.  Several 
of  his  friends,  however,  had  followed  him,  and  among  the  rest  obstinate  Jones; 
but,  as  yet,  no  fire-arms  had  been  u^^ed  by  either  side;  It  was  a  kind  of  failing 
with  Claude,  not  to  make  use  of  his  pistols  until  he  was  fired  at  by  the  foe. 

The  butt-end  of  the  large  horse-pi>tol  that  Claude  had  in  his  hand,  very  pro- 
bably did  quite  as  much  execution  as  firing  it  would  have  done,  and  that  he  used 
liberally  enough,  for  he  laid  it  witn  such  right  good  will  upon  the  head  of  obstinate 
Jones,  that  down  that  worthy  went  as  though  he  had  been  struck  by  lightning. 

**rire  upon  them  !"  said  a  voice. 

A  couple  of  pistols  were  discharhed  at  Duval.  The  bullet  from  one  of  them 
knocked  his  hat  off,  and  the  other  hit  him  on  the  shoulder  without  doing  him 
any  material  injuiy. 

** Forward!"  shouted  Claude,  and  his  two  friends  knew  perfectly  well  what  he 
meant,  and  by  suddenly  applying  the  spurs  to  their  horses,  they  all  three 
succeeded  in  getting  from  the  throng  of  hor.^-emen  that  were  pressing  around  them. 
Duval  had  a  pistol  ready  for  firing  in  his  hand,  but  at  the  moment  he  thought  of 
usin  ;  it  at  the  mounted  men,  one  of  the  rustics  with  a  pitchfork  made  a  savage  dig 
U   at  his  horse,  and  did  indeed  slightly  wound  the  animal. 

"  Ah  !"  said  Claude,  "that  I  cannot  aud  will  not  forgivCv'* 

As  he  spoke  he  levelled  his  pistol,  and  the  bullet  went  through  the  fellows 
head. 

The  occurrence  had  at  once  the  effect  of  dispersing  the  men  who  were  on 
foot,  and  they  scampered  off  as  hard  as  they  possibly  could  go,  shouting  for  help 
as  they  went. 

The  horsemen,  however,  were  not  so  easily  shaken  off,  for  although  Claude 
and  his  companions  had  got  temporarily  free  of  them,  they  were  well  armed,  and 
did  not  feel  disposed  yet  to  give  up  the  idea  of  apprehending  the  three  friends. 

**  Fire  !  fire  upon  them  !"  cried  a  voice.     *  *  They  will  have  it." 

*'  Stoop,"  said  Claude. 

Bang !  bang  !  bang !  went  three  or  four  pistol  shots,  and  the  bullets  whistled 
over  their  heads. 

"That  will  do,"  said  Claude;  "now  for  our  broadside,  since  the  enemy  have 
ried  their  luck  — fire  I" 
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They  all  three  fired  at  the  horsemen,  and  then  without  -waiting  even  for  the 
smoke  of  their  own  fire-arms  to  pass  away,  in  order  that  they  should  see  if  they 
had  done  any  damage,  they  turned  and  went  off  at  full  speed. 

"  Un— on,"  cried  Claude.  "  Let  us  get  clear  of  our  pursuers,  at  least.  On— 
on.     They  have  no  chance  against  us  at  a  race." 

This  was  a  fact  that  both  Dick  and  Jack  knew  pretty  well,  and  although 
Claude's  horse  was  a  little  restive  on  account  of  the  wound  he  had  received  from 
the  pitchfork,  he  went  at  a  dashing  pace. 

The  effort  that  was  made  to  pursue  them  by  four  of  the  horsemen  was  so  weak 
a  one,  that  it  is  doubtful  if  any  of  the  four  really  put  their  horses  to  speed  in  the 
affair,  and  they  soon  dropped  off,  leaving  Claude  and  his  friends  to  pursue  their 
route  at  leisure.  When  Claude  found  out  thai  such  was  the  state  of  things,  he 
pulled  up,  and  said  in  a  very  anxious  tone  of  voice— 

"  Who  is  hurt?" 

"I  am  a  little,"  said  Dick,  as  he  help  up  his  hand. 

"  Not  much  1  hope  ?"  said  Claude. 

*'0h,  no,  it's  a  little  scratch  wirh  a  bullet,  that's  all.  If  it  had  onlyhit  a 
little  lower  it  would  have  rattled  about  among  my  finger  hones,  and  if  it  had 
only  hit  a  little  higher,  it  would  have  gone  past  me  altogether,  which  would  have 
been  by  far  the  most  comfortable  course  for  it  to  have  pursued,  in  my  opinion  ;  but 
as  it  is  I  caught  it." 

Dick's  hand  was  bleeding,  and  Jack  at  once  began  to  tie  it  up  with  a  hand- 
kerchief. 

"  You  escaped  ?*'  said  Claude,  addressing  Jack. 

"  Yes,  as  far  as  I  know.  If  there's  a  bullet  lodged  in  my  brains,  I  sm  not  quite 
aware  of  it,  that's  all  1  have  got  to  say  about  it.  But  you,  Claude,  I'm  afraid  they 
toiched>ou." 

*<  On  the  shoulder,  yes  ;  but,  after  all,  it  is  nothing.  As  Dick  pay?,  though,  if  it 
had  only  been  a  little  lower  it  might  have  dene  me  harm,  and  if  it  had  been  a 
little  hioher,  it  would  have  been  a  little  pleasanter.'* 

*'  Let  me  bind  it  up  for  you." 

'*  Oh,  no.  It  has  done  bleeding  ;  but  if  you  will  dismount,  Jack,  and  see  if 
that  rascal  has  done  any  serious  hurt  to  the  horse,  I  shall  thank  yeu.  It  was  a 
cowardly  attempt." 

*♦  It  was,"  said  Jack.  "  Just  place  your  hand  on  my  horse's  bridle,  Claude.  I 
don't  feel  any  compunction  at  the  fate  of  the  fellow  who  would  attack  the  horse. 
It  was  a  dastardly  thing." 

**  I'm  afraid  I  blew  his  brains  out,"  said  Claude;  "but  the  fact  is,  I  can  ta^e 
am  injury  to  myself  pretty  calmly,  as  Reaven  knows  I  hive  taken  and  forgiven 
many  ;  but  I  cannot  stand  by  and  see  any  animal  ill-used,  or  attempted  to  be  hurt 
by  any  one.     Is  he  much  damaged  ?" 

"  Hardly  a  bit,  Claude.  The  point  of  the  fork  has  just  raised  the  skin  on 
the  shoulder  here,  in  a  long  furrow,  that  is  all." 

"  I  am  glad  of  that,  indeed ;  but  it  was  a  cowardly  thing  to  touch  the  creature 
in  such  a  way.     Ii  won't  lame  him,  Jack?" 

"  Not  a  bit." 

"Then  I  feel  a  little  better,  for  if  it  had,  I  don't  know  what  I  should  have 
done.  You  can  hardly  calculate  the  kind  of  attachment  that  I  have  formed  to- 
wards this  animal  that  has  carried  me  through  so  many  dangers." 

"I  can  easily  understand  it,"  said  Jack,  as  tie  mounted. 

*•  And  I  likewise,"  cried  Dick.  *'  Why,  I  wouldn't  part  with  my  gallant  little 
steed  for  the  best  thousand  pounds  that  was  ever  laid  down  before  aay  man.  But 
what  is  to  be  the  move  now,  friends  ?  It  seems  to  me  as  if  society  at  large  were 
trying  to  make  the  roads  unsafe  for  us,  instead  of  us  attacking  society." 

Claude  laughed. 

"  That,"  he  said,  f' is  what  they  say  of  hunting  the  tiger  in  India.  It  is  fine 
sport,  they  say,  hunting  the  tiger,  but  when  the  tiger  turns  round  and  takes  a 
fancy  to  hunt  you,  it  is  not  by  any  means  so  remarkably  pleasant." 
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"  I  should  say  it  was  not !" 

*'Ha!  hal"  cried  Jack.     *' Don't  complain  of  nothing  t©  do.      Here's  a 
-coach." 

^'A  family  coach  ?" 

"  As  big  as  a  house,  almost. — No — it's  a  mourning  coach."  ^ 

^•The  deuce  it  is  ! — Perhaps  ii's  a  funeral,  and  if  so — No — it  u  only  a  single 
jl  <oach  ;  but  a  mourning  coach  it  is  to  all  intents  and  purposes.     Jack,  will   it  be 
1 1  worth  while  to  stop  such  ao  equipage,  think  you  ?'* 
il       ^' Hardly,"  said  Dick. 

j  I       '-I  don't  know  that,"  said  Jack.     *'  If  there  are  persons  in  it,  they  are  coming 
;  home  from  a  funeral  you  may  depend,  and  there  is  no  reason  why  they  should 
net  have  purses  in  their  pockets,  as  well  as  any  one  else." 

"True— true,"  said  Claude;  "so  let  us  stop  the  mourning  coach." 

The  mourning-coaches  of  those  dayi  differed  in  no  respect  to  those  that  now 
lumber  and  wheeze  along  our  thoroughfares ;  as  they  were  then,  so  they  are  now, 
composed  of  old  carriages  blackened  over  to  the  sombre  tint  of  fashionable  woe. 
The  vehicle  which  had  so  very  unexpectedly  come  into  sight  of  the  three  com- 
panions, was  one  of  the  oldest  and  most  rickety  of  its  class  ;  and  as  it  came 
along,  drawn  by  the  two  stately  long-tailed  black  horses,  it  swayed  to  and  fro  and 
I  kept  up  such  a  wheezing  and  groaning  upon  its  springs,  that  you  might  have 
!  heard  it  a  considerable  distance  off. 

j       ''It  looks  like  cruelty  to  stop  it,"  said  Claude,  laughing. 
I        *'  A  mercy,  rather,  to  those  who  are  within  it,''  said  Dick. 

*' Decidedly  so,"  said  Jack,  "  for  if  their  teeth  be  not  all  what  is  called  on 
edge  by  this  time,  they  have  no  senses." 

''  Come  on,  then." 

Claude  galloped  up  to  the  coach,  and  while  Jack  and  Dick  without  a  word 
stationed  themselves  in  the  middle  of  the  road,  a.id  each  levelled  a  pistol  at  the 
'Coachman,  Duval  went  to  one  of  the  windows. 

The  coachman  understood  pretty  well  what  was  wanted  of  him,  and  dropping 
the  reins  in  a  moment,  he  rolled  off  the  box  with  au  expedition  that  no  doubt  was 
very  unusual  with  him,  and  dropping  upon  his  knees,  the  moment  he  got  to  the 
ground,  he  cried — 

"  Oh,  spare  my  life.  Take  all  I  have— which  is  nothing— but  spare  my  life, 
gentlemen — oh,  do!" 

Dick  was  rather  afraid  that  the  horses  might  move  on,  so  he  held  them 
while  Jack  was  laughing  at  the  terror  of  the  coachman,  and  pretending  to  be 
•only  puzzled  about  where  exactly  to  hit  hina ;  but  in  a  moment  or  two  the 
coachman  thought  of  a  notable  device  to  protect  himself,  and  in  the  most 
ludicrous  manner  that  can  be  conceived,  he  held  his  hat  between  him  and 
Jack's  pistol,  dodging  it  about  as  Jack  moved  the  muzzle  of  the  weapon,  as  though 
that  would  save  him. 

Claude,  when  he  got  to  the  door  of  the  coach,  at  a  glance  saw  that  there  were 
no  ladies,  and  in  a  voice  that  sufficiently  showed  he  was  not  to  be  trifled  with,  he 
-cried — 

*•  Your  money  or  your  lives,  gentlemen  !     Be  quick  1" 


[CHAPTER  CCLIlr. 

THE    ADVBNTURB   WITH    THE    HEARSE,    AND    THE    REFUGE    AT    KENSINGTON. 

The  commotion  that  these  words  from  the  lips  of  Claude  Duval  producsd  in 
the  coach  was  rather  great. 

There  were  no  less  than  six  persons  in  the  vehicle,  and  they  looked  at  each 
•other,  and  then  at  the  one  man  who  had  the  audacity  to  attack  them,  for  a  few 
.moments  in  wondering  silence. 
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"Quick,  if  you  please,  said  Claude.  "  I  have  no  time  to  stand  waitin.*  your 
leisure.     Your  money,  and  watches,  and  rings,  gentlemen,  if  you  please  "  ° 

"  Well,  that's  cool,'  said  one. 

"  Very,*'  said  another. 

"  Pray,  my  friend,  are  you  aware,'*  said  a  third,  *'  that  your  conduct  subjects 
you  to  the  greatest  suspicion  of  being  a  highwayman  ?'* 


^■■aiiiiM^^^^^^^ 


Ill 


CLAUDE   COUNTBRFEITS   A   LOVEK   AND  TAKES  UNTO   HIMSELf  A  WIFE. 

woSs  w^r^^rlfu''^^-  "'"'^^  *'  the  moment  make  up  his  mind  whet^.er  those 
aW  J^[  ^  I"u^T"^  simphcity.or  were  intended  for  a  bit  of  grave 
irony  at  h  s  expense  ;  but  he  replied  in  a  firm,  clear  tone—  ^ 

w,>h  ,r  v^°'  ^  T  "*^' '°  *  J"*'"S  °'°°^-  This  is  a  matter  of  stern  basiness 
3i  rV^an  .'^  r  ^"^ /'■'"^d-  and  it  is  better  to  give  up  to  me  quietly  what  I 
-equire,  than  to  force  mejto  use  violence."  or  i        / 

Nc.  134. 
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"  But  we  are  six." 

"  If  you  were  sixty,  I  would  rob  you.     This  is  the  highway." 

"  Well,  that's  an  argument,  certainly.  I  tell  you  what  it  is,  Mr.  Highway- 
man— gentlemen,  when  they  go  to  a  funeral,  do  'not  carry  arms  with  tliem,  and 
so  I  came  without  any,  or  you  would  not  get  mv  purse  quite  so  easily.  There 
it  is.     Take  it." 

"Thank  you,  sir.     Now,  gentlemen,  be  quick." 

With  some  reluctance  the  purses  were  handed  to  Duval ;  but  one,  as  he  with- 
drew his  hand,  made  a  snatch  at  the  p  stol  that  Duval  held  in  his  left  hand,  and 
the  barrel  of  wh  ch  rested  on  the  sill  of  the  coach  window. 

The'att'^mpt  to  drag  it  from  Duval  was  unsuccessful,  and  with  a  shake  of  the 
head,  he  said — 

"  Now,  sir,  what  if  I  were  a  hasty  man,  instead  of  being  one  with  rather  more 
than  an  ordinary  share  of  temper?  I  should  shoot  you  in  a  moment,  if  I  were 
such.'* 

The  gentleman  shrunk  back. 

'•Oh,  there  is  no  danger,  sir,"  said  Claude.  "I  have  stood  a  shot  before  now 
without  returning  it,  and  probably  had  I  been  in  your  situation,  1  should  have 
tried  the  same  thing." 

"Who  are  you  V  said  the  gentleman — "vou  are  the  devil  himself,  or  Claude 
Duval." 

"The  latter,  at  your  service." 

"  If  T  did  not  think  so  !  Here  is  my  watch.  You  will  find  it  a  good  one,  and 
here  is  my  ring,  that  I  value  far  more  than  its  worth,  which  docs  not  exceed  a 
few  guineas  ;  but  vou  must  have  it." 

"Oh,  no;  keep 'it." 

"  Can  you  be  so  generous  ?" 

**  Ah.  sir,"  said  Claude,  with  a  smile,  "it  is  easy  to  be  generous  with  what 
don't  bdongto  one." 

"  I  won't  be  robbed,"  said  an  old  gentleman  in  a  corner,  who  up  to  now  had 
not  said  a  word.     "  I  won't  s'and  it !" 

*'  Oh,  have  I  not  had  your  purse,  sir  ?"  said  Claude. 

"No,  nor  you  shan't  either!  There  now.  Be  off  with  you,  you  vagabo'^d  I  I 
never  was  robbed,  and  I  ain't  going  to  begin  now." 

"Then,"  said  Claude,  "  I  very  much  regret  that  I  may  possibly  be  of  some 
inconvenience  to  these  other  gentlemen  ;  but  as  I  shall  have  to  blow-out  the  few 
brains  you  have,  why  I " 

As  he  spoke,  Claude  threw  up  the  p'ln  of  his  pistol,  and  sorted   the  priming. 
^  "  Oh,  Lord,  no!"  cried  the  o!d  gentleman.     "Take  the  money  !     Oh,  dear!  — 
oh,  dear !  take  th»*  raonev  :  but  I  only  hope  I  shall  have  the  satisfaction  of  living 
to  see  you  h-  nged  some  day." 

''Thank  yuu,  sir — ihaoK  you.  Your  watch,  if  you  please.  Come,  be  a  little 
quicker  in  your  movements,  if  you  please." 

*•  Take  it,  you  villain  ;  and  as  I  say,  I  only  hope  I  shall  see  you " 

*'  Oh,  you  said  that  before,  sir." 

•*  Well,  I  have  only  to  add  to  it  that  I  would  go  twenty  miles  any  day  for  the 
gratification,  that  I  would." 

"  A  very  kind  and  christian-like  idea,"  said  Claude.  "And  now,  gentlemen, 
I  will  bid  you  good  day,  and — Ah  !"" 

Jack  had  blown  a  shrill  call  upon  the  whistle  that  he  alwavs  had  with  him, 
and  Claude  knew  that  it  was  a  warning  of  danger.  Upon  turning  quickly,  he 
saw  Jack  standing  as  high  in  his  stirrups  as  he  could,  and  looking  across  the  fields, 

*'  What  is  it,  Jack  ?" 

"  The  Philistines." 

"  Very  well — I  have  completed  the  present  job.  Let  us  be  off.  Drive  on, 
coachman,  as  soon  as  you  like  ;  your  load  is  a  trifle  lighter,  but  not  much." 

"This  way,"  cried  Jack.  "There  is  a  strong  force  coming  across  the  mea- 
dows.    It  is  time  we  were  cff." 
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Duval's  horse  was  a  few  inches  taller  than  Jack's,  and  by  raising  himself  is 
the  stirrups,  Claude  was  therefore  enabled  to  take  in  a  rather  more  extended  line 
of  vision.  The  sight  that  he  saw  in  the  meadows,  about  half  a  quarter  of  a  mile 
off,  was  one  sufficient  to  excite  serious  forebodings. 

There  were  about  twenty  well-mounted  men,  with  arms  glistening  in  their 
hands,  coming  right  on  in  the  direction  of  the  spot  upon  which  the  robbery  had 
been  commiited. 

"  Humph  !"  said  Claude.  "This  is  a  case  in  which  it  is  wise  to  show  your 
foes  a  swift  pair  of  heels.     Come  on." 

They  did  not  pause  another  nioment,  but  at  a  full  gallop  they  dashed  past  the 
coach  that  was  still  stationary  in  the  middle  of  the  road,  for  the  coachman  had 
not  yet  summoned  up  sufficient  courage  to  mount  his  box  again  and  be  off. 

The  S|,eed  at  which  Duval  and  his  two  friends  went  made  them  look  more  like 
three  apparitions  than  living  men,  and  they  were  very  soqu  quite  out  of  sight  of 
the  coach. 

It  would  appear  now,  from  the  conduct  of  the  strong  force  of  mounted  men  that 
•were  coming  by  a  short  cut  over  the  meadows,  that  they  were  well  aware  of  the 
spot  of  ground  upon  which  Duval  and  his  comrades  were  stopping,  and  that  their 
object  had  been  to  take  tliem  by  surprise;  for  the  moment  the  three  highwaymen 
started  oflf  on  such  a  gallop,  the  whole  paity  renewed  its  speed,  and  speedily  got 
into  the  main  road,  through  a  gate  that  a  countryman  officiously  opened  for  them, 

**  There  they  go!"  cried  the  man.  *'  There  they  go — right  away  down  the  road. 
I  was  a 'hiding,  and  seed  'em  rob  the  coach — Lut  I  didn't  say  nothing,  in  course,'* 

"And  why  not?"  shouted  the  foremost  of  the  horsemen. 

••He!  he!"  laughed  the  countryman.  •'Why  not?  Ho!  ho  I  That  be  a 
good  joke.     I  beant  a  fool  quite." 

"Come  on,  my  friends,"  cried  the  foremost  horseman,  now,  paying  no  further 
heed  to  the  countryman's  protestations  regarding  his  own  wisdom,  "  Come  on! 
We  must  have  them  now.  It  may  be  a  Ion:"  chase,  but  they  must  give  in  at  last. 
On— on  !" 

With  a  cheer,  for  their  numbers  gave  them  courage,  the  whole  party  now  put 
their  steeds  to  speed,  and  dashed  on  after  Claude  Duval  and  his  frieiids  on  the 
high  road. 

The  principal  disadvantage  that  the  highwaymen  now  were  under,  consisted 
in  the  fact,  that  the  whole  (  f  that  part  of  the  country  in  which  they  were  had  got 
gradually  alarmed,  and  was  cognisant  of  their  presence  somewhere  or  another 
about  that  spot.  Jn  every  individual  they  saw  an  enemy,  and,  unfortunately, 
their  course  was  towards  London,  and  tney  were  such  a  short  distance  from 
the  metropolis,  that  the»e  was,  in  truth,  every  likelihood  of  meeting  foes  in  front, 
as  well  as  by  being  hotly  pursue  d  by  those  behind. 

II  This  was  a  Ptate  of  things  that,  no  doubt,  would  have  appalled  men  more 
i  accustomed  to  face  extraordinary  dangers  than  were  our  friends  ;  but  of  all  peroons, 
^1  they  were  the  least  likely  to  allow  themselves  to  be  beaten  down  by  the 
difficulties  of  their  present  situation. 

After  the  hair-breadth  escapes  they  had  had  from  time  to  time,  and  the  adven- 
turous kind  of  life  they  had  led,  we  must  not  suppose  that  a  trifle  would 
subdue  their  spirits. 

Confident  in  the  speed  of  their  horses — confident  in  their  own  courage,  they 
rode  on,  until  an  unexpected  circumstance  began  to  show  Claude,  that  since  speed 
would  be  much  longer  out  of  the  question,  and  since  force  would  not  avail 
against  so  many  foes,  they  must  have  recource  to  finesse  to  saTe  themselves. 

The  circumstance  that  altered  the  whole  aspect  of  afi'airs  was,  that  Claude  found 
his  horse  beginning  to  fail  him,  and  upon  glancing  to  the  ground,  he  saw  that 
tbe  wound  the  animal  had  received  from  the  dung-fork,  and  which  had  looked  to 
be  so  superficial,  was  bleeding  profusely. 

**  Hold  !"  he  cried,  and  be  drew  up  within  as  small  a  pace  as  he  conveniently 
could.     His  two  comrades  shot  past  bim  for  some  distance  before  they  could 
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stop  their  steeds,  but  they  did  so  as  soon  as  possible,  and  turned  and  came  back 
to  him. 

*'  For  mercy's  sake  let  us  gel  on,"  cried  Jack,  *'  Every  moment  now  ii  most 
precious  to  us." 

*'  It  is,"  said  Dick.    ''.What  is  the  matter,  Claude  ?" 

**  Everything.     Look  at  my  horse.'* 

**  Good  gracious  !**  cried  Jack. 

Poor  Jack  was  not  exactly  the  man  he  was  once,  when  he  was  upon  the 
moment  equal  to  any  emergency  ;  but  still  he  bad  some  of  the  old  spirit  left  in 
him,  and  he  saw  in  a  moment  what  was  necessary  to  be  done  for  the  horse  that 
was  wounded. 

With  a  marvellous  celerity,  he  tore  open  the  valiise  that  was  at  his  saddle- 
back and  got  out  a  bottle,  from  which  he  smeare  1  a  kind  of  white  ointment  on  to 
his  handkerchief.  Then  plucking  from  the  road-side  a  handful  of  fine 'grass  he 
made  it  as  flat  as  he  could  and  placed  it  over  the  wound  of  the  horse.  The  hand- 
kerchief then  he  placed  over  it,  and  the  white  composition  that  he  had  taken  from 
the  bottle  caused  the  handkerchief  to  adhere  so  fast  to  the  coat  of  the  horse, 
that  the  poultice  ©f  grass  was  well  kept  on,  and  the  bleeding  stopped. 

"What  was  it  V  said  Claude. 

"A  blood  vessel,"  said  Jack,  "that,  no  doubt,  was  grared  by  the  pitch-fork, 
and  which  would  have  given  no  trouble  if  the  horse  had  had  a  night  and  a  day  to 
rest,  but  which  has  given  way  with  the  hard  gallop  he  has  had." 

••  Ah !  no  doubt." 

**  Mount  and  be  off  again,"  said  Dick, 

Clande  put  his  foot  in  the  stirrup,  but  the  horse  shook  and  hung  its  head,  and 
he  withdrew  it  again. 

**  It's  of  no  use,"  said  Jack  mournfully.  "  The  creature  would  go  down  with 
you  the  first  step,  Claude." 

"Then  we  are  in  for  it,"  said  Dick,  **  and  no  mistake.  Hark !  how  those 
fellows  are  coming  on.     It's  like  thunder." 

*i  Yiy  I',  cried  Claude.  **  You  two  can  save  yourselves.  I  implore  you  do  so. 
Leave  me  here.     Good-by  both  of  you.    Be  off." 


CHAPTER  CCLIV. 

THE    HIGHWAYMEN    HAVE    TO    ABANDON    THEIR    HORSBS. 

*«  Just  say  that  again,  Claude,"  said  Dick,  **  that  I  may  be  sure  of  what  you 
mean,  my  old  friend,  for  I  don't  exactly  think  it  was  you  who  advised  me  to  leave 
a  friend  in  distress." 

•*  Nor  I  either,"  said  Jack. 

<*  Nay,  but  self-preservation  is  the  first  law  of  nature,  I  cannot  go  with  you^ 
so  you  must  go  without  me." 

*'NotI."  .      .        ,.   3 

«*  Nor  1 ;  and  as  far  as  that  goes,  Claude,  what  is  to  hmier  you  from  mountmg 
my  horse  ?  I  don't  mean  to  say  that  the  creature  will  carry  double  for  many 
miles,  or  that  it  will  make  such  good  speed  as  when  it  has  only  one  on  its 
back ;  but  it  will  go  for  a  time." 

«♦  I  should  only  impede  you,  Dick."  t     i.-    r  •        i  v 

?*  Claude,  you  impede  us  both  now,"  said  Jack.  **  Is  this  fair  to  keep  us  here 
parleying  with  you,  while  our  wiemies  are  gaining  on  us  at  every  step  r"  i 

Claude  saw  that  if  he  were  to  persevere  in  his  opposition  he  should  run  the  f 
risk  of  sacrificing  his  two  friends.     He  no   longer  hesitated,  but  managed  to 
scramble  up  behind  Dick.  ,  ,      , 

*•  That's  right,"  said  Jack ;  •'  now  let  us  be  off."  '  [ 
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"And  abandon  my  gallant  steed  ?"  said  Claude.  *♦  Oh/that  is,  indeed,  a  panj 
to  me.  Stop,  Dick.  I  will  shoot  it  first.  It  shall  not  fall  into  the  hands  of  my 
enemies." 

'*  Hold !"  said  Jack.  *♦  You  don't  know  what  you  are  saying,  Claude.  Do  you 
think  your  enemies  have  any  animosity  against  your  horse  ?  Quite  the  contrary. 
They  will  take  capital  care  of  it,  and  who  knows  but  you  may  recover  it  again  I" 

**  There  is  hope  in  that.     Off  and  away,  then  !" 

By  this  time  their  puriuers  had  made  great  progress,  and  the  position  of  Duval 
and  his  friends  became  one  of  the  most  doubtful  character.  Nevertheless,  they 
did  gallop  off,  and  Dick,  seeing  a  turning  to  the  right  that  appeared  to  lead 
somewhere  among  trees  and  fields,  ^took  to  it,  for  he  felt  by  the  manner  in 
which  his  horse  plunged  forward,  that  it  could  not  long  sustain  bcth  his  weight 
and  that  of  Claude's. 

*'0n— on  1"  cried  Jack.     "They  see  us,  I  do  think." 
^  Dick  urged  his  horse  forward  until  they  came  to  a  little  kind  of  brook,  and 
theii  the  creature  made  an  attempt  to  leap  it,  and  fell,  throwing  off  both  its  riders. 
Claude  was  not  hart,  but  Diek  was  a  little  stunned. 

«  Oh.'jhis  will  be  fatal !"  said  Jack. 

"Not  so,"  said  Claude;  "we  have  a  few  minutes  yet  that  we  can  call  our 
own.  Yonder  is  a  cottage.  We  must  get  in  there  for  safety.  I  advise  that  we 
strip  the  horses  of  all  their  garniture,  and  turn  them  both  into  yon  meadow. 
Who  shall  say  that  they  are  ours  ?  The  ofl5cers  will  see  them  quietly  grazing, 
and  probably  take  no  notice  of  them.'* 

"  A  good  idea,"  said  Jack. 

On  the  moment,  he  began  to  carry  the  thought  into  operation.  Dick  was  too 
much  confused  by  his  fall  to  know  very  well  what  they  were  about,  and  he 
allowed  Claude  to  lead  him  to  to  the  cottage,  while  Jack  took  the  saddles  and 
bridles  from  the  horses,  and  hid  them  under  the  hedge,  and  then  he  turned  both 
the  animals  into  the  field. 

"  You  are  not  much  hurt,  Dick  ?"  said  Claude. 

**  Oh,  no — no  !  only  a  little  tap  on  the  head.  The  trees  are  not  spinning  round 
and  round  with  me  half  so  fast  as  they  were  a  moment  or  two  ago.  I  shall  be 
all  right  soon." 

"  I  am  rejoiced  to  hear  it.* 

Jack  soon  came  on  at  a  quick  pace  behind  them,  and  the  sound  of  his  feet 
had  the  effect  of  rather  alarming  Dick  a  little.     He  faced  about  hastily,  saying — 

"  Your  pistols,  Claude — your  pistols  !  Where  are  they  ?  I  hear  some  one 
comine." 

"  It'^a  only  Jack.    All's  right,  Dick." 

"Oh,  Jack,  is  it?  How  confused  I  am  still,  to  be  sure.  And  where  are  our 
horses,  old  fellow  ?" 

"  All  safe." 

"  Oh,  well,  if  you  say  they  are  all  safe,  I  know  they  are,  and  no  mistake." 

"  On — on  with  you  !"  cried  Jack,  "  or  we  shall  be  seen." 

"This  will  do,"  said  Claude,  as  he  pushed  open  the  door  of  the  cottage, 
although  at  the  time  he  did  so  he  did  not  by  any  means  feel  sure  that  it  would 
do,  and  had  a  strong  suspicion  that  they  might  have  te  fight  for  their  lives  yet. 

The  cottage  belonged  to  a  labourer  and  his  family.  Fortunately,  the  only 
portion  of  the  family  that  was  at  home  was  a  girl  of  about  twelve  years  of  age  ; 
but  the  labourer  and  his  wife  were  there,  and  they  both  started  to  their  leet  at 
the  moment  of  the  entrance  of  Claude  and  his  friends. 

The  man  wa«  smoking  a  pipe,  and  he  called  out—* 

"  Hilloa  I  Who  are  you,  I  wonder  ?  You  don't  make  much  ceremony  in 
coming  mto  a  man's  house,  I  take  it." 

*'  Hush,  Robert,"  said  the  wife,  "they  are  gentlemen." 

*'  Gentlemen  be  hanghed !  I  don't  care.  I  pays  my  way,  and  since  I 
have  got  the  fiftypounds  my  brother  Bill  left  me,  I  don't  care  for  nobody,  not  1." 

"  There  is  no  safety  here,"  said  Dick. 
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"  Yes,"  said  Claude.     "  Let  me  manage  the  affair/' 

A-dTanciog,  then,  to  the  man,  Claude  looked  him  steadily  in  the  face,  saying — 

"  Hark  yo;;.  my  frien4.  I  am  Claude  Duval,  the  highwayman,  and  these  are 
two  friends  of  mine.  The  officers  are  aftei  us,  and  if  you  give  us  up,  you  will 
get  a  good  reward — as  much  as  five  hundred  pounds." 

"  Five  hundred  pounds!     Oh,  won't  1 1*' 

"  No,  you  won't." 

'What''^ 

"  1  say  you  won't,  because  if  you  do,  your  throat  will  oe  cut  by  some  friends  of 
mine  as  soon  as  they  can  conveniently  spare  time  to  do  it;  but  if  you  hide  us 
from  the  oflBcers,  I  will  give  you  this  bag  of  money.  It  contains  the  splendid 
booty  for  which  we  have  got  into  this  scrape — a  thousand  pounds." 

"A  thousand  pounds!"  cried  the  labourer,  staggering  back. 

*'  Yes,  a  thousand  pounds.  Our  lives  are  worth,  to  us,  more  than  that  svim  ; 
but  it  is  all  we  have  with  us — Hide  us  somewhere,  and  the  money  is  yours." 

"  Oh,  won't  I  !" 

"  That  is  right.    There  is  not  a  moment  to  lose  " 

*'  Oh,  Robert,"  said  the  wife,  "  where  can  you  hide  three  men  ?" 

"  In  the  dry  well,''  said  the  girl. 

"Ah,  yes,  that's  the  very  place,"  said  the  labourer.  "Come  this  way,  and  I'll 
defy  the  devil  himself  to  find  you.    Perhaps  you  won't  like  the  place,  though  V 

"  We  will  tell  you  that  when  we  see  it." 

The  man  led  the  way  to  the  back  garden  of  his  cottage,  and  showed  Claude 
and  his  friends  a  dry  well  of  about  twelve  feet  only  in  depth,  down  which  they 
could  jump  with  ease,  and  which  would  just  about  hold  them  standing 
together. 

"  Now,  1  tell  you  what,"  said  the  labourer,  *'  you  three  get  in  there,  and  Fll 
let  down  an  old  piece  of  tarpaulin  on  to  your  heads,  and  above  that  ag  tin  I'll 
throw  some  straw  and  garden  litter;  and  if  that  don't  hide  yon,  the  deuce 
is  in  it.'" 

'•  Don't  smother  us,"  said  Dick. 

"  Oh,  never  fe^r,  you'll  get  air  enough." 

"  Hark!''  said  Jack.     "  Do  you  hear  the  horses'  feet  in  the  lane  j" 

They  all  li-.tened,  and  they  heard  a  loud  voice  say — 

"  Let  a  couple  of  men,  with  their  fire-arms  ready,  stand  by  that  stile,  and 
another  two  of  them  keep  guard  at  the  beginning  of  the  lane," 

"  Quick — quick!     In  with  you,"  said  the  labourer. 

The  friends  no  longer  tiesitated,  but  got  into  the  old  dry  well.  The  piece  of 
tarpaulin  was  let  down  upon  their  heads,  and  the  litter  was  thrown  upon  it. 
The  weight  was  nothing,  but  the  concealment  was  perfect. 

"  Claude,"  whispered  Dick. 

"Yes — yes.     Are  you  all  right,  now,  Dick?" 

"  Oh,  yes,  yes  ;  but,  J  say,  the  parson's  bag  of  dummies  will  do  good  service 
yet,  won't  it?" 

'*  Capital!" 

'*  Oh,  don't  talk,"  said  Jack  j  "and  don't  you  be  laughing,  Dick.  How  can 
you  ?" 

"Oh,  but  it  is  such  a  capital  thing." 

*'  Hush!    Oh,  hush!" 

The  attention  of  the  whole  three  of  them  was  now  directed  to  a  scene  of  great 
confusion  that  took  place  in  the  cottage.  It  was  quite  evident  that  the  pursuers 
were  impressed  w.th  the  idea  that  the  three  highwaymen  had  sought  shelter 
there,  and  that  they  were  in  .=ome  hiding  place  about  the  little  building.  The 
labourer  was  expostulating,  the  officers  were  screaming,  and  occasionally  the 
shrill  voice  of  the  wooian  protesting  were  heard  above  the  other  sounds. 
♦  "  Do  you  want  to  knock  my  place  down  ?'*  said  the  labourer.  "  What  is  the 
use  of  banging  the  walls  of  my  little  bit  of  a  crib  at  that  rate,  I  should  like  to 
know  r 
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"  Oh,  you  ruffians  !"  shouted  the  woman,  *'  what  do  you  mean  by  it  ?  ^  Do 
you  think  that  Heaven  knows  how  many  highwaymen  can  get  under  a  chair,  or 
up  the  chimney  ?  Perhaps  you  had  belter  look  in  the  flower-tub,  or  the  tea- 
caddy  for  them." 

•'There's  my  silver  thimble  up  stairs,"  said  the  daughter;  "  would  you  like  to 
look  inside  that  for  them  V 

'  They  are  here— they  must  be  here  !"  cried  a  voice.  "They  can't  disappear 
underground  !" 

•*  1  don't  know  that,"  whispered  Dick. 

"  Hush  !— oh,  hush  !" 

At  this  moment,  a  party  of  the  officers  sallied  out  into  the  garden,  and  began  to 
look  about  them  with  rage  and  disappointment,  for  there  was  positively  no  percep- 
tible hiding-place  in  it.  ^ 

"  Confound  you,  where  are  they  ?"  cried  one. 

"  How  should  I  know.'* 

**  Do  you  mean,  now,  to  tell  us  that  a  party  of  rascals  did  not  a  little  while 
ago  rush  into  your  cottage,  without  even  so  much  as  asking  your  leave  to 
do  so  V 

•*  Why,  if  you  came  to  that,  they  did.*' 

"  Ah,  now  it  is  coming  out,  is  it  ?     Upon  my  word,  you  are  a  pretty  fellow  ! 
And  so,  you  admit  that  a  set  of  vagabonds  did  make  a  rush  into  your  cottage  ?" 
I      "  Oh,  yes." 

"  Ah — good  !  Hilloa,  friends,  come  round  and  listen  to  this  fellow's  confession. 
He  is  getting  a  little  alarmed  now,  I  take  ir,  and  is  about  to  tell  the  truth  at 
:  last.     Let  me  interrogate  him." 
(      The  nfficers  collected  around  the  labourer;  and  he  who  thought  he  was  very 

successfully  getting  the  truth  out  of  liim,  continued — 
I      "  Do  you  admit  that,  a  little  whi!e  ago,  a  par^y  of  men  broke  into  your  cottage 

in  a  violent  manner?'' 
j      *'  Oh,  yes." 

j      "  Ah,  well,  that  is  something.     Oh,  I  knew  we  should  get  it    from  him  by  a 
little  perseverance  — I    have  experience  in  such  cases.     Now,  my  friend,  you  are 
'  adopting  a  very  prudent  course.     -   hat  did  those  men  say  to  you  when  they  came 
into  your  cottage  a  little  while  ago?" 

*•  I  was  smoking  my  pipe.'* 

*'  Yes,  yes  ;  well,  go  on." 

*'  And  they  pushed  open  the  door,  and  in  they  came." 

'*  And  what  did  they  say  ?  that  is  the  print." 

"Oh.  you  ought  to  know,  for  you  spoke  first.  You  know  very  well  what  you 
said.  It  was, — '  Hilloa  !  is  there  any  highwaymen  here?'  or  something  of  that 
sort.'* 

"  You  villain!" 

**  Lor,  what  for  ?  You  asked  me  if  any  rascals  had  broken  into  my  cottage,  and 
I  couMn't  gainsay  you,  for  only  five  minutes  ago  that  was  just  what  you  all  did. 
It's  the  honest  truth  ;  and  I'm  only  quite  astonished  that  you  should  think  I 
meant  to  say  no  to  it,*' . 

The  '  fficer  was  in  such  a  rage  at  being  thus  tricked,  that  he  could  not  find 
words  in  which  to  convey  his  indignation.  He  stamped  and  swore,  to  the  great 
amusement  of  his  comrades,  who  were  quite  willing  to  have  a  lau^h  at  his  ex- 
pense, aud  then  one  of  them  said,  in  a  loud  voice, — 

*'  It's  clear  enough,  if  those  we  have  been  after  have  been  here,  that  they  are 
now  gone  again.  There  isn't  a  hiding-place  for  a  cat  in  the  whole  premises,  that 
I  can  see." 

''What's  thi?  ?''  said  another,  approaching  the  well. 

"  Why,  we  make  that  into  a  kind  of  litter-bin,"  said  the  labourer  ;  *'bot  if 
you  like,  I'll  fork  it  all  out." 

*'  Oh,  no— no." 

The  officers  now  collected  in  a  knot,  and  whispered  to  each  other.    The  con- 
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sultation  was  anything  but  satisfactory,  and  -was  rather  a  lamentation  over  their 
non-succe8S  in  finding  the  highwaymen,  whom  they  had  actually  traced  to  that 
spot,  and  who  then  had  disappeared  as  completely  as  though  they  had 
vanished  into  thin  air  like  ghosts.  The  whole  affair  was  quite  inexplicable,  for, 
although,  in  consequence  of  that  cottage  being  the  only  one  upon  the  spot,  the 
officers  thought  it  more  than  probable  Claude  and  his  friends  had  taken  refuge 
there,  yet  they  felt  quite  satisfied  that  now  there  they  were  not. 

Yet  the  piincipal  officer  made  one  last  appeal  to  the  labourer. 

•'  Listen  to  me,  my  good  friend,"  he  said.  *♦  You  have  had  your  joke,  and  there's 
an  end  of  that,  and  now  let  us  proceed  to  business.  If  you  can  take  us  to  where 
we  shall  find  those  whom  we  seek,  here  is  a  twenty  pound  note  at  your  service." 

*'  Don't  1  wish  I  could  !" 

"  I'll  make  it  fifty  pounds.      Come,  now,  that  will  do,  won't  it  ?'* 

**  How  can  you  go  on  ae;gravating  a  poor  man  with  your  twenty  and  your  fifty 
pound  notes,  in  such  a  way^?  It's  enough  to  unsettle  a  fellow  for  life,  that  it  is. 
I  don't  know,  1  tell  you,  anything  about  the  men.' 

*'  Now,  my  fint  fellow,  jisten  to  me.  The  principal  person  that  we  seek  is 
no  other  than  Claude  Duval." 

"  What,  the  great  highwayman  ?" 

"  You  may  call  him  great  if  you  like,  but  we  consider  him  only  a  notorious 
criminal,  for  whom  the  gallows  is  waiting,  and  if  you  can  tell  us  where  to  lay 
hands  upon  him,  here  is  a  hundred  pound  note  you  shall  have." 

"Oh,  gracious!  do  you  want  to  drive  a  fellow  mad?  Why,  I'd  give  up  my 
own  father  for  half  the  money." 

*'  Very  well :  good  day." 

With  an  astonishmg  abruptness,  the  officers  left  the  cottage.  They  now  felt 
pretty  well  satisfied  that  the  labourer  really  knew  nothing,  and  that  they  must 
have  made  a  mistake  in  supposing  that  Claude  and  his  two  friends  had  entered 
the  cottage;  and  yet  that  they  were  still  somewhere  close  about  the  spot,  they 
could  not  doubt,  for  that  they  had  entered  the  lane,  and  were  not  come  out  of  if, 
was  a  fact  that  it  would  hare  required  a  deal  of  evidence  to  induce  them  to  doubt. 

The  officers  collected  together  in  the  lane,  and  took  serious  counsel  with  each 
other,  as  to  what  should,  or  what  could  be  next  done.  He  who  was  the  principal 
among  them,  spoke, — 

•'-  "  There  is  some  trick  in  it,"  he  said,  "  that's  quite  clear,  and  the  only  way  in 
which  we  shall  find  it  out  will  be  by  watching.  There's  some  hiding-place  here- 
abouts, that  we  might  be  months  seeking  for,  and  then  never  discover  ;  but  they 
must  come  out  of  it  some  day.'* 

"The  horses,  too,"  said  one,  *'  that's  one  of  the  most  singular  parts  of  the  whole 
aflFairto  me,  for,  beyond  the  one  horse  that  we  have  got  hold  of,  and  which  they 
abandoned  because  it  was  hurt,  we  have  seen  nothing  of  the  others." 

Even  as  this  was  spoken,  Dick's  and  Jack's  horses  were  quietly  nibbling  at 
tie  young  gr.^ss  within  his  sight;  but  so  natural  did  it  seem  for  horses  to  be  in  a 
meadow,  that  he  never  suspected  they  belonged  to  the  highwaymen.  Had  the 
cattle  not  been  divested  of  their  harness,  of  course  there  would  have  been  imme- 
diate suspicion  ;  but  as  it  was,  they  created  none. 

"  Now,  listen  to  me,"  said  the  principal  officer.  "  I  have  a  proposition  to  make 
to  you  all." 

The  others  listened  attentively. 

"  I  propose  that  one  of  you  get  gently  up  into  a  tree,  and  there  wait  while  all 
the  rest  of  us  trot  off  as  though  we  had  given  the  aflfair  up  as  a  bad  job  alto- 
gether. We  must  go  above  a  mile,  when  we  will  turn  round,  and  come  very 
quietly  back,  and  keep  under  the  hedge  at  the  top  ef  the  lane.  The  cue  who 
will  be  in  the  tree  can  then,  if  he  sees  anything  of  the  highwaymen,  fire  a  pistol, 
which  will  be  a  signal  to  us  to  push  on." 
"  That  will  do/  said  the  others. 

"  Very  good.     Now,  which  of  you  will  go  into  the  tree  ?" 
This  was  a  question  that  seemed  to  be  much  easier  asked  than  answered  ;  and 
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after  considerable  contemiorj  among  them,  it  was  settled  by  drawing  lots,  and 
tbe  one  that  it  fell  upon  to  go  upon  the  troublesome  and  dangerous  duty,  looked 
fts  grim  as  possible  about  it.  ;^^-^^ 

"  Well,  if  I  must  I  must/'  he  said  :  "  so  here  goes."   •  ;^^ 
With  these  words  he  commenced  cliaibing  a  tall  chestnut  tree  in  the  lane. 


THK   LABOURERS   DAUGHTlR   APPf.lS.S    THE   TIEBEE   rKI£>>DS    Oi'    LA^'GEU. 


CHAPTER  CCLV. 

SH0W3  HOW  CLAUDE  KSCAPKD  AND  MET  WITH  A  STRAK^E  ADVENTURE. 

It  was  quite  evident  that  the  officer  upon  whom  the  lot  had  fallen  to  keep 
■watch  in  the  tree,  «ras  anything  but  pleased  with  his  position,  perched  up  in  its 
branches. 


No.  135. 
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*' I  say, '  he  cried.     "  Hilloa  1" 

*'  What  now  ?"  said  he  who  was  in  command  of  the  party. 

''Why,  I  only  wish  to  call  your  attention  to  the  fact,  that  I  am  a  nice  mark 
for  a  pistol  bullet  here,  if  Daval  should  take  it  into  his  head  to  fire  at  me." 

"  Oh,  you  keep  quiet  and  you  will  be  all  right*" 

"Shall  I?" 

"  Of  course  you  will.  If  you  don't  fire  at  him,  he  won  t  fire  at  you  ;  and  it 
he  should  take  it  into  his  head  to  do  so,  you  know  you  have  all  the  chance  of 
escaping  the  bullet,  by  its  hitting  against  some  of  the  branches  of  the  tree.'' 

"  Yes,  that's  a  comfort." 

The  other  officers  who  had  escaped  the  duty,  and  who,  until  the  lots  were 
being  drawn,  bad  looked  rather  serious  over  the  affair,  for  fear  it  should  come  to 
their  chance  to  have  the  onerous  post,  now  seemed  quite  amused  at  the  dolorous 
licrht  in  which  their  comrade  viewed  the  affair,  and  they  were  all  on  the  laugh. 
°"Now,  let  us  be  off,"  said  the  principal  officer,  "  and,  no  doubt,  Martin  will 
"be  able  to  give  ls  some  mformation  soon,     Good-by,  Martin." 

"  Oh,  good-by  !     Are  you  going  ?" 

*'  Yes— yes." 

"  Very  well.     Perhaps  you  will  remember  rae  in  your  prayers. 

They  all  laughed  at  this  ;  but  Martin  did  not  seem  to  see  the  renr^otest  joke 
in  it  at  all.  When  they  galloped  off,  which  they  did  purposely  with  as  much 
clatter  as  they  coald,  poor  Martin  looked  down  from  his  perch  in  the  tree  as  dis- 
consolately as  might  be. 

"  Umph  !"  he  said  ;  *'  it's  all  very  well  for  a  fellow  to  be  perched  u^  here  to 
give  notice  when  there's  anything  going  on  beiow;  but  I  rather  think  if  I  do, 
that  Claude  Dnval  and  his  friends  wi:l  not  be  very  particular  how  they  will  have 
a  pop  at  me  with  their  pistols." 

Full  of  this  idea,  Mr.  Martin  got  up  a  little  higher  into  the  tree,  and  sUielded 
himself  as  well  as  he  could  from  the  possibility  of  being  seen  from  below;  but 
still  he  considered  that  if  he  gave  the  alarm  by  firing  a  pistol,  that  that  would  be 
quite  a  sufficient  indication  of  his  whereabouts  in  the  tree,  to  draw  down  upon 
him  all  the  danger  that  he  so  much  dreaded  from  the  highwaymen. 

With  a  shake  of  the  head  he  said—  .      ,  ,  rr  t 

*'  1  will  take  a  thought  of  it  before  they  get  me  to  fire  a  pistol  here.  If  I 
think  it  is  a  tolerably  safe  move  to  do  so,  why  I  will ;  but  if  I  don't,  why  I  won't, 

that's  all."  1,         •     f  .1, 

With  tl.is  highly  prudent  resolution,  which  was  so  very  much  against  the  pro- 
bability  of  his  "giving  the  alarm  his  comrades  anxiously  expected,  Mr.  Martin, 
more  for  the  sake  of  his  own  safety  than  from  any  ardent  desire  to  come  into 
collision  with  Claude  Duval  and  his  friends,  kept  what  might  be  called  a  very 
particularly  bright  look-cut. 

*'  1  don't  see  anything,"  he  said,  "  and  I'll  be  hanged  if  I  hear  anything 
either.  Perhctps,  after  all,  they  are  off.  Well,  1  shan't  wait  above  half  an  hour 
here,  I'll  be  hanged  if  1  do." 

While  the  officers  were  making  their  disposition  of  affairs,  in  order  yet  to  give 
themselves  a  cliance  of  capturing  Duval  and  his  party,  the  labourer  went  into 
his  cottage  again,  and  sdt  down  very  calmly  with  his  wife,  while  he  smoked,  and 
tried  to  look  as  if  nothing  were  the  matter. 

The  fact  is,  that  he  fully  expected  the  officers  would  be  upon  the  look-out  after 
his  proceedings,  for  that  they  still  had  a  s.rong  suspicion  of  his  knowledge  of  the 
hidias  ptace  of  Duval,  he  was  quite  acute  enough  to  suppose. 

"Wife"  he  said,  "  what  shall  we  do  ?" 

<'  What  do  you  mean,  Robert?" 

"  Shall  we  give  them  up  even  now,  and  get  what  we  can,  or  shall  we  yet  chance 
it  for  the  thousand  ?'  ,   ,     .,  ' 

"  Oh,  father,"  said  the  young  girl,  "  it  would  be  very  cruel,  besides  very  un- 
fair, to  give  ihem  up  now."  . 
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**  You  hold  your  tongue,  you  young  hussy,  will  you?  1  don't  want  you  to 
sky  anything  about  it.     Who  asked  your  opinion,  I  should  like  to  know  V 

Thus  rebuffed,  the  girl  hung  down  her  head,  and  shrunk  to  the  farther  'end 
of  the  cottage.  The  labourer  tapped  the  ashes  out  of  his  pipe  upon  the  top  bar 
of  the' little  grate,  and  then  he  said —  .y^.^ 

*' What  do  you  think  of  it,  wife  ?     You  don't  speak."  '  § 

"A  thousand  pounds  is  a  very  large  sum,  Robert." 

"It  is."  ~    ^    "^r^ 

"It's  almost  enough  to  take  one's  breath  away  to  hear  speak  of  it,  and  it 
would  make  us  for  ever,  I  rather  think,  wouldn't  it,  Robert  ?  Why,  we^should 
never  know  how  to  get  through  it." 

"  Ha  ! — ha  !  it  would  be  easy  enough  got  through.  But  that  ain't]the  question, 
after  all.     The  thing  is,  what  are  we  to  do  ?" 

"  Why,  take  the  money." 

*'But  the  confounded  police  are  on  the  look-out,  I  think,*' 

**  And  what  can  they  do,  Robert?" 

"  Well,  I  don't  know.  Not  much,  I  should  say.  Of  course,  they  can  take  a 
fellow  up  for  haibouring  a  felon  ;  but,  then,  if  one  is  put  to  a  little  inconvenience, 
a-: thousand  pounds  is  capital  pay  for  that,     Where's  the  girl  gone?" 

*'6ut  into  the  lane,  I  think." 

*'  Gill  her  back.     I  don't  half  like  her  interfering  in  the  matter." 

The  woman  went  to  the  cottage  door,  and  called  the  girl  back,  and  she  came 
with  fright  in  her  looks.  : 

"  Oh,  iTiother,  mother,  there  is  a  man  ia  the  old  chestnut  tree,  I  saw  his  foot 
just  now !" 

"  Well,  my  dear,  it-s  one  of  the  ofBcers,  no  doubt ;  but  never  you  mind,  it's 
no  great  matter  to  us.  You  go  into  your  own  little  bed-room,  and  be  quiet, 
that's  the  best  thing  you  can  do,  vvhile  your  father  and  I  settle  this  affair." 

"Yes,  mother;  but,  you  knotv,  it  wouldn'c  be  fair  to  give  them  up  to  the 
oflBcers,  now,  would  it  ?" 

"  Be  off  with  you,  do.  If  your  father  hears  you  going  on  at  this  rate,  and 
once  gets  angry,  I  don't  know  what  he  might  not  do  to  you  ;  so  go  away  at  once, 
will  you  ?" 

A  lively  fear  of  her  father  seemed  to  come  over  the  girl  at  once,  and  she  has- 
tened off  and  got  out  of  his  sight,  while  the  woman  weut  into  the  cottage  front- 
room  to  ioform  her  husband  of  what  the  girl  had  seen. 

"  That's  j'.ist  what  I  expected,"  he  said.  "  Tiiey  will  hover  about  the  place, 
and  think  lo  find  out  something  yet.'' 

"And  what  will  you  do,  Robert  ?" 

"  I'm  nonplussed,  wife." 

"Then,  Robert,  if  you  are  nonplussed,  it  isn't  at  all  likely  that  any  one  else 
will  know  what  to  do." 

"  Well,  I  reckon,  I  am  rather  a  clever  fellow,  I  must  say  ;  but  yet  there  are 
circuir.stances,  you  know,  wife,  that  bother  even  a  clever  fellow.  You  know 
that,  though  I  now  have  to  work,  or  at  the  least  had  to  work  till  lately,  when  the 
fifty  pounds  was  left  us,  t  was  a  tradesman  once  ;  atid  if  it  hadn't  been  for  my 
hard-hearted  creditors,  who  would  insisi  upon  being  paid,  I  should  have  ^done 
very  well,  indeed.''  ,«.„„ 

"  Not  a  doubt  of  it,  Robert."  ^"""-^i^ 

'*  But  it  wasn't  to  be  ;  and  so,  you  see,  with  all  my  cleverness,  I  was  forced 
to  come  and  live  here,  the  more's  the  pity.  But  touching  these  three  men  in  the 
well,  I— Oh,  Lord,  what's  that  ?" 

"  Is  all  ri£;;ht  ?"  said  Claude,  as  he  suddenly  popped  his  head  into  the  cottage 
from  the  back-door  of  it. 

*'  Oh,  dear,  have  you  got  out  of  the  well  ?" 

**  To  be  sure.  Why,  you  hardly  supposed  we  were  going  to  stay  "there  one 
moment  longer  than  was  absolutely  necessary  1  We  would  rather,  I  can  assure 
you,  let  well  alone." 
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**  The  officers  are  quite  gone,  then,"  said  the  labourer,  giving  a  wink  to  hii 
wife  to  say  nothing  about  the  man  in  the  chestnut  tree.  **  They  are  off  at  last, 
and  you  are  safe." 

*We  heard  the  sound  of  their  horses*  feet,  or  we  should  not  have  left  our 
secure  retreat,  I  assure  you.  Come  on,  Jack  and  Dick.  All's  clear  now>  and 
safe." 

**  Oh,  so  safe,"  said  the  man  of  the  cottage;  *'and  I  only  hope,  gentlemen, 
you  won't  forget  your  promise." 

**  It's  a  large  sum,"  said  Duval,  as  he  took  out  the  bag  that  he  had  got  from 
the  parson.  •*  It  is,  I  may  say,  L  very  large  sum  ;  but,  yet,  as  I  promised  you 
it,  you  are  entitled  to  it." 

**  There's  one  thing,"  said  the  labourer,  rising,  **that  I  think  you  ought  to 
promise  me,  and  that  is,  that  if  you  happen  to  be  taken,  after  leaving  my  place, 
you  will  fay  nothing  about  this  money ;  for  if  you  do,  the  law  will  come  down 
upon  us  for  it." 

"  Of  course  it  will ;  but  you  may  make  your  mind  easy  about  that.  If  we  are 
taken,  it  will  go  hard  with  us,  and  it  would  not  do  us  one  farthing's  worth  of  good 
to  deprive  you  of  the  money ;  so  you  may  keep  it  so  far  as  we  are  concerned.' 

**  Then  I'll  hide  it  at  once.     Wife,  get  me  a  chisel." 

The  wife  brought  him  a  powerful  chisel,  with  which  he  got  up  easily  one  of 
the  flat  red  tiles  with  which  the  cottage  was  floored,  and  scooping  a  hole,  he 
said— 

*'  Now  give  me  the  bag." 

**  There  it  is,"  said  Claude.^'*  It  is  a  large  sum,  but  what  is  money  without 
one*s  life  ?" 

!*  What,  indeed  ?"  said  the  labourer,  as  quite  complacently  he  conveyed  the  bag 
into  the  hole  in  the  floor,  and  replaced  the  tile  over  it. 


CHAPTER  CCLVI. 

THE   RBFVGE   IN    THE    OLD    MANOR-HOUSE,  AND   ITS    RESULTS. 

If  the  man  at  the  cottage  had  been  only  half  such  a  clever  fellow  as  he 
thought  himself  to  be,  he  would  have  looked  into  the  bag  first,  before. he  con- 
veyed it  so  snugly  into  the  hole  in  the  floor,  nnd  then  he  would  have  found 
out  that  it  was  anything  but  gold  that  he  was  so  cleverly  hiding  ;  but  he  did 
not,  and  Duval  could  only  congratulate  himself,  that,  after  ail,  the  parson's  mock 
bag  of  money  had  turned  out  to  be  so  serviceable. 

**  Now  then,"  he  said,  **  my  friend,  we  will  leave  you." 

**  I  wish  you  luck,"  said  the  man. 

Probably  of  the  two  he  would  much  rather  that  Claude  and  his  friends  should 
not  be  taken  ;  but  still  as  he  was- paid  he  did  not  care  much  about  it.  If  he  had 
cared  a  straw,  he  would  have  told  them  of  the  man  in  the  tret;  but  upon  that 
subject  he  kept  silent.  His  great  object  was  to  get  the  large  sum  they  pFO- 
mised  him,  and  then  to  get  them  out  of  the  cottage. 

When  the  door  closed  upon  them  he  was  quite  delighted  ;  he  sat  down  to  laugh. 
While  he  is  so  laughing,  we  will  accompany  our  friends  to  the  outside  of  the-  l| 
cottage.  {j 

*•  Done  !"  said  Duval,  as  he  looked  smilingly  at  his  two  friends,  **  that  fellow,.  !i 
with  all  his  rascality  and  all  his  cupidity,  is  done." 

"  He  is/*  said  Jack,  "  but  let  us  getour  horses  as  quiclly  as  we  can  now,  and 
be  off." 

At  this  moment  something  hit  Duval  on  the  head.  It  was  a  little  pebble, 
and  upon  looking  up  to  see  where  it  came  from,  he  observed  the  labourer's 
daughter  at  the  upper  window  of  the  cottage,  for  there  was  a  room,  or  rather 
a  kind  of  loft,  above  the  sittjng-room,  in  which  she  usually  slept,  \ 
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The  girl  placed  her  finger  upon  her  lips  to  signify  that  he  ixros  not  t«  ipeaik, 
and  then  she  threw  out  to  him  a  little  piece  ef  paper,  upon  which  was  written — 

*•  Thare  his  a  man  hin  the  highest  chestnut  tree." 

"  Ah,"  said  Claude,  *'  this  is  news  worth  having.  Look  at  this,  Jack,  and  you 
toOj'Dick.     We  have  to  thank  the  girl  for  this.*' 

He  looked  up  to  the  window,  but  ihe  was  gone. 

•*  A  man  in  the  chestnut-tree,"  said  Jack.  "  The  biggest  chestnut-tree.  Where 
is  that  ?" 

"  In  the  lane,"  whispered  Dick.  "  Hush !  I  see  the  branches  of  it  now,  and 
thera  cannot  be  a  doubt  but  that  this  is  a  fair  enough  warning  to  us  of  dinger. 
What  is  to  be  done  now  ?" 

Claude  considered  for  a  moment  or  two,  and  then  he  said— 

*'  You  two  go  and  get  the  horses ;  I  will  settle  with  this  gentleman  in  the  tree. 
No  doubt  he  is  placed  there  to  give  an  alarm  to  his  friends,  who  are  not  far  off.  I 
see  our  position  quite  well  now,  and  I  shall  look  upon  his  conduct  as  that  of  a 
spy.  It  will  be  hard,  indeed,  if  I  can't  hit  a  man  in  a  tree  with  one  of  my 
pistols.     Get  the  horses  quickly." 

*'  It  is  our  only  resource,"  said  Dick.     "  Come  along.  Jack," 

Dick  and  Jack  made  what  haste  they  could  to  the  meadow  where  the  horses 
were  grazing,  and  Claude  went  to  the  tree,  about  which  there  could  he  no  mistake, 
as  it  was  double  the  size  of  any  othtr  that  grew  around  it. 

As  he  neared  it,  he  saw  the  branches  at  one  spot  shake  a  little,  and  that  con- 
vinced him  that  the  information  he  had  had  from  the  girl  was  perfectly  well 
founded. 

Whether  or  not  the  labourer  had  deceived  him,  he  could  not  take  npon  himself 
to  say,  nor  did  he  care  much  at  that  moment,  as  he  had  too  much  else  to 
think  of. 

Taking  a  pistol  from  his  pocket,  he  with  great  deliberation  pointed  it  at  the 
tree,  and  took  a  steady  aim. 

*•  Hold !"  cried  the  officer  from  amid  the  branches.  "  Don't  fire,  Claude  Duval, 
whatever  you  do.  I  know  you  very  well.  If  you  fire,  you  will  have  all  my 
comrades  upon  you,  for  a  pistol  discharjred  is  to  be  the  signal,  and  I  don't  want 
to  throw  away  my  life  that  you  may  be  hanged.  You  be  quiet,  and  I  will,  so 
I  hope  you  will  listen  to  reason." 

Duval  laughed. 

"  Certainly,  my  friend,"  he  said.  "  I  never  throw  away  a  shot,  and  I  always 
do  listen  to  reason." 

'*  I  thought  you  would,  Duval ;  you  can  be  off  all  right  with  your  friends,  now, 
for  the  others  won't  gallop  up  till  they  hear  a  pistol  shot,  and  1  won't  fire  one  till 
they  can't  do  you  much  harm." 

**  You  will  excuse  me,  my  friend,"  said  Duval;  "but  I  shall  be  much  the 
better  pleased  if  you  drop  your  pistols  to  the  foot  of  the  tree  now." 

**  Oh,  but  they  may  go  off  in  falling." 

*'  No,  vou  can  shake  out  the  priming.**  ^^^ 

"Well  but "  _  ^  1^: 

**  Oh,  1  see  you  are  full  of  excuses,  so  our  treaty  is  at  an  end.* 

Claude  again  levelled  his  pistol. 

«'  Hold !  You  won't  hear  what  I  have  to  say."  cried  the  officer.  "  I  was  only 
going  to  remark  that  if  my  brother-officers  found  that  I  was  \\ithout  my  pistols, 
they  would  suspect  what  of  all  things  I  would  wish  to  conceal  from  them, 
•am«ly,  that  yoa  and  I  had  met." 

"  If  that  is  all,  you  may  make  yourself  eaiy.  I  will  leave  your  pistols  at  the 
foot  of  the  tree,  so  ihat  you  can  get  them  when  you  descend." 

•«  That'll  do.     Here  they  are." 

Down  came  one  pistol,  and  then  the  other,  and  Claude  was  satisfied  that  the 
officer's  fears  were  quite  sufficient  to  induce  him  to  keep  faith  with  him.  It  took 
only  a  moment  or  two  to  lake  the  charge  from  the  pistolj,  and  then  Claude  threw 
them  to  the  foot  ef  the^tree,  saying —  ^^^  ^^ 
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**  There  are  your  arms.  You  will  find  them  all  right.  And  if  yoa  keep  your  ov?n 
secret,  no  one  need  ever  know  to  your  detriment  that  you  and  I  have  had  this 
little  tit  of  conversation." 

*•  It's  not  likely  Til  tell,  Duval,  if  you  don*t ;  and,  of  course,  though  I  don't 
deny  that  I  am  bound  to  arrest  you  if  I  can,  yet  I  am  not  such  a  goose  as  to 
throw  away  my  life  for  it,'* 

*•  Far  from  being  a  goose,"  said  Claude,  with  a  laugh,  "  I  look  upon  you  as 
a  very  sensible  man,  indeed,  I  assure  you.  Ah  !  here  are  my  friends  with  our 
cattle/' 

At  this  juncture,  Dick  and  Jack  made  their  appearance  with  the  two  horses, 
and  Jack  said  to  Claude — 

"  Dick's  horse,  I  do  believe,  although  it  is  a  few  inches  higher  than  roinp,  -is 
le?s  able  to  bear  your  extra  weight  than  mine  is.  You  had  belter  mount 
behind  me." 

"  Why,  no,  Jack,"  said  Claude,  drily.  "The  fact  is,  that  fastened  by  the 
bridle  to  a  gate  a  little  lower  down  the" road,  I  can  see  a  herse." 

'*  Oh,  that's  mine,"  cried  the  officer  in  the  tree. 

''You  mean  it  was  yours,'*  said  Claude.     "  It  is  mine  now." 

*'  Don't  take  it.  I'm  a  ruined  man,  if  you  take  the  horse,  I  only  borrowed 
it,  and  it's  worth  forty  pounds  if  it's  worth  a  l»]fpenny.  Oh,  Claude,  don't  take 
that  horse  whatever  you  do.  I'm  a  man  with  a  family,  and  what  are  thev  to  do 
for  victuals  if  you  take  the  horse?" 

*'  Why,  you  don't  mean  to  say,"  said  Claude,  "  that  you  feed  your  children  oii„ 
horse-flesh,  do  you?" 

*«  Oh,  dear  I— Oh,  dear  !— There  it  comes." 

Jack  had  gone  to  the  gate  that  Claude  had  indicated,  and  fetched  the  cfficer's 
horse,  to  the  immense  chagrin  of  chat  individual,  who  kept  up,  now,  quite  a  lament 
of  gro;\n3  upon  the  subject. 

*'  Hark  you,  my  friend,"  said  Claude  Duval;  *'  you  or  some  of  your  party  shot 
or  injured  my  horse,  and  I  was  forced  to  leave  hirn  behind  ;  so  this  is  but  a  fair 
exchange  and  no  robbery.     I  wou  d  rather  have  my  own." 

*'  Come— oh,  come,"  said  Jack.  "  Come,  Claude.  Every  momu^nt  that  we 
linger  here  is  fraught  with  danger." 

"But,  I  tell  you,  I  borrowed  the  horse  of  Mr.  Stanhope,"  cried  the  officer, 
*•  and  I — Oh,  they  are  gone  !" 

Claude  and  his  friends  went  off  at  a  sharp  canter,  and  the  officer  was  left  in 
the  tree  lamenting. 

The  route  that  the  highwaymen  took  was,  naturally  enough,  the  very  reverse- 
of  that  which  they  had  heard  the  officers  take,  and  they  soon  came  to*  the  end 
of  the  lane,  which  terminated  in  a  gate  leading  into  the  meadows. 

Such  a  petty  obstacle  as  a  gate  was  not  very  likelv  to  s^op  the  career  of  such 
personages  as  Claude  Duval  and  his  two  friends.  Jack  jumped  the  gate  at  once, 
but  Dick,  after  the  fall,  that  his  horse  had  had,  did  not  like  to  risk  him  in  a  leap 
just  then. 

Duval  was  about  putting  his  horse  at  the  gate,  but  Jack  cried  out  to  him — 

**  Don't  try  it,  Claude,  with  ahorse  you  know  nothing  about.  He  may  not 
be  able  to  do  it." 

•*  I  think  he  can,"  said  Duval.     "  Don't  you  baulk  me  again,  Jack." 

"Well -well,  I  warn  you." 

"  Thank  you.  If  I  break  my  neck,  you  may  depend  that  I  won't  blame  you  for 
it.  Jack." 

IVith  these  words,  Duval  rode  his  horse  at  the  gate,  and  to  his  great  gratifica- 
tion, the  creature  went  over  it  in  beautiful  style. 

"  Forty  pounds,"  cried  Daval,  "  did  h*'  say  this  horse  was  worth  ?  Why,  it 
would  be  a  good  eighty  pounds  that  would  be  required  to  buy  him,  I  take  it :  he 
is  a  famous  hunter." 

"  Capital — oh,  capital,"  said  Jack.  *'  I  never  did  see  a  creature  take  a  leap  in 
better  style.     I  do  believe  he  would  go  over  anything,* 
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These  words  were  scarcely  out  of  Jack's  mouth,  ^hen  from  a  little  pathway 
that  was  close  by  the  side  of  a  hedge  that  formed  a  continuation  of  the  fence  of 
the  field,  there  rushed  a  young  lady,  who,  clinging  at  once  to  the  bridle  of  Claude 
Duval's  horse,  cried  in  frantic  accents — 

"  He  has  come — he  has  come  at  last !  Oh,  God  !  Yes,  he  has  come  I  Here 
he  is  !  I  know  the  horse,  and  I  know  him  !  Oh,  he  has  come  at  last,  in  answer 
to  my  prayers !" 

Duval  was  perfectly  thunderstricken  at  this  sudden  appeal  to  him,  and  at  the 
appearance  of  the  young  lady,  who  had  rushed  forward  so  very  unexpectedly, 
that  she  might  have  been  an  apparition  for  all  he  knew  to  the  contrary.  Jack 
and  Dick,  too,  looked  quite  paralyze  >  with  astonishment,  and  for  the  space  of  time 
in  which  you  might  have  counted  twelve,  not  one  of  the  three  of  them  could 
speak  a  word. 

"Yes — yes,"  added  the  young  lady.  *' At  last — at  last  I  shall  die  happj'— 
very  happy,  now  that  he  has  come.  Do  I  not  know  ttie  horse  ?  Oh,  yes.  It  is 
— it  is  my  Stanhope  !" 

"Stanhope!"  said  Claude. 

*'  Yes — yes.  You  know  that  you  promised  to  come  long  ago  ;  and  now  that 
you  are  here,  the  circle  of  friends  that  have  been  walking  out  with  me,  and 
I  jeering  and  gibbering  at  me  for  so  long,  have  all  taken  to  flight.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  1 
am  happy,  now,  for  you  have  come  !" 

*'  I  am  all  amazement,"  said  Claude. 

*•  Father — father  !"  shrieked  the  young  lady,  in  a  voice  that  echoed  a^ain 
through  the  meadow.     *'  Father,  he  is  come — oh,  he  is  come  !" 

•*  She  is  mad,"  said  Dick. 

"  Quite  mad,"  said  Jack. 

The  young  lady  paid  no  attention  to  these  remarks,  but  kept  calling  **  Father  V 
until  an  elderly  gentleman,  with  a  lady  about  his  ©wn  age,  made  their  appearance 
in  gieat  haste  and  agitation. 


CHAPTER  CCLVII. 

CLAUDB  OFFICIATES  AT  A  MARRIAGE,  AND  TAKES  LEAVE  OF  THE  BRIDR. 

The  elderly  lady  and  gentleman  were  both  evidently  in  very  great  grief,  and 
the  lady  cried  out — 

*'  On,  Emma — Emnna,  do  come  home.  How  is  it  that  you  are  here  with 
Btrans^rs  ?     Come  home,  do,  my  dear  child." 

"No,  mother— no,"  cried  the  girl,  "  This  is  Stanhope.  Fe  said  he  would 
come  and  marry  me.  He  swore  that  he  would,  and  you  have  nearly  driven  me 
mad  among  you  by  sayinc;  that  he  would  not :  and  lo  !  here  he  is," 

*' Alas — aias  !"  said  the  old  gentleman. 

"  This  will  kill  me,"  said  the  old  lady.  **0h,  gentlemen,  how  came  you  to 
encounter  this  poor  young  creature?  You  can  well  see  that  her  wits  are  gone. 
I  pray  you  leave  her  to  us  at  once." 

'*  No — no,"  shrieked  the  girl,  clinging  to  Claude's  horse  in  such  a  way,  that 
he  was  afraid  to  move  for  lear  the  animal  should  trample  upon  her  feet.  '*  No 
—no,  I  tell  you  this  is  Stanhope  who  said  he  would  come  and  marry  me," 

•*  What  a  dreadful  delusion  !"  said  the  father. 

At  that  moment  it  flashed  across  the  mind  of  Duval  that  the  officer  had  said 
the  horse  was  borrowed  from  a  gentleman  of  the  name  of  Stanhope,  and  he  felt 
quite  sure  that  it  was  the  sight  of  the  animal,  which  she  no  doubt  well  knew, 
that  had  induced  the  poor  crazed  girl  to  mistake  Claude  for  the  real  owner  of  it. 

The  lather  tried  to  force  her  from  her  hold  of  the  bridle  of  the  horse,  but  she 
only  utterad  the  most  piercing  shrieks,  and  called  upon  Duval,  ia  the  name  of 
Stanhepe,  to  protect  her. 
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*'  Sir/*  said  Claude  to  the  father,  *'  come  round  to  the  other  side  oF  the  horse 
that  I  may  speak  to  you.  It  is  quite  evident  that  this  girl  mast  be  soothed,  not 
cowed  in  any  way.*' 

*'  But  alas !  sir,"  said  the  father,  as  he  stepped  round  to  the  other  side  of  the 
horse,  *'  what  can  I  do  T* 

"  She  mistakes  me  for  Mr.  Stanhope.** 

*'It  seems  so,  sir ;  and  yet  you  are  not  much  like  him ;  he  is  a  much  fairer  man 
than  yon.     It  is  his  heart  only  that  is  blacK." 

"  Is  he  so  bad?" 

*'  He  was  the  ruin  ofthat  young  girl,  and  you  see,  from  the  remains  of  her  beauty, 
f/hat  she  mi^hc  have  been.  Under  the  solemn  promise  of  marriage  he  effected 
her  ruin.  Her  intellect  has  given  way  with  the  full  knowledge  of  his  perfidy, 
and  her  mad  idea  now  is  that  he  will  yet  come  to  marry  her.  Mv  son  has  met 
him  in  a  duel,  and  wounded  him  so  that  he  is  laid  up  now,  and  richly  he  deserves 
the  sufferins;  that  ha  no  doubt  endures.  You  see,  sir,  that  we  can  do  no  more 
now  but  suffer." 

''Understand  me,  now,"  said  Duval,  "  that  I  do  not  know  this  Mr.  Stanhope, 
and,  to  my  knowledge,  never  set  eyes  upon  him ;  but  I  can  well  understand  how 
it  is  tliat  your  daughter,  in  her  crazed  intellect,  has  mistaken  me  for  him,  as  this 
is  his  horse." 

"  This  his  horse  ?" 

"  Yes,  sir;  but  don't  run  away  with  an  idea  that  I  am  a  friend  to  this  Mr. 
Stanhope.  1  borrowed  the  horse  of  one  who  borrowed  it  of  him,  that  is  all,  I  give 
you  my  Mord  of  honour  that  it  is  so." 

"lam  satisfied,  sir,  and  do  not  doubt  you  ;  but  it  is  a  most  unfortunate  thing 
that  she  should  chance  to  meet  you  upon  this  horse." 

"  Be  not  too  ha'sty,  sir,  in  coming  to  that  conclusion.*' 

'*  How  can  I  help  it,  sir  ?  If  you  have  any  power  over  her  imagination,  by  the 
fancy  that  she  has  of  your  being  Mr.  Stanhope,  let  me  beg  of  you  to  exercise  it 
at  once  by  urging  her  to  go  home.'* 

''  I  will  try  it.     Emma  !'' 

"  Yes,  Charles,  yes.     Oh,  it  is  he  !" 

*'  I  am  coming  up  to  the  house.     Pray  go  on  with  your  mother." 

"  Oh,  yes,  anything  you  wish.  We  shall  be  married  soon.  Oh,  God,  what 
joy  this  is !  They  all  said  you  would  not  come,  but  I  knew  you  would,  Charles  ; 
and  you  have  come  to  prove  your  own  truth  and  constancy.**  ^. 

"Ye?,  yes,  Emma.     Go  on  with  your  mother.*' 

With  a  look  of  the  most  quiet  obedience,  she  now  placed  her  arm  in  that  of 
her  mother's,  and  allowed  herself  to  be  led  ofi". 

"  Is  she  really  so  tractable  ?"  said  Duval. 

*'  Quite  the  reverse,"  said  the  father,  as  he  turned  aside  to  dash  the  tears  from 
his  eyes.  *'0h,  Heaven,  is  there  no  thunderbolt  to  reach  the  head  of  the  villain 
who  destroyed  my  child  ?" 

*'  Listen  to  me,  sir,"  said  Duval,  who  truly  pitied  both  the  girl  and  her  parents. 
"  It  is  quite  clear  that  this  scoundrel,  named  Stanhope,  will  never  come  to  radeem 
the  promises  he  has  made  to  your  child.'* 

"  Never — Never  1" 

"And  it  is  equally  clear,  that  if  he  does  not  come,  she  will  continue  in  this 
desperate  state  of  mental  disease." 

'*  She  will  be  worse,  much  worse  now,  after  you  are  gone,  I  dread  to  meet 
her  again." 

••  Then  let  me  advise.  The  only  thing  that  I  can  see,  is  for  you  to  make  her 
believe  that  I  still  really  am  the  Mr.  Stanhopt  she  takes  me  for.  Let  me  marry 
her.- 

'*  Marry  her  ?" 

"  Yes,  in  a  sham  way,  you  know ;  one  of  my  friends  will  personate  the  parson 
and  perform  the  ceremony,  immediately  after  which,  I  will  tell  her  that  I  have  an 
appointment  in  London,  so  that  I  must  leave  her.  You  can  then,  when  1  am 
- 
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gone,  tell  her  that  I  am  in'the  army,  and  unexpectedly  ordered  abroad.  After  that 
you  can  choose  your  own  opportunity  of  telling  her  that  I  am  dead,  and,  of 
course,  she  will  feel  grief,  but  how  much  better  will  that  be  than  her  present 
state." 

The  father  looked  thoughtful. 


CLAUDE  MEETS   WITH   AN  ADVENTURE  WITH   A   PnOK  MANIAC. 

^  *'Com€,  sir,"  sa"d  Duval  **  I  propose  all  tliis  to  }0U  out  of  pity  to  the  young 
girl,  as  1  do,  from  my  heart,  think  that  it  will  have  ihe  effect  of  changing  the 
whole  current  of  her  thoughts,  and  probably  of  eLtirely  recovering  her  from  the 
state  she  is  now  in." 

'It  is  feasible." 

*'  It  is,  indeed,  to  my  thinkirg ;  and  an}thin5  is  wor;h  the  trying,  in  a  medicinal 
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point  of  view,  that  promises  for  her  an  amendment  of  her  present  sad  state,  do 
you  not  think  ?" 

'^  Oh,  yes." 

"Then,  try  it,  sir.  Do  not  hesitate.  It  is  tree  that  I  am  a  stranger  to  you, 
but  if  I  can  be  of  such  service  to  that  poor,  afflicted  girl,  I  shall  feel  that  it  was 
a  happy  chance  that  brought  me  upon  Mr.  Stanhope's  hors«  to  this  spot." 

"  Sir,"  said  the  father,  "  I  must  own  to  you  that  I  feel  a  kind  of  repugnance 
to  this  plan." 

"1  do  not  wonder  at  it;  but  the  case  is  so  singular,  and  so  distressing,  that 
I  have  been  induced  to  make  you  the  offer  that  I  have,  with  a  view  to  saving  you 
from  further  evil ;  but  if  it  should  still  continue,  upon  reflection,  to  be  repugnant 
to  you,  I  have  but  to  take  my  leave." 

*'  Oh,  no — no,  do  not  go.  Allow  me  to  speak  to  her  mother  upon  the  subject, 
before  I  give  you  my  final  answer.'* 

"  I  think  that  is  only  -fthat  ought  to  be  done.'* 

*'Then,  sir,  will  you  be  so  good  as  to  accompany  me  to  my  house,  now,  and  I 
can  only  say,  that  whether  your  proposal,  which  I  feel  is  dictated  in  all  kindness, 
be  acceded  to  or  not,  I  shall  feel  always  grateful  to  you  for  having  made  it." 

*'Do  not  think  of  that,"  said  Duval,  *'  I  make  it  from  sheer  and  genuine 
sympathy  with  that  poor  afflicted  young  thing." 

This  was  strictly  true,  and  the  tone  in  which  Claude  said  it,  was  enough  to 
convince  any  oae  of  his  real  sincerity  of  purpose. 

*'  Is  it  asking  too  much,  sir,"  said  the  old  gentleman,  "  for  me  to  ask  your 
name,  and  who  you  are  ?" 

"  I  am  a  gentleman,"  said  Duval,  "  and  if  you  will  permit  me  to  preserve  an 
incognito,  I  would  rather  do  it  than  impose  upon  you  by  telling  you  that  1  am 
what  I  am  not." 

«f  Very  well,  sir ;  I  have  no  light  to  pry  into  your  name,  or  your  condition  in 
life.     Will  your  two  friends  likewise  accompany  us  ?'* 

"  If  you  please." 

There  was  no  need  to  explain  to  Jack  or  Dick  the  affair,  for  they  had  both  beea 
sufficiently  near  at  hand  to  hear  it  all,  so  that  they  followed  Claude  and  the  old 
gentleman  across  the  meadow  to  the  house,  the  chimneys  of  which  they  could 
just  see  peeping  up  from  among  the  trees  of  a  garden  that  was  close  at  hand. 

Claude  dismounted.  <)nd  slung  the  bridle  of  his  new  horse  over  his  arm,  as  he 
walked  by  the  side  of  the  old  gentleman  ;  and  it  was  quite  evident  that  the  latter 
was  getting  each  moment  more  and  more  charmed  by  the  manner  of  his  new  ac- 
quaintance. 

*'  Ah,  sir,"  he  said,  '*  I  suspect  that  in  not  telling  me  your  name  and  station 
youaie  concealing  from  me  rank,  and,  perhaps,  nobility,  instead  of  anything  that 
can  be  discreditable  to  you.'* 

"  Pray  permit  me  to  be  silent  upon  that  head,"  said  Claude.  "  It  ir:ay  happen 
that  at  some  future  time  we  may  meet,  and  then  you  may  know  me  in  my  proper 
character.     Until  that  time  shall  come,  allow  me  to  be  your  unknown  friend." 

"  Certainly,  sir,  at  your  pleasure  ;  and  I  can  only  say,  that  be  you  whom  you 
may,  my  feelings  of  gratitude  towards  you  will  suffer  no  diminution  whatever." 

By  this  time  they  reached  a  garden  gate  that  led  from  the  meadow  into  the 
well-kept  grounds  of  the  house,  and  it  was  quite  evident  to  Claude,  that  the 
owner  of  the  place  must  be  a  man  of  some  worth,  for  it  was  extremely  well 
and  trimly  kept. 
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CHAPTER  CCLVIII. 

CLAUDE    HAS    TO    LEAVE    THE    MANOR-HOUSE    IN    A    HURRY. 

We  have  not  yet  had  time  to  do  more  than  hint  at  the  personal  appearance  of 
the  young  lady  who.  in  that  sad  eclipse  of  the  intellect  under  which  she  laboured, 
mistook  Duval  for  the  greatest,  and,  we  may  say,  the  only  enemy  she  had  ever  had 
upon  earth. 

She  was  not  above  nineteen  years  of  age,  of  the  most  delicately  fair  com- 
plexion that  Claude  had  ever  seen.  Her  hair  was  of  that  sunny  auburn, 
which  is  really  auburn,  and  not  the  saudy  apology  for  that  colour  which  is 
usually  so  called.  Her  exes  were  of  the  most  beautiful  and  liquid  blue  that 
imagination  could  picture,  and  although  her  figure  was  a  trifle  small  for  a  con- 
noisseur in  female  beauty,  it  was  yet  so  exquisitely  graceful,  that  no  wonder 
Claude,  with  his  appreciation  of  female  beauty,  was  at  once  charmed  and  dis- 
tressed. 

He  was  charmed  at  the  sight  of  such  a  piece  of  feminine  lovelines?,  and  he  was 
distressed  to  thmk  how  that  once  glorious  gift  of  reaiion  that  had  lighted  up  all 
those  charms  had  fled. 

Jack  and  Dick  both  felt  the  warmest  sympathy  for  the  young  girl,  and  they 
were  quite  willing  to  run  some  personal  risk,  if  it  WJuld  but  in  any  way  conduce 
to  her  welfare. 

The  house  was  an  old-fashioned  one,  with  a  great  number  of  odd  corners 
and  quaint  gable-ends  to  it,  and  the  windows  were  in  many  places  of  the  old- 
fashioned  diamond-shape  panes,  that  are  now  so  completely  obsolete,  except 
when  they  ars  purposely  used  to  iocitate  the  architecture  of  a  forn?,er  age. 

*' You  have  a  charming  old  place  here/'  said  Claude  to  the  father. 

'•  Alas — no  !  It  was  once  charming,  but  now  all  their  beauties  have  but 
the  effect  of  adding  to  ourdistres?,  for  we  recollect  what  was  their  appreciation  by 
our  darling,  who  lO  us  is   as  one  of  the  dead." 

'' Do  not  despair  ;  you  should  recollect  that  this  madnes=:  of  hers  is  not  the 
result  of  a  disease,  but  of  a  powerful  sad  impression  that  has  been  made  upon 
the  mind.     Such  is  the  kind  of  insanity  that  is  curable." 

"  You  really  think  so,  sir?" 

*•'  I  do,  indeed." 

"  Those  are  words  of  comfort.  I  should  not  know  how  to  make  enough  of 
you  if  by  this  phn  that  you  propose  you  should  succeed  in  restoring  my  child 
to  something  like  serenity." 

'*  Try  it,  sir.  If  it  fail  in  doing  so,  it  at  the  least  has  the  negative  gratification 
that  it  cannot  make  her  worse." 

"1  do  not  think  it  can.  But  it  is  time,  sir,tbat  I  should  tell  you  who  I  am. 
T  am  a  Mr.  Mofl'at;  and  afier  practising  as  an  attorney  for  a  number  of  years,  I 
have  returned  home.'' 

"An  attorney  ?" 

"Yes,  sir.  I  hope  that  you  have  none  of  the  viorldly  prejudices  against  my 
profession,  for  I  assure  you  there  may  be  honest  attorneys." 

*'I  do  not  doubt  it,  sir.  I  pray  you  not  to  suppose  for  a  moment  that  I  have 
any  prejudice  against  you." 

"  1  thank  you,  sir.  The  fact  is  that  this,  Mr.  Stanhope  is  the  son  of  a  noble- 
man, ^ho  was  an  old  client  of  mine,  and  that  was  how  he  got  such  a  footing  in 
my  house." 

"1  understand." 

They  had  now  reached  an  elegant  room  upon  the  ground  floor,  and  Mr.  Moffat, 
after  apologising  for  being  there  alone  for  a  little  while,  went  to  consult  his  wife 
upon  the  proposal  Claude  had  made  concerning  Emma. 

*'  Well,"  said  Claade,  when  he  was  alone  with  Jack  and  Dick,  *' what  do  you 
ttilnk  of  this  adventure  V* 
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**  I  approve  of  it,"  said  Dick.  *'  Let  us  do  all  the  good  we  can  as  we  go  along 
in  the  world." 

"And  I  likewis«  approve  of  it,"   said  Jack,    "on  the  same  principle.     By 
adopting  such  a  course,  too,  we  make  friends;    and  in  our  position  of  life,   we 
never  know  when  friends  may  be  servicable.     Several  times  it  has  happened  to 
me,  when  I  have  been  in  great  straits,  and  must  have  been  sacrificed,  that  I  have  ! 
encountered  people  who  felt  bound  to  me  by  some  old  tie  of  grateful  feeling,  and  , 
they  have  saved  me." 

**l  quite  concur  with  you.  Jack,  in  that,"  said  Claude,  feelingly.     '*  Heaven 
knows  that  no  one  has  greater  cause  than  I  to  feel  grateful  to  my  friends  ;  but  yet, 
upon  the  higher  principle  of  endeavouring  to  soothe  the  afflictions  of  this  young  ; 
girl,  I  would  act,  if  I  were  to  be  assured  tliat  from  the  moment  that  I  should  cross  '< 
the  threshold  of  this  house  I  should  be  forgotten." 

*'  That  I  can  well  believe  of  you,  Claude.    But  some  one  comes.*'  i 

The  door  of  the  apartment  was  opened,  and  the  father  and  mother  both  ap-  i 
peared.     Tears  were  in  the  lady's  eyes,  and  advancing  to  Claude,  she  said,  in  a 
voice  of  great  feeling —  j 

"Sir,  not  only  do  I  accept  the  kind  offer  you  make  regarding  Emma,  but  I  do   ' 
think,  under  Providence,  that  it  may  and  will  be  the  means  of  calnaing  the  mind 
of  that  afflicted  one." 

"  I  hope  so  from  my  heart,  madam."  j 

*'  We  all  hope  so,"  said  Dick.  i 

'  **  Then,'*  said  the  father,  "  let  it  be  soon  done.     Poor  Emma  is  getting  impa-  ' 
iient  to  be  once  more  in  company  with  him  whom  she  supposes  in  her  madness  to 
be  Mr.  Stanhope." 

"  Let  me  speak  to  her,"  said  Claude,  "  and  I  will  soon  soothe  her  to  calmness. 
At  a  time  like  this,  anything  should  be  done  that  possibly  can  to  make  her  think 
that  all  is  well.     Pray  let  her  come  into  the  room." 

The  mother  moved  to  the  door ;  but  before  she  could  reach  it,  it  was  rapid'y 
opened,  and  the  young  girl  came  into  the  room. 

"  Where  is  he  ?"  she  said.  *'  Where  is  my  Charles  ?  Why  ^o  you  keep  me 
from  him  ?  I  told  yoa  all  that  he  would  come,  and  you  would  not  believe  me, 
and  so  I  do  think  that  at  times  you  nearly  drove  mc  mad.  But  he  is  here.  Ah, 
he  is  here  now  !" 

She  advanced  towards  Claude  again,  aad  grasped  him  by  the  arm.  He  had 
his  hat  ojff  now,  and  shelooxed  in  his  face  rather  composedly  as  she  said,  in  a  low 
plaintive  voice— 

'*  Are  vou  not  my  Charles  ?'* 
"  Yes,"  said  Claude.     *'  Can  you  doubt  it  ?' 

Her  countenance  cleared  in  the  moment,  and  the  little  doubt  that  had  obtr  uded 
itself  by  the  aid  of  the  small  glimmering  of  reason  that  still  remained  to  her. 
Vanished  at  once. 

**Oh,  yes — yes,"  she  said.  *'  I  know  you  are  my  Charles,  and  all  is  well  now. 
Who  could  sp«ak  to  me  in  such  atone,  but  he  who  loved  me?  And  now,  father 
and  mother,  I  would  have  you  take  notice,  that  he  has  come,  although  you  said 
he  would  not." 

"  We  acknowledge  that,  Emma,"  said  the  father. 
**  Yes,  my  child,"  sobbed  the  mother,  ''  it  is  as  you  say." 
"  Now,  ray  dear  Emma,"  said  Ciaude,  *•  will  you  listen  to  me  quietly,  and  pay 
great  attention  to  what  I  am  about  to  say  ?" 

•*  Yes — oh,  yes.  How  I  shall  listen  to  you  !  I  do  not  wish  to  listen  to  any 
one  else  in  all  the  world,  Charles." 

**  Then,  Emma,  you  must  know  that  I  have  come  down  here,  at  some  incon- 
venience to  marry  you,  for  since  I  knew  you  and  saw  you  last,  I  have  gone  into 
the  army.     Do  you  understand  me  ?" 

"  Yes,  quite.  And  you  have  come  to  marry  me,  Charles  ?  You  are  an  officer  in 
the  army,  now,  you  say  ?" 

<'  Exactly;  that  is  quite  right.    I  have  come  to  marry  you  ;  but   the  moment 
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the  ceremony  is  performed,  my  military  duties  will  call  me  to  London,  and  per- 
haps a    little    way    out   of  England  ;  but   you  will  recollect  that  you  are  my 
wife,  and  you  will  be  patient.    Only  think  how  many  soldiers  wives  have  to  wait 
the  return  of  their  husbands." 
"  Alas  !  I  shall  mourn." 

'*  Yes;  but  you  will  feel  much  happier  than  you  have  felt." 
<•  Happier,  Charles!     Oh,  yes,  I  shall  be  myself  again.    My  state  will  be  one 
of  Heaven,  in  comparison  to  what  I  have  suffered.     I  shall  be  your  wife.     That 
will  be  to  me  everything,  and  those  about  me  will  know  that  such  is  the  case,  and 
1  will  try  to  be  happy,  even  althougiti  you  are  away  from  me." 

Claude  glanced  at  the  father  and  mother.  The  latter  was  weeping,  but  the 
father  said  in  a  low  tone — 

"  It  is  more  than  I  expected.  She  looks  already  more  happy." 
**  And  she  will  be,"  said  Claude.  *'  Now,  Emma,  you  see  here  two  friends  of 
mine,  one  of  them  is  a  brother  officer,  and  the  other  is  the  chaplain  of  our 
regiment.  He  will  perform  the  marriage  ceremony  for  us,  and  when  you  hear 
that  you  are  my  wife,  I  hope  and  trust  that  you  will  throw  off  all  gloom  and 
discomfort,  and  try  all  you  can  to  make  your  fond  parents  happy  and  contented 
with  you.'' 

"  I  will,  Charles.     Yes,  I  will,'* 

*' That  is  enough.  By  so  doing,  you  will  always  preserve  your  place  in  my 
best  affections,  and  let  me  be  where  I  m^y,  I  shall  tliink  of  you  with  the  fondest 
regard." 

"Ah,  Charles,  when  you  say  that,  you  know  that  I  would  promise  you  auy- 
thing  in  the  world.  But  I  ought  to  have  a  bridal  dress  of  white,  with  roses  upon 
it,  and  my  hair  should  be  bound  with  a  silver  wreath." 

"  You  will  do  very  well  as  you  are,"  said  Claude  "  Recollect  that  I  have  no 
time  to  stay.  My  horse— the  horse  that  you  know  quite  well — waits  without  to 
take  me  to  London  again." 

"Oh,  yes— yes!  I  had  really  quite  forgotten  that.  How  foolish  I  am,  to  be 
sure.  But  I  shall  soon  get  better— ni'ici  better.  Did  I  not  always  say  that  you 
would  comp,  Charles?  Ah,  I  knew  you  better  than  they  did,  for  when  you  told 
me  that  you  would  have  me  and  no  other,  then  I  saw  the  moon  look  down  upon 
you,  and  death  would  have  come  to  you  from  its  silvery  beams  if  you  had  broken 
the  vow." 

"  I  should  have  deserved  death,"  siid  Claude.     "But,  come,  we  will  have  the 
marriage  performed  in  this  very  room,  if  your  parents  are  agreeable. 
**  We  are,"  said  the  old  couple. 

Claude  beokoaed  to  J:  ck  to  come  and  play  the  part  of  the  chaplain  ;  aud  then 
Jack,  in  a  low,  solemn  voice,  said, — 

**  I  presume  there  is  a  book  of  prayers  in  the  house  ?" 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  the  father.  *•  I  will  fetch  you  one  in  a  moment  or  two,  if  you 
will  please  to  be  seated  for  that  space  of  lime." 

''  That  will  do,"  said  Jack.  "  I  trust  that  when  this  ceremony  is  o\er  that 
the  young  lady  will  know  a  peace  of  mind  to  which,  I  fear,  she  has  been  for  some 
time  a  stranger."  -  , 

"  I  shall— oh,  yes,  I  shall  !"  cried  the  poor  bewildered  creature.  *  1  ^now 
well  that  I  shall.  Where  is  ihe  book  of  prayers  ?  We  are  ail  quite  ready,  and  my 
Charles  has  co:ne  all  the  way  from  London  to  marry  me.  You  see,  mother,  that 
he  has  come  ?"  ,    . 

*•  I  do.  my  dear,"  said  the  mother,  who  was  hardly  able  to  s  .eak  for  emo  ion  ; 
"  I  do,  my  dear;  and  I  sincerely  hope  that  his  coming  will  contribute  greatly  lo 
your  happiness,  my  child."  -r    i    1 1  u      ^  rv,«^p« 

•*  I  shall  be  as  happy  as  the  day  is  long.  Nay,  I  fear  tnat  I  sha  I  be  so  merry 
and  so  full  of  spirits,  no^r,  that  you  will  hardly  know  me;  and  I  shall  teei  muca 
better,  here."  She  pressed  her  hands  on  her  head  as  she  spoke.  And  then  at 
night  the  fearful  dreams  will  not  come  to  me  as  they  used  to  ;  and  i  suaii  no« 
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see  fiagers  pointed  at  me  in  my  own  chamber,  nor  hear  the  hideous  laughter 
of  creatures  that  do  not  belong  to  this  world." 

*'Hush — hush  I"  said  Claude.  He  saw  that  she  was  getting  excited,  and  that 
the  colour  on  her  cheek  was  deepening,  and  he  heard  that  her  voice  was  rising  to 
a  high  and  unwonted  pitch.  "  Hush  !  It  is  quite  impossible  that  we  should  be 
married  now,  if  you  are  not  mucn  more  still  than  you  are,  dear  one." 

She  shuddered  a  little,  and  then  in  a  low  tone,  as  she  crept  closer  to  Claude, 
she  said, — 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  will  be  as  still  as  the  grave  !" 


CHAPTER  CCLIX. 

THE    SINGULAR     MARRIAGE    TAKES     PLACE,    AND    A    STRANGE    VISITOR    ARRIVES, 

^  These  last  words  of  the  unhappy  girl  were  spoken  evidently  under  great  terror 
that  Claude  would  leave  her  again  ;  and  after  a  moment  or  two  she  looked  up 
into  his  face  with  a  glance  of  great  sadness,  and  said, — 

"  I  am  not  mad  I" 

The  words  seemed  to  be  spoken  as  much  in  the  light  of  a  question  as  an 
assertion  of  sincerity ;  but  Claude  Duval  thought  proper  to  say  all  he  could  to 
reassure  her. 

"  Mad  !"  he  replied.  "  Oh,  no — no  !  I  an  sure  that  no  one  can  possibly  call 
you  mad.  It  is  too  absurd,  that.  You  are  quite  as  sane  as  any  of  us ;  and  here 
comes  a  servant  with  the  prayer-book,  no  doiibt ;  and  the  chaplain  hsre  will  at 
once  unite  us," 

"  Oh,  yes— yes !     That  is  joy,  indeed  !" 

An  old  servant  who  had  been  dispatched  to  the  library  for  a  book  of  common- 
prayer,  now  maae  his  appearance,  and  it  was  placed  in  the  hands  of  Jack,  who, 
partly  from  a  feeling  of  superstition  which  would  cling  to  him,  and  j)artly  from 
pity  for  the  unhappy  young  creature  whom  it  became  necessary  to  deceive  for 
her  own  peace,  looked  as  serious  every  bit  as  though  he  had  been  a  real  clergy- 
man called  in  upon  the  spur  of  the  moment  to  perform  the  ceremony. 

"New,  Reverend  Sir,"  said  Claude,  ''we  are  perfectly  ready  if  you  please. 
Pray  proceed  with  the  ceremony." 

Claude  meant  this  as  a  hint  to  Jack  to  get  it  over  as  quickly  as  he  could,  and 
Jack  replied — 

*'  Take  your  places.     I,  too,  am  quite  ready." 

They  all  half-surrounded  him  in  a  kind  of  half  circle,  and  Jack,  in  an  impres- 
sive tone,  read  the  marriage  service,  ihe  formalities  were  all  gone  through  with 
great  gravity,  and,  finally,  Jack  closed  the  book,  and  with  a  slight  inclination  of 
his  head,  said  — 

**  May  the  marriage  be  a  blessed  one,  and  produce  all  the  good  which  every  one 
here  present  hopes  and  expects  from  it." 

"Amen!"  said  the  father. 
_  The  young  girl  now  turned  to  Claude,  and  with  a  shriek  of  joy  she   fell   into 
his  arms. 

*' Joy,  joy!"  she  said.  *'I  am  indeed  a  wife.  No  more  can  the  finger  of 
scorn  be  pointed  at  me  to  drive  me  mad.     I  am  a  wife — I  am  your  wife,  Charles  !" 

''You  are,  my  dear  one;  and  now  remember  what  I  was  compelled  to  tell 
you  before  this  marriage  took  place.      My  horse  is  at  the  gate  !" 

She  burst  into  tears  and  sobbed  bitterly. 

"And  must  you  go?  And  must  you  leally  leave  me?  My  own,  my  hus- 
band !" 

*•'  I  must,  indeed." 

^'It  is  imperative,"  said  Jack. 

•'  There  cannot  possibly  be  any  delay,"  said  Dick. 
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The  young  creature  could  not  speak  for  her  tears  ;  and  as  a  tray,  -with  wine 
and  other  refreshments,  was  brought  in,  the  father  spoke  to  her. 

*'  Now,  my  dear,  let  me  hope  that  although  the  military  duties  of  your  husband 
call  him  away  from  you,  that  you  will  feel  a  calmness  and  a  peace  of  mind  to 
which  you  have  long  been  a  stranger,  and  that  w3  shall  all  feel  happier '* 

**  Oh,  yes,  yes,  father/'  she  said,  interrupting  him,  "  and  I  will  write  a  long 
letter  every  day  to  Charles." 

"  Nay,"  said  Claude,  "you  must  not  attempt  to  do  that,  for  I  shall  be  so  short 
a  time  probably  at  one  place,  that  it  is  doubtful  if  any  of  such  letters  would  at 
all  reach  me.'' 

*'  But  you  will  write  to  me  ?" 

''  Do  not  expect  it.  You  know  the  life  of  a  soldier  is  one  that  scarcely  may 
be  said  to  belong  to  himself.  Hest  content  that  you  are  my  wife,  and  that  I  will 
ceme  to  you  as  soon  as  my  military  duties  will  permit  me." 

"Yes,  madam,"  said  Jack,  "that  is  just  the  fact;  and  I  can  only  assure  you 
that  even  in  coming  here  now  to  render  you  that  tardy  justice  which  he  felt 
conscientiously  compelled  to  render  to  you,  my  gallant  young  friend  here  is  com- 
miting  a  breach  of  duty." 

"And,  therefore,  must  go  at  once,*'  said  the  father. 

**  I  am  ready,'"'  said  Claude,  who  took  it  now  into  his  head  that  the  father 
Beemed  rather  anxious  to  get  rid  of  him,  **  I  am  ready;  my  horse  is  at  the 
gate.'* 

He  moved  towards  the  door,  but  with  a  shriek,  the  girl  followed  him. 

"No— no,  not  yet !— Oh,  not  yet !" 

'«  Nay,  but " 

'*  Oh,  do  not  say  me  nay  !  You  will  t4:e  one  cup  of  wine  wiih  us  before  you 
go. — Father,  where  is  the  cup  of  gold,  that  we  consider  the  cup  of  honour? 
Where  is  it,  father  ?     Fill  it  for  him  who  is  entitled  to  it." 

''It  is  here,'*'  said  the  father,  as  he  handed  a  handsomely  chased  gold  cup  to 
Claude.  "  Drink  sir,  and  then,  as  you  must  leave  us,  a  short  leave-taking  is  the 
best." 

A  loud  ringing  of  the  bell  at  this  moment  struck  on  the  ears  of  the  whole 
party. 

"  What  is  that  ?"  said  Dick. 

"  The  great  bell  at  the  gate,"  said  the  father.  "  It  is  only  some  visitor  for  me  • 
but  the  servants  will  show  him  into  one  of  the  other  rooms.  We  shall  not  be 
intruded  upon." 

"  I  don't  know  that,'*  said  Claude.     "Some  one  comes,  that  is  quite  clear." 

The  sound  of  a  footstep  approaching  the  room  now  came  clearly  upon  all  their 
ears. 

"  This  is  vexatious,"  said  Jack.  '*  Who  can  it  he  ?'* 

"  Let  it  be  whom  it  may,*'  said  the  poor  blighted  girl,  "  let  it  be  whom  it  may, 
th?y  shall  congratulate  me  upon  my  marriage,  and  they  will  be  the  first  to  know 
of  it." 

The  door  was  flung  open,  and  a  gentleman  walked  into  the  room,  crying  out 
as  he  did  so — 

"Well,  old  friend,  how  are  you  ?  You  see  that  I  have  at  last  fulfilled  my  prj- 
mise  of  coming  down  here  for  a  little  while,  from  the  cares  of  my  affairs  in  town, 
to Oh,  I  beg  your  pardon  ;  you  have  company  !" 

*'  Yes,"  said  the  girl,  stepping  forward,  and  holding  Claude  firmly  by  the  cuff 
of  the. coat.    *'  This,  Sir  John,  is  my  husband  r" 

"  Your  husband  ?'* 

"  Yes,'*  said  the  father.  "  This  is  the  husband  of  our  dear  girl.  Sir  John,  and  as 
yon  are  a  magistrate  of  London,  I  only  wish  you  ha  d  been  here  to  sanction  with 
your  ]*resence  the  ceremony." 

'*  The  devil  you  do  »" 

*'  Yes— yes.  Hush  !  All's  right.  Hem  !  Oh,  yes.* 

"  Why,  what  on   earth  is  the  meaning  of  all  tbis  ?     What  is  all  this  nodding 
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and  winking  about,  eh  ?  What  does  it  mean  ?  Wiiat  do  you  waat  me  to  do  or 
say  ?" 

"  Nothing—nothing!'* 
*'  Oil,  nothing  !"  cried  everybody. 

*'  Nothing  at  all,"  said  Dick,  "  Now,  I  think,  ws  will  go.'* 
As  Dick  spoke,  he  sidled   to  the  door  of  the  room,  but  the  magistrate,  with 
sudden  vehemence,  cried  out^ 

"  Why,  old  friend,  are  these  gentlemen  acquaintances  of  yours  ?"  | 

*'0h,  yes— yes." 

*'  Well,  if  ever  I  saw  Richard  Turpin,  the  highwayman,  in  all  my  life,  and  I 
have  had  hi  n  twice  before  me,  and  he  robbed  me  once  upan  the  Fulham  Road, 
here  he  is !" 

Everybody  was  profoundly  still  for  a  few  moments,  and  t!ien  the  father,  as  he 
clasped  his  hands  together,  said — 
"A  highwayman  ?     Oh,  no — no!" 

*'Bat  I  say  yes.  I  don't  know  the  others,  but  this  is  the  famous  Dick  Turpin, 
the  highwayman,  I  will  be  upon  ray  oath." 

»'0h,  my  dear,  sir,"  said  Dick,  *' you  make  a  very  great  mistake,  inde3d.  I 
may  be  like  Turpin,  the  highwayman;  but  there  are  in  the  world  the  most  extra- 
ordinary likenesses." 

'"There  are,  indeed,  my  friend,  and  1  can  only  say,  that  yours  is  so  extraordin- 
ary a  one  to  Turpin,  that  if  you  ride  into  London,  the  authorities  will  hang  you 
on  the  strength  of  it." 

*' Tills  is  insulting!"  said  Claude.  "  I  will  now  leave  thij  house  at  once  with 
my  friends.  Farewell  dear  wife — farewell,  until  we  have  the  happiness  of  meeting 
you." 

"  CharleSj  Charles,  must  you  indeed  go  ?" 
"  Indeed  I  must.     Jack,  vvhere  lias  that  Sir  John  gone  1" 
The  magistrate  had  hastily  left  the  room. 

''Danger!"  said  Dick,  as  he  took  a  small  double-barrelled  pistol  from  his 
pocket,  and  shook  the  powder  in  the  pan.  *'  Danger,  most  certainly,  by  all  that's 
interesting  !" 

"  This  comes,"  said  Jack,  *'of  ?oing  out  of  one's  way  t)  do  a  kind  thing  bj 
anyone,'' 

"Do  not  say  that,'*  said  Claude.  *'  I  vvill  not  regret  that  I  we  it  out  of  my 
way  for  such  a  purpose.     Good-by,  dear." 

Claude  kissed  the  girl,  and  then  darted  to  the  door  of  the  room.  Jack  and 
Dick  had  already  left  it,  and  stood  in  the  passage  beyond  it  with  a  pistal  in  each 
of  their  hands. 

*'  All's  right,"  said  Claude.     "  Don't  make  any  noise," 
The  father  followed  them  hastily. 

"  Oh,  tell  me/'  he  said,  "  tell  me  truly  who  and  what  5'ou  really  are  ?'' 
*'A  highwayman,"  said  Claude,  "and  my  name  is  Claude  Duval." 
*'  C  aude  Duval,  the  highwayman  ?" 

*'  The  same.    But  do  not  you  join  all  the  worldi  n  abusing  me,  or  I  have  tried 

to  dn  you  some  good,  as  I  think  you  will  admit,   and  I  leave  your  house,  taking 

nothing  with  me  but  my  danger,     if  you  wish  to  do  me  a  good  turn   in  requital 

of  the  trouble  I  have  "taken  to  restore  your  child  to  peace  of  mind,  have  our  horses 

I  taken  care  of,  and  let  us  at  once  mount  and  be  off." 

I  '•  You  shall — you  shall.  Oh,  if  I  could  only  see  my  friend.  Sir  John,  and 
i  tell  him  that  I  would  have  no  sort  of  interference  with  you  in  my  house,  all 
'  might  yet  he  well." 

I  At  this  moment  the  magistrate  made  his  appearance,  followed  by  a  man  with 
i  a  remarkably  large  face,  who  had  such  a  cunniag  expression  that  it  was  quite 
!   fearful  to  look  at  liim. 

"Now,  Stevens,"  said  the  magistrate,  '*  I  have  often  heard  you  say  you  knew 
every  highwayman  and  cracksman  in  and  about  London,  Look  at  these  three 
genrlcmen,  and  just  tell  me  who  they  are." 
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*'  Oh  dear,  yes,  sir,  I  will ;  hum  !  ha  !     Oh,  dear  me.     Oh  !  oh !" 

*'  "Why,  what's  th^  matter  with  you  ?"' 

"  Nothing,  Sir  Juh  i  ;  oh  dear,  no'.hing  at  all ! " 

*' Then  who  are  the ;  ?"  1 

*  Must  I  ?pea's  Sir  Jihn?" 
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**  To  be  sure  ;  I  order  you." 

"Then,  Sir  John,  that  ere  one  that's  rather  big  is  Claude  Duval,  and   tha^  ^ 
other  one  is  DickTurpin,  and  that  other  one  there  in  the  shade  is  eitaer  Sixteen- 
etring  Jack's  ghost,  or  Sixteen-string  Jack  himself." 

"  The  devil  they  are  I'  said  Sir  John, 
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Upon  this,  Claude  Duval  stepped  forward,  and  holding  his  pistol,  that  he  had 
taken  from  his  bo?oin,  carelsssly  in  his  hand,  he  said, — 

"  Now,  sir,  I  think  I  know  you  ;  you  are  Sir  John  Richards  the  magistrate,  j 
and  I  think  I  likewise  know  your  very  cunning  friend  here,  Mr.  Stevens.  He 
and  I  have  encountered  once  before,  when  I  made  his  rather  long  face  an  inch  or 
two  longer.  Now,  gentlemen,  you  both  know  who  we  are,  and  it  is  difficult  to 
conceive  that  you  should  know  so  much  without  likewise  knowing  a  little 
more.** 

"  And  pray  what  is  that  V'  said  the  magistrate. 

*'  Simply,  that  we  are  not  the  sort  of  men  to  give  up  easily,  and  that  when  we 
are  three  and  you  only  two,  it  don't  look  a  very  likely  proposition  that  you 
should  apprehend  us.'* 

*'  But  It's  my  d  ity  to  do  so." 

"Oh,  dear  me,  Sir  John,"  said  Stevens,  "that's  all  very  fine.  The  duty  of 
everybody,  Sir  John,  is  to  take  care  of  his  own  skin,  and  to  see  that  his  own  bones 
are  safe.     If  I  might  humbly  advise.  Sir  John,  I  should  say— let  'em  go." 

''That  I  cannot  do,  Stevens.  I  order  you  to  take  these  men  into  custody  im- 
mediiiteiy,  and  if  you  are  resisted,  you  are  authorised,  you  know  well,  to  call 
upon  every  one  in  the  king's  name  to  assist  you  in  the  capture.  If  you  should 
come  by  a  violent  end  in  the  aflfair,  I  will  take  care  that  honourable  mention  is 
made  of  you  afterwards,  and  your  death  will  be  a  shining  example  to  other  officers 
in  all  time  to  come." 

*'  Oh,  dear,"  said  Stevens,  "  don't  mention   it.   Sir  John.     I'd  a   great^deal 
rather  shine  in  life  than  in  death." 
'•  Do  you  refuse,  then  ?* 
'*  I  decline,  Sir  John,  I  decline." 
Claude  laughed. 

*'  Upou  my  word,  Stevens,''  he  said  **  you  have  much  more  discretion  than 
your  master  here,  and  I  admire  you  very  much  for  it,  and  will  do  you  a  good 
turn  if  I  have  ever  the  opportunity.  I  am  particularly  anxious  that  there  should 
not  be  a  disturbance  in  the  house.  Good-day,  Sir  John,  good-day.  Keep  your 
temper.  Sir  John." 


CHAPTER  CCLX.; 

CLAUDE  AND  HIS  FRIENDS  ARE  BETRaYEB  BY  THE  GIPSIES. 

The  advice  to  keep  iiis  temper  with  which  Claude  favoured  the  magislfate, 
seemed,  by  the  appearance  of  that  personage,  to  be  very  much  needed,  for  he  was 
beginning  to  get  red  in  the  face.  No  doubr,  the  idea  of  being  so  near  the  ef- 
fecting of  three  such  important  captures,  and  yet  missing  them,  was  very  galling 
to  the  magistrate. 

The  father  of  the  poor  maddened  girl  plucked  Claude  by  the  sleeve, 
saying,— 

•*  This  way — this  way.     Come  away,  for  the  love  of  Heaven  I" 

"  Yes,"  said  Ckude.     "  My  horse?" 

'•  It  is  here  ;  follow  me.  My  poor  girl  is  rapidly  getting  ready  to  ride  after 
you,  and  the  only  thing  to  stop  her,  is  to  convihce  her  that  you  are  gone.  Come, 
oh,  come!" 

"  I  am  as  willing  as  possible,"  said  Claude.  **  It  was  your  friend,  Sir  John, 
here,  who  detained  me.     Good-day,  Stevens." 

"  Good-day  to  you,  Claude  Duval,"  said  Stevens.  "  I  dare  say  you  and  I  will 
meet  again  at  some  time  or  another,  and  then,  let  who  will  get  the  better  of  it, 
there  need  be  no  malice," 

**  None  in  the  least,  Stevens.     Farewell." 

Duval  hastily  followed  the  father,  and  Jack  and  Dick,  who  by  no  means  had  . 
expected  that  the  aflfair  would  have  gone  off  so  quietly,  kept  close  to  him.     The  I 
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magistrate  sat  down  in  one  of  the  hall  chairs,  and  fanned  himself  with  his  hat, 
while  Stevens  rubbed  his  great,  rough  hands  together,  and  looked  at  him. 

'*  A  nice  article  you  are,  Mr.  Stevens." 

''Tiiank  you,  Sir  John— Hem  !     Ha  !  Wait  a  bit,  Sir  John." 

"  What  for  ?" 

•*  Just  to  keep  our  brains  in  their  proper  places.  Lord  bless  yo«,  Sir  John, 
that  Duval,  who  is  a  civil  enough  fellow  till  he  is  put  very  much  out  of  his  way, 
would  no  more  have  scrupled  to  blow  your  brains  out  than  he  would  to  tread  on 
a  fly." 

*'  You  don*t  mean  that,  Stevens  ?  I  don't  think  I  ever  heard  of  a  magistrate's 
brains  being  blown  out." 

♦*  Yours,  then.  Sir  John,  would  have  made  a  beginning." 

*'  The  deuce  they  would  !" 

"Yes,  Sir  John,  and  no  mistake  at  all,  Sir  John  ;  but-»-but " 

Mr.  Stevens  crept  closer  to  the  magistrate,  and  in  a  mysterious  whisper  he 
said— 

"  I'll  nab  'em." 

'"  You  will  ?" 

*  Safe,  Sir  John.  I'll  nab  'em.  Lord  bless  you,  Sir  John,  it's  all  right  ;  only, 
if  we  can  nab  'em  without  any  danger,  it  will  be  just  as  well,  you  know.  I'll  do 
it;  but— but " 

"What  the  deuce  are  you  making  those  abominable  faces  for  ?  What  do  you 
mean  by  grinning  at  me  like  an  old  pole-cat,  and  saying  nothing  but — •  But — 
but  ?•  " 

"Oh,  Sir  John  !  Oh,  dear  !  Oh— Hem  !  If  I  do  nab  'em,  what  am  I  to  get 
Sir  John — how  much  ?     That  is  the  question,  Sir  John." 

"  Oh,  it  is,  is  it  ?  Then  you  don't  feel  inclmed  to  do  it  in  a  politic  sort  of  way, 
and  for  the  benefit  of  society  ?* 

**  Society  may  be  robbed,  and  murdered,  and  d " 

**  Hush  I     Don't  let  me  hear  such  language,  Stevens.     I  undertake,  that  if  you  > 
take    those   three  desperadoes  into   custody,  you  shall  have  the  whole  of  the  '  J 
reward  offered,  as  well  as  being  highly  recommended  to  the  Secretary  of  State.*   'i 

*'  Oh.  well — hem  !  it's  as  good  as  done  now.  Sir  John  ;  and  so  I  will  be  off  at !  i 
once,  and  if  anything  should  happen  to  me  that  I  don't  expect  at  all,  why  it  will  ' 
be  nothing  at  all  to  nobody,  for  I'm  a  single  man,  and  nobody  cares  for  me,  and  I 
I  never  cared  for  any  one,  that's  a  comfort.     Hem — ba  !     Oh,  dear  !"  M 

Mr.  Stevens  rubbed  his  hands  again  together,  and  then  glided  out  of  the  hall.  ■}■ 

"  He'll  have  'em/'  said  the  magistrate,  "I  feel  that  he  will  have  'em  as  sure 

ag  faie;  he  is  quite  a  wonderful  man  is  that  Stevens,  and  haVe  'em    he  will, 

and  the  world  will  be  rid  of  three  feilovvs  that  make  the  roads  perfectly  unsafe. 

J I  am  afraid  to  go  five  miles  out  of  London  myself  with  a    }jenny-piece  more 

'than  is  just  sufficient  to  ?)ay  the  tolls." 

While  this  little  interesting    conversation  was    going    on  between  Sir    John 
Richards  and  his  man  Stevens,  Claude  and    his    friends    had  b«en  condueted 
'  by  the  father  of   the  insane  young  lady  to    the    garden,    where    sure    enough 
their  horses  were,  apparently  ready  for  he  road  again. 

"  We  are  safe,"  said  Jack,  as  he  at  ones  mounted,  •*  I  feel  that  we  are  safe 
now.'' 

"  Yes,"  said  Dick,  as  he  too  sprang  into  the  saddle.  "  I  feel  now  all  right, 
and  can  laugh  at  the  danger  we  have  passed." 

"  Not  so  can  I,"  eaid  Claude. 

*'  ludeed,  and  why  not?" 

"You  do  not  kno^  that  man,  Stevens,  as  I  know  him.     He  is  one  of  the 

most  consummately  cunning  fellows  that  ever  stepped,  and  I  feel  as  confident 

as  though  he  liad  himseif  told  me  of  it,  that  he  has  some  scheme  on  hand  to 

ake  us.     That  it  may  fail,  no  doubt,  and  that    by  courage  and  resolution  we 

•n  ay  defeat,  it.     I  will  not  for  a  moment  uoubt;  but  that  he  has  such  a  scheme,  )  ■ 

ake  up  your  miods.      And  now,  sir,   allow   rae  to  bid  you  good   dav.   nnH   I  i' 
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sincerely  hope  you  will  not  think  the  Icbs  of  what  little  good  we  may  hare  done 
your  child,  because  we  happen  to  be  what  we  are — Knights  of  the  Road.' 

**  No,"  said  the  father,  *«  and  I  can  only  say,  that  if  either  of  you  get  into  any 
trouble  or  difficulty,  I  hope  and  trust  you  will  write  to  me,  and  all  that  is  in  my 
power  will  be  done  for  you,  in  spite  of  my  friend  Sir  John  Richards." 

**  Thank  you,  sir.     Farewell  1" 

Jack  and  Dick  likewise  made  their  farewells,  and  then  they  all  three  trotted 
across  the  meadow  at  the  back  of  the  garden,  and  soon  reached  the  lane  with 
the  gate  at  the  end  of  it,  by  the  spot  where  Claude  had  been  at  first  so  much 
surprised  by  the  kind  of  salutation  he  had  got  froni  the  young  lady. 

**  Hurrah  V*  cried  Dick.  "  I,  for  one,  defy  Mr.  S'evens,  and  all  his  meshes.  I 
am  mounted,  and  my  bonny  Black  Bess  will  carry  me  through  the  flimsy  cobwebs 
of  his  devices." 

*<  Don't  make  too  sure,'*  said  Claude. 

*•  You  alarm  me,  Claude,"  said  Jack.  "  It  is  so  seldom  that  you  indulpre  in  any 
forebodings,  that  you  thoroughly  alarm  me  when  you  do.  Tell  us  what  you  think 
this  cunning  Stevens  will  attempt." 

<'I  only  wish  I  could,  Jack.  If  I  could  tell  that,  I  should  not  feel  the 
slightest  shadow  of  uneasiness  about  it,  for  when  once  you  know  so  much, 
all  the  cunninie  of  the  scheme  is  lost,  and  open  violence  only  remains,  of 
which  we  are  not  afraid." 

"  But,"  interposed  Dick,  *'  you  don't  mean,  Claude,  to  say  now,  in  sober  con- 
ecience,  that  you  think  this  fellow,  Stevens,  can  do  anything  that  we  need  care- 
about  r" 

"We  shall  see."  said  Claude.  "  He  is  the  only  man  in  the  police  who  has 
what  one  may  call  a  diabolically  inventive  genius,  and  one  never  can  calculate  upoi^ 
what  he  is  about." 

"  Then,  in  the  name  of  all  that's  abominable,  let  us  leave  him  as  far  behind  us 
as  possible.     Put  your  horses  to  speed,  and  let  us  have  a  five  mile  canter." 

**  Agreed— agreed.     Be  it  go." 

They  all  three  upon  this  set  off  at  good  speed,  and  the  five  mile  canter  that 
they  promised  themselves  would  very  soon  have  been  accomplished,  but  for  rather 
an  untoward  accident  occurring  to  prevent  it. 

They  thought  that  it  would  be  eJecidedly  their  test  plan  to  take  a  route  across  the 
country  by  the  lanes,  so  as  to  get  into  quite  another  Ime  of  high  road  as  early  as 
possible,  and  they  had  got  about  a  mile  and  a  hiilf  of  the  distance,  when  Dick. 
suddenly  pulled  up,  crying  out  in  an  alarmed  voice — 

•'  Hilloa  !  what  is  this  ?'* 

"What's  what?"  said  Claude  Duval,  as  he  on  the  instant  stopped  his. 
horse.     ''What  do  you  mean,  Dick?" 

"  The  worst  meaning  ever  I  had  in  all  my  life.     My  Bess  is  dead  lame." 

"Lame?" 

**  Yes,  to  be  sure.  I  have  been  suspecting  it  for  the  last  half-mile,  only  I  was 
so  loth  to  believe  it,  that  I  did  not  like  to  pull-up;  but  I  can  no  longer  disguise 
the  fact  from  myself,  now  that  lame  she  is  to  all  intents  and  purposes." 

**  Perhaps  it's  only  a  stone  in  the  foot/ 

**  I  hope  so." 

Dick  hastily  dismounted  and  lifted,  one  by  one,  the  feet  of  his  mare. 

•*No,"  he  said,  "  there  is  no  stone,  and  I  can't  see  anything  amiss.  It  is,  after 
all,  just  possible  that  she  was  doing  it  for  fun.  It  may  have  been  nothing,, 
after  all." 

*•  Or,  perhaps,"  said  Jack,  "  a  stone,  which  fell  out  the  moment  you  changed 
her  pace.     Mount  again,  Dick,  and  let  us  be  cf/* 

"  I  will— I  will." 

Dick  was  in  the  saddle  again  in  a  minute,  and  then  it  became  but  too  painfully 
evident,  that  the  horse  could  not  or  would  not  move  faster  than  a  painful  kind  of 
walk.  Before  any  commert  could  be  made  upon  such  a  remarkable  occurrence^ 
Jack  called  out, — 
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'*  Why,  my  horse  is  taken  in  just  the  same  sort  of  way.  It  is  as  lame  as  it 
well  can  be  in  all  four  feet." 

**  And  mine,"  said  Claude  Duval,  vrith  all  the  coolness  in  the  world;  "so 
here  we  are  at  a  dead  fix," 

"  But  what  is  the  meaning  of  it,  Claude  ?  Are  the  horses  bewitched  ?  Are  wfr 
to  believe  in  neciomancy,  and  evil  eyes,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing  ?  How  else 
do  you  account  for  it,  Duval  ?" 

"Stevens  !'* 

'*  What  ?" 

"  Stevens,"  repeated  Claude,  in  the  coolest  way  in  the  world,  as  if  the  affair 
really  did  not  much  matter  to  him.     '*  Stevens." 

"The  devil  J"  said  Dick. 

Jack  pulled  a  very  long  face. 

*  And  so,  Claude,  you  really  think  that  we  owe  the  lameness  of  our  cattle  to 
that  cunning  fellow,  Stevens  the  officer  1" 

*•  There's  no  sort  of  doubt  of  it,  Jack.  It  is  a  piece  of  his  most  infernal  manage- 
ment to  keep  us  about  the  neighbourhood  until  he  can  get  together  a  sufficient 
force  to  attack  us.  I  did  not  entertain  a  doubt  for  a  moment  but  that  he  would, 
try  something  or  another." 

Dick  seemed  to  te  thoroughly  bewildered  at  this  catastrophe,  for  the  lame- 
ness of  his  horse,  to  him,  quite  amounted  to  own  that  he  was  entirely  unable  to 
suggest  any  mode  of  escape  from  the  many  perils  that  surrounded  them.  Jack, 
almost  shook,  as  he  thought  that  this  was  only  the  cammencement  of  the  scheme 
by  which  that  prince  of  wily  ojficers,  Stevens,  was  going  to  circumvent  them, 

"Claude — Claude,"  he  cried.  "Are  you  thinking  of  what  to  do?  Shall  we 
yet  look  to  you' for  our  means  of  escaping  from  this  most  dreadful  dilemma." 

•'  I  hope  so,"  said  Claude,  rousing  himself.  *'  We  are  not  going  to  give  in  if 
we  were  all  struck  lame  ourselves,  as  well  as  our  horses.  Let  us  lead  them  on 
at  once — it  is  the  only  thing  we  can  do,  and  trust  to  reaching  some  place  of 
shelter  as  soon  as  possible.  We  are  well  armed,  and  it  shall  cost  Mr.  Stevens 
and  his  friends  dear,  if  they  make  an  attack  upon  us.  They  may  prevent  us  from 
escajiing,  if  they  like." 

"Yes,"  said  Dick,  "  they  have  done  that,  but  it  is  questionable  if  that  is  not 
about  the  worst  thing  they  could  have  done  us,  as  far  as  regards  their  own 
safety." 

"  We  will  fight  to  the  last." 
"   "  Hush,"  said  Jack.     "  Don't  talk  about  fighting',  just  now ;  of  course,  if  it 
comes  to  the  worst,  we  will  fight ;  but  cunning  is  best  met  by  cunning.     Wait  a 
bit  while    I   look  thoroughly  at  the  horses'  feet.     It  will  be  a  great  thing  to  find 
how  and  why  they  are  lamed." 

"  It  will — it  will.  Look  your  best,  Jack,  and  you  don't  find  it  out,  nobody  will,, 
that's  one  comfort." 

Jack  took  one  of  his  horse's  feet  in  his  lap,  and  with  his  handkerchief  he  care- 
fully brushed  from  the  hoof  all  the  dust  that  it  had  collected  from  the  read  ;  after 
which,  he  felt  it  carefully,  and  then  he  said — 
^  "  Oh,  here  it  is  !' 

«*  What  ? — where  ?"  cried  Dick  and  Claude  in  a  breath* 

*'  Here,"  added  Jack.  *'  A  small  piece  of  soma  adhesive  kind  of  substance,  no 
doubt  impregnated  with  something  very  irritable  to  a  horse's  foot.  Here  it  is, 
not,  as  you  see,  larger  than  a  sixpence;  but  1  had  the  greatest  difficulty  to  get  it 
off",  it  stuck  so  hard." 

While  Claude  and  Dick  could  hardly  find  words  to  vent  their  indignation  in, 
Jack  took  from  the  off-foreleg  hoot'  of  each  of  their  horses,  a  similar  Uttle  plaster 
tc  what  he  had  found  upon  his  own,  and  the  mystery  of  the  lameness  jvas  dis- 
covered. 

"  What  it  is  I  don't  knovv,"  said  Jack,  *'  but  it  has  so  much  inflamed  the  feet 
of  the  horses,  that  they  are  only  fit  for  rest  and  a  poultice  a-piece  on  the  foot,  now. 
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I  don't  think  the  mischief  ttiH  last,  a?  we  have  luckily  found  it  out  rather 
promptly.'' 

"Oh,  if  T  catch  that  fellow,"  said  Dick, between  his  clenched  teeth,  **  I  should 
only  like  to  know  what  was  on  the  little  plasters,  and  make  him  swallow  a  pailful 
of  it." 

"  Hush  !"  said  Claude,  "  some  one  comes.  Take  the  horses  to  the  side  of  the 
road.  Jack.     I  will  meet  whoever  it  is." 

*'  And  I  with  you,*'  said  Dick. 

*'  No,  Dick,  one  is  best.  It  is  but  a  single  footstep  that  I  hear.  Be  assured 
that  if  I  want  assistance  I  will  call  to  you.     In  fact,  you  will  hear  what  passes." 

*«  So  I  shall." 

The  person  who  was  approaching  turned  out  to  be  a  gipsy  boy  driving  a 
miserable-looking  ass.  At  sight  of  Claude  Duyal,  he  stopped  and  seemed  rather 
hesitating  about  whether  it  would  be  safe  to  advance  or  not.  Once,  too,  he 
glanced  over  his  shoulder,  as  though  there  was  danger  behind  him,  which  made 
it  a  most  important  point  with  him  whether  it  were  better  to  advance  or  retreat. 

"Come  on,  my  lad,"  said  Claude,  who  saw  his  hesitation.  **  Come  on.  There's 
nothing  to  fear.     All's  right  with  us." 

Upon  being  thus  encouraged,  the  gipsy  boy  came  on,  but  in  proportion  as  his 
fears  of  the  persons  towards  whom  he  was  advancing  diminished,  he  showed 
more  alarm  at  some  undefined  danger  in  the  rear,  for  he  kept  glancing  behind 
him  with  looks  of  terror  mingled  with  anger  and  rage. 

'*  What's  the  matter,  boy  ?"  said  Claude  ;  "  you  don't  seem  to  be  very  well 
pleased  at  something?'* 

"  How  should  I  be  pleased  ?"  said  the  hoy.  '*  Are  blows  with  the  thong  of  a 
whip  pleasing,  because  you  can't  tell  what  you  don't  know  ?'* 

*•  Certainly  not ;  but  you  don't  mean  to  say  that  any  one  has  been  serving  you 
in  that  fashion,  do  you  ?" 

*'  I  do  mean  to  say  it,  and  I  say  more,  which  is,  that  I  will  have  my  re- 
venge !" 

The  boy  was  passing  on,  but  Claude  stopped  him,  and  placing  a  small  coin  in 
his  hand,  he  said  — 

"  Tell  me  who  it  is  that  has  served  you  in  such  a  way,  and  if  you  are  so  anxi^ 
ous  for  revenge,  who  knows  but  I  may  help  you  ?" 


CHAPTER    CCLXi. 

CLAUDE    FINDS    THAT    THE    APPEARANCE    OF    SAFETY    IS    NOT    THE    REALITY. 

These  words  of  Claude's  seemed  to  have  some  effect  upon  the  boy,  for  he  at 
once  stopped,  and  throwing  the  rope  of  hay,  which  formed  the  only  halter  he  had 
for  the  ass,  over  his  arm,  he  said — 

"  You  will  help  me  to  revenge  ?"' 

"  I  think  so.  But  there's  no  harm  done  if  I  cannot.  You  must  tell  me  how 
it  was,  and  who  it  was  that  cut  you  with  the  whip." 

The  boy  turned  his  flashing  eyes  in  the  direction  that  he  had  come,  and  raising 
his  arm,  he  said— 

'*  At  the  other  end  of  the  lane,  are  twelve  men  on  horseback,  well  armed. 
They  are  waiting  for  some  one  to  lead  them  on  in  search  of  some  highwaymen,  so 
they  said,  and  when  1  got  up  to  them  and  would  have  passed  on  in  peace,  they 
asked  me  if  I  had  seen  three  men  on  lame  horses,  and  of  course  I  had  not,  and 
told  them  so  ;  but  they  would  have  it  that  the  words  of  my  mouth  were  lies,  and 
they  1/  ^ed  me  with  their  whips.** 

"  JLii,"  cried  Jack,  "  this  is  worth  knowing." 
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Claude  made  a  sign  to  Jack  to  be  silent,  and  then  he  addressed  the  boy, 
sayinj;— « 

''Tell  me  who  and  what  you  are,  for  upon  that  knowledge  will  depend  whether 
I  can  help  you  to  your  revenge  or  not." 

**  1  am  a  gip.*' 

*'  That  1  see  ;  but  how  comes  it  that  you  are  alone?  It  is  seldom  that  one  of 
your  people  is  met  in  this  way.  Where  is  your  tribe,  boy? — orjiave  you 
none  f" 

"  None  ?  Where  is  the  true  gip  without  his  fellows  ?  I  am  not  alone.  Will 
you  trust  yourself  upon  this  old  bank  with  me  ?' 

'*  Yes,  certainly." 

**  Come  on,  then." 

With  wonderful  agility,  the  gipsy  boy  made  a  kind  of  a  rush  at  the  bank  by 
the  »ide  of  the  lane,  and  gained  the  top  of  it,  where  there  grew  a  think  hedge  of 
blackthorn,  alders,  and  many  other  indigenous  shrubs,  through  which  it  was  im- 
possible to  catch  a  glimpse  beyond  ;  but  the  young  gipsy,  with  practised  skill, 
dashed  aside  the  branches  until  he  made  a  clear  ?pace,  and  then  he  cried— 

"  Behold  !  In  yonder  Talley  by  the  sparkling  water-course  that  at  times  bor- 
rows light  and  beauty  from  the  sun  of  other  climes,  is  my  tribe — my  people  !" 

Claude  looked  in  the  direction  indicated  by  the  young  gipsy,  and  at  some  dis- 
tance off,  in  a  picturesque  hollow,  he  saw  the  brown  and  ragged  tents  of  the 
wanderers,  and  a  thin  wreath  of  blue  smoke  rising  above  the  surrounding  vegeta- 
tion, as  though  to  mark  the  spot. 

"  The  boy  watched  his  eyes,  and  then  ee.id — 

"  You  see  them  V* 

"  I  do/' 

Claude  at  once  sprang  down  again  fiom  the  bedge,  and  approaching  Jack  and 
Dick,  he  said  in  a  low  tone — 

*•  What  say  you  to  asking  of  the  hospitality  of  the  gipsies  for  a  while  ?  I  am 
sure  that  this  boy  knows  some  hidtlen  and  «ecure  path  to  their  encampment,  and 
they  will  do  anything  for  money.  We  will  pay  them  well ;  and  it  is  so  essential 
that  our  horses  should  be  in  some  place  for  safety,  that  I  can  get  over  all  the  risks 
of  the  application  on  the  score  of  the  chances  of  its  success," 

"  It  is  a,  risk,"  said  Dick, 

"  Yes,"  said  Jack,  "as  regards  the  gipsies,  it  just  comes  to  this,  that  you  are 
either  when  with  them  as  safe  as  they  can  possibly  make  you,  or  they  will  betray 
you  to  a  certainty.'* 

'*  What  motive  oan  they  have  to  betray  us  ?"  s^d  CI  iude  Duval.  "  If  they 
think  at  all,  and  have  any  feeling  upon  the  subject  of  our  position  in  Bociety,  that 
feeling  ought  to  be  in  our  favour. 

•*  True." 

**Then,  shall  I  speak  to  the  boy  about  it?" 

*' Use  your  own  judgment,  Claud","  said  Jack,  "and  I  will  follow  yon.  If 
you  think  that  it  is  the  best  chance  for  us,  i'U  beliefe  it  really  is,  and  will  brave 
all  the  risks  of  it." 

*•  So  will  I,"  said  Dick,  "The  falling  lame  of  my  horse,  has  placed  me  in  such 
a  predicament,  that  I  am  willing  lor  anything  that  promises  her  a  night's  rest, 
poor  thing." 

'*  L'here  is  one  thing,"  ?aid  Jack,  "that  looks  well  in  this  affair.  We  have 
found  out  so  soon  the  mischiet  that  Claude's  friend,  Stevens,  did,  that  it  cannot 
be  very  great,  and  a  poultice  to  the  horses*  feet  during  the  night  will,  in  all  pro- 
bability, make  them  right  by  the  morning." 

"  Then  risk  the  gips,"  said  Dick. 

"  What  poultice  would  you  use  for  the  horses*  feet,  Jack?"  said  Claude. 

"  Ah,  it's  as  well  I  should  tell  you  what  to  do,  ia  case  anything  should  happen 
to  me,  Claude," 

"Nay,  Jack,  nothing  was  further  from  my  thoughts  than  the  attempt  to  pro- 
vide against  such  a  contingency.*' 
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"  I  know  that ;  I  did  but  jest.  But  yet  I  will  tell  you  both.  You  roust  pluck 
a  handful  of  the  flowering  mallow,  or  marsh-mallow,  as  it  is  called,  and  pound  it 
down  as  well  as  you  can,  with  a  small  quantity  of  warm  water.  The  juice  will  be 
quite  green,  and  you  must  &oak  a  rag  doubled  three  times  in  it  and  apply  it  to 
the  hurt  in  the  horse's  foot.'* 

**  Thank  you.  Jack  ;  and  that  will  cure  it  ?"  said  Dick. 

**  It  will.  If  it  don't,  it's  a  kind  of  hurt  that  horse  never  had  before  in  all  ray 
experience.** 

**  Then  I  will  speak  to  the  boy  at  once,'*  said  Claude,  "  since  we  are  so  far 
agreed  about  it." 

He  then  stepped  back  to  the  hedge,  from  which  the  boy  had  now  jumped,  and 
was  carelessly  holding  the  halter  that  was  around  the  ass's  neck. 

*' Listen  to  me,"  said  Claude  Duval.  "Your  people  have  no  objection  to 
money.  You  have  found  out  its  value  in  all  lands,  and  when  the  hand  of  sick- 
ness is  upon  any  of  you,  you  know  well  that  money  is  your  best  friend.*' 

*'  It  is.'* 

*'  When  you  want  to  cross  the  sea,  too,  you  must  have  money  ;  for  although 
upon  land  you  can  take  up  the  staff,  and  pack  up  your  tents,  and  walk  through 
the  wilderness,  the  sea  stops  you,  and  you  must  pay  money  to  those  that  have 
ships  to  transport  you  to  the  south." 

"  That  is  true." 

'*  Very  well,  then ;  I  and  my  two  friends  want  to  be  concealed  until  to-morrow 
morning.  Will  your  tribe,  do  you  think,  enable  us  to  do  so,  by  hiding  us 
among  them  ?" 

The  boy  considered  for  a  moment  or  two,  and  then  he  said — 

"  Yes.  The  tribe  will  do  it.  There  is  the  consent  of  but  one  to  ask;  it  is 
our  queen.     She  is  with  us  how.*' 

*'  Indeed  ?'* 

"Y^es.  Her  name  is  Zahara,  and  her  home  is  the  plains  of  Lower  Egypt,  but 
«he  is  here  now,  and  she  will  consent." 

"Quick — quick!"  cried  Dick.  "I  am  certain  that  I  hear  tbe  sound  of 
horses'  feet  in  the  Jane,  Claude." 

"Andsddo  I,'*  said  Jack. 

The  gipsy  boy  flung  himself  down  upon  the  ground,  and  laid  his  ear  close  to 
Ir  for  a  moment.     Then,  springing  to  his  feet  again,  he  said— 

'•  They  come.     Follow  me  at  once." 

"  And  our  horses  V*  said  Dick.     "  We  cannot  leave  them." 

**  The  horse  will  be  safe  with  its  rider.     Come  on.'* 

The  lad  immediately  led  the  way  along  the  lane  until  they  Came  to  a  portion 
>ef  it  where  there  was  a  gate  leading  into  a  field.  It  appeared  to  be  fastened, 
tut  the  gipsy  boy  had  found  out  a  means  of  lifting  it  from  its  hinges,  so  that  the 
party  could  pass  through  it  with  the  greatest  ease.  Immediately  upon  the  other 
side  of  the  gate  was  one  of  those  mysterious,  double  hedgerows,  which  are  com- 
mon enough  in  some  parts  of  the  country  of  England,  and  which  look  as  though 
they  had  at  one  time  been  well-kept  paths,  but  by  the  establishment  of  some 
other  and  better  road,  had  been  suflfercd  to  go  to  vegetation,  and  to  become  com- 
pletely wild  with  weeds  and  trees  and  bushes  again. 

It  was  down  this  double  hedge-row  that  the  gipsy  boy  led  the  three  friends 
and  their  horses. 

In  some  places  their  route  was  so  overgrow*  with  weeds,  and  so  interlaced  by 
the  long  prickly  arras  of  the  blackberry,  that  it  was  no  easy  thing  to  get  along, 
and  more  than  once  Claude  Duval  had  to  take  out  his  knife  and  cut  away  some 
obstructing  branch  of  a  bush  before  they  could  get  past. 

*'  Will  this  lead  us  to  the  encampment  of  your  people  ?"  said  Claude  to  the 
boy; 

*'It  will,'*  he  replied.    "  It  is  the  way  we  come  and  go ;  but  a  man  can  easily 
make  his  way  through  this  tangled  brake  when  a  horse  cannot.    It  ia  awkward  ) 
for  the  cattle;  but  we  shall  soon  be  through  itjnow." 
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This  lane — for  such  it  might  really  be  called,  although  it  had  evidently  been 
completely  abandoned  for  many  years — was  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  in  extent, 
Rod  finally  ended  in  a  spot  where  the  grass  and  the  tall  rushes  sufficiently  evi- 
denced th^re  was  abundance  cf  water.  In  fact,  as  the  ad-enturers  trod  upon  the 
ground  it  yielded  to  thtm,  and  the  impression  of  each  footstep  rapidly  filled  up 
■wiih  water. 


CLAUDE  LIBEBA11NG    HIS  FBIENBS   PROM   IHE  LO    K  UP. 

"  Why,  this  is  a  regular  swamp,"  said  Dick, 
;   "  We  shall  soon  be  out  of  it,"  said  me  boy.     ''Follow  me.'* 

The  ground  now  rose  a  little,  and  the  buy  led  the  way  around  the  slope  of  a 
little  eminence,  when  suddenly  upon  rounding  a  clump  of  three  tall  trees,  the 
party  came  right  upon  the  gip  y  encampment. 
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The  sight  that  now  presented  itself  was  singular  in  the  extreme.  The  encamp- 
ment consisted  of  about  a  dozen  tents,  and  occupied  a  space  of  ground  of  consi- 
derable extent.  A  group  of  naked  children  were  playing  before  the  entrance  of 
the  nearest  tent,  and  upon  the  sudden  arrival  of  the  strangers,  some  ver}'  singular 
kind  of  horn  was  blown,  which  made  a  harsh  screaming  sort  of  noise. 

Immediately  upon  this,  there  emerged  from  some  of  the  other  tents  several 
men,  who,  with  looks  of  anger,  seemed  to  demand  what  the  intruders  wanted 
there. 

**  Wait  here,"  said  the  boy.  '•  I  rr.ust  go  and  expla'n  what  you  have  said  to 
the  people.     Do  not  move  from  this  spot,  I  pray  you/' 

"WeTvillnot." 
_  The  boy  left  them,  and    to  every  man  he  met,  he  muttered  somethmg  in  the 
singular  patois  of  the   people,    and  each  one  to   whom  he  spoke  followed  him, 
and  they  all  made  their  way  to  a  rather  larger  tent  than  the  others,  and  winch 
stood  somewhat  apart, 

•'  Well,"  said  Dick  to  Claude,  "  it  is  just  possible  we  may  be  safe  here.  How 
much  do  you  intend  to  offer  them?" 

*'  Oh,  I  shall  ask  them  to  name  their  price." 

"It  will  be  cheap  at  anything,"  said  Jack,  **  if  we  can  but  g'it  a  night's  rest 
and  safety  for  the  horses  in  this  place." 

The  consultation  in  the  larger  tent  did  not  appear  to  last  very  long,  for  the 
boy  was  seen  coming  back  to  the  strangers  rapidlv.  Upon  reaching  them,  he  spoke 
quickly. 

•'  All  is  well,"  he  i^aid.  *'The  gips  do  want  money,  and  they  will  get  it  from 
those  who  are  r^ot  of  their  people.     Come  on." 

"  Then  our  proposal  is  accepted  ?"  said  Claude. 

"It  is.    Follow  me." 

The  boy  led  the  way,  and  the  three  adventurers  followed  hira  at  once,  each 
leading  his  horse,  and  it  was  a  mortifying  tliing  to  them  all  to  see  that  at  each 
step  it  was  quite  evident  the  liorses  got  worse  and  worse  on  their  feet,  so  that  it 
was  really  no  easy  matter  to  get  them  along  at  all.  The  boy  paused  at  the  en- 
trance to  the  larger  tent,  and  shouted  out  something  in  a  knguage  that  neither  of 
the  fnerids  had  the  least  conception  of. 

Through  a  slit  in  the  canvas,  then,  a  hand  was  projected,  grasping  a  bottle, 
which  in  a  moment  was  cast  to  the  ground  and  broken. 

**  That  will  do,"  said  the  boy.  "  Come  away.  Ycu  will  be  well  and  properly 
provided  for." 

"  But  what  was  the  meaning  of  breakitio;  a  botile  at  the  s,h\:t  of  us  ?"  said 
Claude.  °  ^ 

"  Merely  to  signify  that  until  the  pieces  united  again  of  themselves,  we  would 
not  give  you  up  to  youi  enemies." 

"  Very  well,  that  is  all  right." 

A  couple  of  men,  now,  without  speaking:  a  word,  began  to  erect  a  rough  tent. 
When  it  was  finished,  one  of  them  said — " 

"  It  is  for  the  beasts.  Perhaps  you  will  not  disdain  to  join  the  fireside  of  the 
poor  gip  ?" 

"  Certainly  not,"  said  Claude.  "We  would  rather  be  with  you  than  away 
from  you.  But,  T  tell  you  candidly,  that  we  expect  the  officers  of  the  police  are 
in  pursuit  of  us,  and  we  must,    n  ca>e  they  come  here,  be  hidden  in  some  way." 

"Our  people,"  said  another  of  the  men,  "  are  over  the  wold  now,  and  we 
thall  have  due  notice  of  the  approach  of  any  one.  It  will  be  tiaie  enough  then 
to  look  for  hiding  places." 

*•  But  you  have  come  to  no  understanding  as  to  what  we  must  give  you,"  said 
Claude. 

"  That  we  must  leave  to  you,"  said  the  man.  "  Tv  e  can  see  many  things  ;  but 
not  into  the  fugitive's  pocket;" 

'*  Very  well  ;  we  will  he  as  liberal  to  you  as  we  can,  and  I  do  not  think  you 
will  lose  anything  by  leaving  to  us  your  reward." 
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The  three  horses  were  now  led  into  the  tent  that  had  been  prepared  for  them, 
nnd  Jack  at  once  set  about  his  preparations  for  curing  their  feet.  As  he  had  come 
along  the  lane  between  the  tall  hedges,  he  had  been  able  to  gather  as  much  of 
the  marsh  mallow  as  he  wanted,  so  that  he  was  quite  prepared  to  commence 
operations  at  once,  and  in  the  course  of  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  he  had,  by  the 
assistance  of  Claude  and  D:ck,  made  the  horses  comfortable  enough. 

The  gipsies  looked  on  in  silence ;  but  it  was  evident  that  they  were  interested 
greatly  in  what  was  going  on.  When  everything  was  done  for  the  cattle  that 
could  be,  Claude  said  — 

'•  Now  we  are  ready  to  sit  down  in  your  tents,  and  to  partake  of  such  hos- 
pitality as  you  may  be  able  to  aff:)rd  us." 

*'  Strangers,"  said  one  of  the  gipsies,  whom  they  had  not  seen  before,  but  who 
seemed  to  be  in  some  sort  of  authority  in  the  tribe.  "Strangers,  it  so  happens 
that  the  present  period  wiih  us  is  one  of  ceremony  connected  wiih  our  ancient 
faith,  and  we  must  not  cat  nor  drink  wilh  the  children  of  another   people." 

"Very  well,"  said  Ciaude,  "as  you  please ;  but  1  was  not  aware  that  there 
were  any  particular  periods  in  your  faith,  if  you  have  any  which  make  such  ft  rule 
imperative." 

"We  have  a  faith." 

**  Pardon  me.  I  had  no  intention  of  offending  you  by  making  the  remark  at 
all.     J  merely  spoke  of  my  own  ignorance.     That  was  all." 

'^It  matters  not.  Come  on." 

The  gipsy  went  before,  and  halting  at  the  door  of  a  tent,  he  said  something  ia 
his  own  language,  and  then  holding  aside  the  torn  and  dirty  canvas  of  which  the 
t«nt  was  composed,  he  added  in  English — 

''Enter.*    . 

The  three  friends  stooped  and  entered  the  tent,  in  which  t^.ere  was  a  miscel- 
laneous assemblage  of  the  tribe,  to  the  numbv,'r  of  sixteen  or  sevcateen,  only  three 
or  four  women  being  of  the  party. 


CHAPTER  CCLXII. 

CLAUDE    AND    HIS    FRIENDS   LIGHT    UPON    EVIL    TIMES, 

The  gipsies  seemed  to  be  all  talking  together  as  Claude  and  his  companions 
entered  the  tent,  and  it  was  astonishing  to  note  the  lit-le  attention  which  the  ar- 
rival of  the  new  comers  created. 

The  man  who  had  played  the  part  of  their  conductor  to  that  tent,  showed  them 
some  rough  seats  made  from  boughs  of  wood,  and  there  was  likewise  a  kind  of 
table  similarly  constructed. 

"  Sit  here,"  he  said,  ''for  although  the  gipsy  may  not  eat  nor  drink  with  the 
Nazarene  at  this  'ime,  he  will  make  him  welcome  in  his  house." 

Claude  glanced  at  Dick  rather  uneasily,  and  Dick  inclining  towards  him, 
said  in  a  whisper — 

*'  Is  there  anything  amiss  ?" 

"I  don'c  know  that  there  is  ;  but  I  doi't  like  the  idea  of  their  refusing  to  eat. 
or  drink  with  us." 

"  Nor  1,"  .said  Jack. 

They  all  three  spoke  in  sueh  low  tones  that  it  was  quite  impossible  the  f'ipsies 
could  overhear  what  they  said.  But  yet  they  found  that  many  an  inquiring 
glmce  was  bent  upon  them,  and  in  the  flashing  of  the  dark  eyes  that  succeeded 
them,  Claude  found  there  was  more  of  cunning  and  mystery  than  of  cordial 
welcome. 

Whatever,  however,  might  be  his  opinion  of  the  character  of  the  gipsy  tribe 
he  had  got  among,  he,  Claude,  felt  that  it  would  be  a  most  dangerous  thing  now 
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to  manifest  anything  in  the  shape  of  mistrust,  so  he  only  made  up  his  mind  to 
keep  as  wide  awake  as  possible. 

*' We  nave  nothing  to  offer  you  but  water  from  the  spring,  and  some  cold 
victuals/'  said  one  of  the  men  to  Claude. 

«*  That  will  do." 

Upon  this,  a  jug  of  water  was  placed  before  them,  and  a  wooden  bowl  contain- 
ing a  not  very  dainty  collection  of  the  leavings  of  some  dinner-table. 

Dick  shook  his  head.  "The  wat^er  for  me,"  he  said,  **  and  as  for  the  eatables, 
I  think  we  can  leave  them  for  our  friends  the  gips." 

*'With  all  my  heart,"  said  Claude,  "  they  don't  look  very  tempting:." 

At  this  moment  a  loaf  of  bread  was  flung  into  the  tent  on  to  ttie  floor,  and  one 
of  the  gipsies,  pointing  to  it,  said  to  Jack — 

'*  If  you  want  bread,  take  it." 

"You  don't  call  that,"  said  Dick,  *' the  politest  way  in  the  world  of  handing 
a  bit  of  a  loaf  to  a  gentleman  r" 

"  Never  mind,"  said  Jack.     *' Never  mind.*' 

**  Oh,  but  1  do  though,"  said  Dick,  as  he  lifted  the  loaf  from  the  ground,  and 
with  almost  the  force  of  a  cannon-shot,  threw  it  back  again  out  of  the  tent. 

"  We  don't  want  any,  thank  you,"  he  cried. 

A  howl  outside  showed  that  the  loaf  had  hit  some  one,  and  the  gipsies  looked 
scowlingly  at  their  guests. 

**  You  have  but  yourselves  to  thank,''  said  Dick,  *' for  this.  The  only  ciril 
thing  we  could  do  was  to  follow  your  example;  and  as  you  threw  the  loaf  at  us  to 
know  if  we  wanted  it,  we  had  no  resourse  but  to  thro^  it  back  again,  if  ViC  did 
not." 

"  Quite  right,"  said  the  gipsy  who  appeared  to  have  authority  «ver  his  com- 
panions. "It  is  quite  light.  Nothing  can  be  possibly  better,  and  we  take  no 
sort  of  offence  at  anything  so  very  natural  as  your  conduct." 

Both  Jack  and  Claude  regretted  that  Dick  had  been  so  hasty  upon  the  occa- 
sion ;  but  since  it  was  done,  it  could  not  be  undone,  and  theyineither  of  them 
liked  to  say  a  word  to  him  about  it. 

They  all  three  drank  the  water  in  the  jug,  and  then  one  of  the  gipsies  came  «p 
to  the  table  and  said— 

"  Are  you  done  with  that?"  pointing  to  the  jug. 

**  Quite,"  said  Claude.     '*  It  is  at  your  service." 

Without  another  word,  the  man  took  up  the  jug,  and  opening  the  canvas  at 
the  entrance  of  the  tent,  he  flung  it  as  far  as  he  could,  and  when  it  fell,  of  course 
it  was  smashed  to  atoms. 

**  Well,"  said  Dick,  **  upon  my  word  we  have  got  among  very  delightful  com-  I 
pany,  indeed,  1  rather  think."  \ 

"Hush,"  said  Claude.     "  Let  them  have  their  own  way.     It  is  ju«t  possible  ! 
enough  that  they  have  some  religious  ceremohies  of  their  own  which  compel  thera  | 
in  the  fanaticism  of  the  moment  to  behave  in  this  way  to  us.     But  our  stay  will 
be  short  among  them.'  I 

*'The  shorter  the  better,"  said  Jack.     "  But  see,  we  are  nearly  alone."  | 

The  gipsies  one  by  one  had  lefc  the  tent,  until  there  were  but  a  man  and  a  wo-  | 
man  remaining,  and  they,  too,  were  going  towardi  the  entrance  of  it,  when  ; 
Claude  spoke —  : 

"We  will  walk  oat  of  the  tent,"  he  said,  "into  the  air,  if  you  require  it  for  I 
any  purpose.     We  have  no  wish  to  dispossess  you."  1 

Without  a  word  in  reply  to  this  speech,  which  certainly  required  one,  fiom  its 
courtesy,    the  man  and  woman  left  the  tent,  and  the  three  friends  were  alone    ! 
completely.  ; 

••  Well,"  said  Dick,  "1  don't  like  this  sort  of  thing  at  all.  What  do  you  think 
of  it,  Claude?" 

"  Be  careful,  Dick.  We  are  surrounded  but  by  walls  of  thin  and  tattered  can- 
vas,  recollect ;  and  every  word  we  say  is,  no  doubt,  listened  to.     If  we  accom- 
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plish  the  end  we  have  in  view,  of  procuring  safety  till  the  morning,  all  will  be 
well  enough.     We  will  pay  them  tor  that,  and  then  we  will  depart  in  peace. " 

"Yes,  but  I  must  confess  L  should  have  liked  a  more  cordial  kind  of  reception 
from  them.  I  wonder,  too,  what  has  become  of  the  boy  who  brought  us  here  ? 
He  Feoms  to  have  completely  disappeared." 

"  Claude,"  said  Jack,  suddenly,  and  he  rose  to  his  feet,  **  I  know  you  are 
struggling  against  the  conviction,  in  your  own  mind,  that  things  are  not  as  they 
ought  to  be  here.     Speak  to  us  candidly,  and  say  il  it  be  not  eo." 

"It  IS,"  said  Claude,  as  he  rose.  "I  will  not  remain  with  th°se  people 
longer.  They  will  not  break  bread  with  us,  nor  eat  salt.  They  are  not  friends 
of  ours." 

"Let  us  to  the  hor.-e?,  ihen,  at  once,  and  get  away,"  said  Dick. 

*'  Yes — yes." 

At  this  moment  a  wild  kind  of  yell  came  upon  their  ears  from  without,  and 
before  they  could  take  a  step  towards  the  opening  of  the  tent,  down  it  came  in 
one  mass  of  confusion  upon  them,  and  they  were  most  completely  entangled  in 
the  quantity  of  loose  canvas  and  old  rags  of  which  it  was  composed* 

*'  Betrayed  I"  cried  Claude. 

"  Lost— oh,  lost !"  cried  Jhck. 

Dick  managed  to  get  one  of  his  pistols  out  and  fired  it  at  random.  There  was 
a  loud  cry,  and  then  all  was  still  for  a  moment;  after  which  there  was  a  bewil- 
dering shout,  and  a  rush  of  men  towaras  the  fallen  tent. 

Jn  the  course  of  three  minutes,  Claude,  Dick,  and  Jack  were  dragged  out 
from  the  wreck  of  canvas,  and  found  themselves  in  the  grasp  of  a  couple  of 
officeri»,  who,  by  the  assistance  of  others  who  had  nothing  to  do  but  help  them. 
Boon  succeeded  in  handcuffing  the  whole  three  of  them,  and  in  tying  ropes  round 
their  legs,  so  that  any  attempt  to  escape  was  oat  of  the  question. 

The  gipsies  raised  a  wild  kind  of  shout,  more  like  the  howling  of  a  hand  of 
savages  than  anything  elsej  and  then  Mr.  Stevens  the  officer  came  up  to 
Claude. 

*' Well,  Duval,*'  he  said  "Hem!  Khl  I  rather  thought  I  shoald  doit, 
scn.ehow  or  another  ;  but  I  didn't  think  to  do  it  quite  so  easy." 

••  Oh,  so  this  is  a  trick  of  yours,  is  it  ?" 

"  Yes,  Claude  Duval.  Hem  !  1  don't  bear  any  malice,  yoa  know,  and  it's  all 
in  the  way  of  business,  you  know,  or  else  I  shouldn't  have  thought  of  it." 

**  Oh,  don't  make  any  excuses." 

**  L  must  iust  search  you,  if  you  please,  gentlemen,  fur  your  ease,  that's  all. 
You  see,  1  was  bound  to  take  you,  if  1  could,  and  so  I  have,  you  see. 
Hem!  ha!" 

"  You  are  a  genius,  Stevens." 

'•Oh,  dear,  no;  I  did  think  you  would  have  suspected  that  boy  with  the 
donkey,  that  I  did.'* 

Claude  lockt;<i  chagrined. 

'*  And  so,  that  was  a  take-in,  was  it?'*  he  said. 

"O'^,  dear,  yes.  He  did  it  pretty  veil  ;  but  yet  I  hardly,  do  ycu  know,  ex- 
pected that  it  would  have  answered — A  clever  youth." 

•*So  clever,**  said  Dick,  "that  if  ever  I  get  hold  of  him  I  will  put  a  final 
stop  to  his  cleverness  for  the  rest  of  his  days." 

"  Hem  1     Ha  1     Oh  yes.     No  doubt." 

Poor  Jack  looked  dreadfully  cut  up  at  this  unexpected  capture;  hut  Claude 
laughed  onlv,  and  said — 

••  Why,  Jack,  this  is,  after  all,  only  a  little  restirg.  Th(y  cant  krep  us,  yoj 
know  that  well  enough." 

'•  Oh  dear  I  can*t  we  ?"  paid  Stevens,     "  Hem  1*' 

**  Claude — Claude,"  said  Jack,  "the  end  has  came.'* 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it,"  cri  d  Claude.  "  All's  ri^h  enojgh  ;  I  doi/.  m  .n  :o  '^in 
in,  1  assure  you.     There's  plenty  of  time.* 

♦•  I  fired  a  pistol,"  said  Dick.  "  Did  I  hit  ai-y  one  >" 
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"Yes/'  said  Stevens.  *Oae  of  the  gips.  A  man  with  a  pair  of  ear-rings  on, 
I  beheve.'* 

*'  Why,  that's  the  very  fellow  who  took  us  in  hand  when  we  came  here,  and 
seemed  to  be  a  sort  of  leader  among  t!;em." 

*' Oh  dear,  very  Lkely.  Hem!  Ha!  He  is  quite  dead.  The  bullet  vsrent 
into  his  right  eye  an  1  came  out  at  the  back  of  his  head,  so  it  was  rather  a 
fi!\isher.'* 

*' Well,"  said  Dick,  *'  for  a  chance  shot,  it  was  about  the  best  I  ever  fired.'* 
Stevens  soon  pos?e5?ed  himself  of  ail  the  pistols  that  had  belonged  to  the  high- 
waymen, with  the  exception  of  one  that  Ciauie  had  so  well  hidden  that  it  escapes 
even  his  sciutiny. 

"Now,  gentlemen,"  he  said,  "I  beg  to  inform  you  that  we  will  take  you  to 
London  at  oace  in  a  cart,  and  if  you  make  any  attempt  to  escape  or  to  be  mis- 
chievous on  the  way,  I  can  only  say  th'.it  I  slia'l  blow  your  brains  out,  as  soon  as 
look  at  you." 

*' Bravo,  Stevens  !"  said  Claude. 
**  1  am  not  joking." 

'  '*No,"  added  Claude,  *'  nor  am  I  ;  aid  I  tell  you  what  it  is,  Stevens,  you  are 
a  very  clever  fellow,  but  I  stiil  think  tl-at  you  wiil  find  yourself  in  the  wrong 
box,  after  all." 

"  In  the  witness-box  at  the  Old  Bailcv  you  mean,  and  you  in  the  dock." 
'*  Very  good — very  good  !     It's  all  right.     Where's  your  car-t  ?" 
1       "  He  ra  !     Ha  !    You  are  a  nice  young  man,  Claude  Daval,  and  you  are  a  nice 
I  man,  Dick  Turpin,  and   you   are   an   engaging  person,  Sixteen-string  Jack  ;  but 
}  there  will  be  a  terrible  crowd  when  you  are  ail  three  hanged  on  next  Monday  come 
I  a  week.     Hem  !" 

i  *'  Look  here,"  said  Claude,  as  he  pointed  as  well  as  he  could  with  his  manacled 
I  hands  to  his  head.  "  1  will  bet  you  this  against  yours,  that  we  are  aot  hung  on 
i  Monday  come  a  week." 

"Bet  me  what?  vojr  hend  ?" 
;       '•  Yes.'' 

i  **  Done,  then,  Claude  Duval.  Hem  1  Ha!  I  shall  ask  the  sheriff  to  let  me 
I  take  niy  stake,  and  I  dare  sav  there  are  people  who  would  pay  a  good  price 
I  for  it." 

I  A  wailing  cry  no^  aro^e  from  a  throng  of  the  gipsies  that  had  congiegated 
i  around  the  dead  body  of  the  one  of  their  tribe  who  bad  fallen,  and  Dick  raised 
;  his  voice,  and  spoke — 

1       "  The  reward  of  treachery '."  he  said.     '-The   reward  of  treachery.     It   has 
I  done  you  a  deal  of  good  to  sell  our  bl  o  h     Th?re  Avill  from  this   day  forth   be  a 
i  curse  upon  your  tribe.     I  curse  it  !" 
j       "  No — no  !"  shrieked  a  female  voif;e. 

''Yes,"  said  Dick,  •'  and  the  curse  will  stick  to  you,  too,  as  long  as  y^our  tribe 
!  is  a  tribe." 

I  Upon  this  the  gipsies  made  a  rush  towards  Dick,  but  the  officers  with  the 
j  pistols  in  their  hand-^  interposed. 

[       ''Dear  rae,"  said  Stevens,  "  my  good  friends,  what  do  you  w^ant?" 
!       "His   blood!''  ciied  a  «ipsy.     *' We   raut  have  his  blood  and  pl^ce  it  when 
jl  the  moon  i-^  at  its  full  to  the  east,  and   the;i  the  curse  will  go  from  us.     It  is  the 
j  I  curse  of  b'ood,  and  only  may  be  so  removed." 

1 1        ■•  Rehily,  gentlemen,"  said  Stevens,  "  I  am  sorry  to  disoblige  you  ;    but  this  is 
my  pris'  ner  and  you  must  kil;  and  eat  rae  first  before  you  get  him  ;  and  the  first 
man  who  attempts  to  lay  a  fiuger  upon  liirn,  I   wiil  send  to  the  other  world  to 
keep  him  company  who  lies  yonder  in  his-  gore.     Hem  !     Ha  !" 
The  gipsies  shrunk  back. 

At  this  moment  oneof  tho  officers  appeared  with  a  cart,  and  Claude  and  his 
friends  were  placed  in  it.  The  g  psies  were  consulting  among  each  other,  and 
then  just  as  the  officers  were  all  mounted  and  ready  to  go,  there  rushed  out  of  the 
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large  hnt  an  old  hag  of  a  woman,  with  a  piece  of  scarlet  cloth  wound  round  her 
head,  and  in  a  screaming  voice  she  addressed  them  in  their  own  patois. 

Whatever  she  said  had  the  effect  of  rousing  them  to  a  state  of  fury  and  des- 
peration, for  catching  up  what  weapons  they  couM  upon  the  spur  of  th- 
moment,  they  began  {o  advance  ihrea'eningly  towards  the  officers  who  surrounded 
the  cart. 


CHAPTER  CCLXIII. 

THE    FIGHT    WITH    THE    GIPSIES. —  TREACHERY    HAS    ITS   REWARD. 

No  doubt  after  what  had  happene<l,  the  gipsy  tribe  would  have  been  but  too 
glad,  if  such  a  thin?  had  been  possb'e,  to  have  retraced  its  sf'ps,  and  instead  of 
bartering  wth  the  officers  the  fiigrives  for  gold,  would  have  feit  greater  satis- 
faction ill  defending  the  highwaymen,  and  trusting  to  their  generosity  for  a 
recompense. 

They  had  chosen  the  course,  though,  and  the  past  was  not  be  recalled. 
Vengeance  for  the  death  of  their  comrade  seemed  to  be  the  principal  le-l.ng 
that  actuated  them. 

The  officer,  Stevens,  now,  by  his  cool  and  c.'ura2:eous  conduct,  excited  the  ad- 
miration even  of  h's  captives.  '  In  a  clpar  loud  voice  he  spoke  to  the  gipsies — 

"  Now  listen  to  me,  gipsies.  These  three  men  are  my  prisoners.  I  have  taken 
some  pains  to  get  them,  and  I  mean  to  keep  them.  When  once  I  take  a  prisoner, 
I  never  part  with  him  till  I  get  a  receipt  Tor  him  from  the  proper  aushorities,  and 
I  warn  you  all  that  I  will  defend  them  to  the  last  drop  of  my  blood  ;  and  as  I 
happen  to  know  that  my  comrades  here  are  of  the  same  way  of  thinking,  the  mo  t 
prud'^nt  thing  you  can  do  is  to  be  as  quiet  as  possible." 

"  Reven;^r  \"  cried  the  gipsies.  "  Blood  for  blood  !  It  is  ihelaw  of  our  old 
religion,  and  we  will  carry  it  out.     Blood  for  blood  ! — A  life  for  a  life  !" 

"  Hem  !    Verv  good,  gentlemen.     Come  on,  then." 

With  a  francti'c  yell,  which  had  the  c-ffL-ct  of  rather  frightening  the  officers' 
horses,  the  gipsies  made  a  rush  towards  the  cart  in  which  the  prisoners  were, 
for  the  purpose  of  g°ltinj  possession  of  Dick  ;  and  there  can  be  very  httle 
doubt  but  that  if  they  had  succeeded,  his  life  would  not  have  been  worth  a  mo- 
ment's purchase. 

The  gipsies,  however,  had  to  do  with  men  ef  cool  nerves  and  steady  valour — 
men  who,  with  ar:!is  ift  t!  eir  hands,  knew  they  could  hold  their  way,  and  who 
were  not  to  be  irilimidated. 

*'   Steady,"  sa'd  Stevens.     "  Steady.'* 

Thp  officers  stood  firm. 

**  Fire  r  said  Stevens. 

In  a  volley,  the  pistols  of  the  officers  were  discharged,  and  the  rabble  rout  of 
the  gipsies  reeled  back. 

Again,  then,  there  rose  the  shriek  for  vengeance,  and  those  who  had  escaped 
from   injury  froin  the  first  volley,  again  rushed  forward. 

'•  Fire '."'said  Stevens  ;  and  again  .he  officers  sent  a  fearful  volley  among  their 
assailants. 

The  smoke  cleared  away,  and  the  gipsies  were  in  full  fliijht,  with  the  excep- 
tion of  some  dozen  dead  and  dying,  who  lay  upon  the  ground,  deserted  bj  the 
others. 

*'  That  will  do,"  raid  Stevens.  "  They  would  have  it,  and  now  they  have  got 
it.     We  are  for  London," 

The  gipsies  were  evi'leatly  too  much  sickened  of  the  affairs  to  attempt  to 
rally  again;  and  so,  without  any  further  molestation,  the  officers  turned  round 
and  began  to  make  their  way  towards  the  nearest  high  road. 

"  Well,"  said  Claude,  "  this  is  a  pretty  affair,  Mr.  Stevens." 

«  Yes— Hem  !     Rather." 
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"  It  is  not  for  us  to  regret  it,  for  those  rascals  deserved  amply  all  they  ^have 
got,  That  i;:  quite  clear  er  ough.     They  are  a  bad  lot." 

"  Ohj  very  bad,  indeed,"  said  Stevens. 

"  And  prav,  what  did  you  give  them  for  betraying  us,  if  it's  a  fair  question, 
Mr.  Stevens'?" 

"  I  don't  mind  tellin?  you  in  confidence,  Claude  Duval,  bu^  of  course,  you 
musn't  let  it  go  any  further — that  they  agreed  to  do  the  job  for  five  pounds." 

"  Five  pounds  ?" 

*' Yes  ;  that  was  all  they  got,  and  I  paid  them  beforehand.  It  ha?  cost  some 
ten  or  tvvelve  of  them  their  Jives,  and  you  your  liberty,  and  -will  hang  you  three 
shortly,  and  will  put  a  good  round  sum  in  my  pocket." 

"  And  all  for  five  pounds 'f  said  Claude. 

'■'Yes,  it's  cheap.  Hem!  Ha!  Very  cheap,  indeed,"  said  Stevens,  as 
though  he  vv-ere  speaking  to  somebody  who  really  had  no  more  concern  in  the 
affair  than  just  to  come  to  a  passing  opinica  upon  it. 

'•  The  price  cf  blood  should  be  rather  high,"  said  Claude.  *'  To  sell  three 
lives  for  five  pounds  is  too  little." 

"  I  said  it  was  cheap." 

"  Too  cheap  to  be  good.  Mr.  Stevens,  you  may  depend  it  will  not  answer.  I 
shall  win  my  wager  of  your  head." 

"  Oh,  dear  no,  you  musn't  do  any  such  thing.  You  can  easily  imagine  that  I 
could  not  do  without  it  in  my  business." 

"  Oh,  that  don't  matter  to  me  in  the  least." 

"  Certainly  not  ;  and  I  don't  at  all  exi;ect  you  to  tale  that  into  consideration 
for  a  moment.  But  there  is  Sir  John  Kichards.  I  told  him  if  he  waited  just  at 
that  corner  that  1  would  bring  you  to  him." 

It  was  galling  to  Claude  Duval  to  hear  Stevens  talk  in  such  a  style  ;  but  he 
made  no  remark  upon  it  at  the  moment,  only  he  resolved  that  he  would  strive 
more  than  mortal  man  had  ever  yet  striven,  that  the  day  should  come  when  he 
would  pay  him  off  with  interest  some,  if  not  the  whole,  of  that  cool  superiority 
with  which  he  now  showed  off  over  him  and  his  two  friends. 

"  Cheer  up.  Jack,"  sajd  Claude.     '-'All  are  not  losi  that  are  in  danger." 

*'  it's  all  owing  lo  that  confounded  mad  girl's  affair,"  said  Jack. 

Claude  smiled,  as  he  replied — 

"No,  Jack,  don't  say  that,  V\Uq  knows  but  that  if  we  had  never  gone 
into  that  house,  we  might  not  have  encountered  a  greater  danger  still  out 
of  it  ?" 

"How  could  we  encounter  a  greater  danger  than  this,  Claude?"  said  Jack, 
holding  up  his  manacled  hands. 

It  was  a  pang  to  the  heart  of  Claude  Duval  to  see  that  sight,  and  to  feel  how 
heipless  he  was  at  that  moment  to  be  of  any  use  to  alter  their  condition.  Claude, 
hovvever,  wonld  not  allow  any  one  to  see  ttiat  he  was  so  deeply  affected,  but  he 
turned  it  off  with  a  sad  smile,  saying—^ 

"  Never  mind,  Jack,     Live  in  hope." 

"  And  die  in  despair,"  said  Jack. 

It  was  quite  clear  that  poor  Jack  was  in  no  mood  to  be  reasoned  with  just 
jthen.  As  for  Dick,  he  was  looking  rather  moody  and  savage  ;  and  suddenly  look- 
ng  up,  he  said — 

"xMr.  Stevens?" 

'  Well,  sir ;  w^at  now  ?"  said  Stevens.     " ' 

*  My  horse— all  our  horses.     What  has  become  of  them  ?" 

*'  They  had  not  b»en  ten  minutes  in  the  tent,  where  you  thought  you  had 
therft  so  secure,  when  we  had  possession  of  them.*' 

"And  it  was  you  who  stuck  those  infernal  little  plasters  on  their  feet  ?" 

*'  It  was,  Dick  Turpin.  Before  I  went  into  the  house  with  Sir  John  Richards, 
I  saw  your  three  horses.  The  other  t^>o  1  did  not  know,  bat  I  did  know  your 
Black  Bess,  Turpin.''     ^-c-^- 

*•  Go  to  the  devil !'' 
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**  It  was  not  a  pleasant  (rick/  said  Jack,  '*  to  lame  a  good  steed." 

•*They  will  be  all  right,"  said  Stevens,    *'  I  never  use  a  thing  of  that  sort 

that  I  have  not  an  antidote  for  ;  and  if  it  is  any  satisfaction  to  you  to  know  it, 

the  horaes  are  as  good  aa  ever  they  were." 
«  Take  care  of  my  horse,  Stevens,"  said  Claude,  •'  for  when  I  get  him  on  to 

the  road  again,  it  will  provoke  me  not  a  little  to  find  him  out  of  condition. 
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Don't  grudge  the  oats,  whatever  you  do,  and  mind  yom  bruiae  them  well,  for  he 
18  used  to  it." 

Stevens  made  n«  answer  to  thii  cool  speech  of  Claude  Duval's,  which  was  so 
anticipatory  of  freedom  again ;  but,  ridJDg  up  to  Sir  John  Richards,  he  said  in 
his  odd  kind  of  way— 

No.  1S&.  ^ 
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*'  Here  they  are.  Sir  John.    I*ve  brought  'em.** 

*'  Why,  you  don't  mean  it,  Stevens  V 

"  Yes,  I  do,  Sir  John.  Here  they  art-.,  all  three  in  the  cart.  You  can  go  and 
look  at  them,  if  you  please,  sir." 

"  Well,  upon  my  life,  so  they  are  !  What  a  trouble  now  and  a  bother  it  would 
spare  if  they  could  be  hung  at  once,  wouldn't  it,  Stevens  1* 

**  Indeed  it  would,  sir.     If  you  think  proper,  it  can  be  done  at  once." 

**  Why  no — I  rather  think  that  would  exceed  my  commission  as  a  magistrate, 
Stevens.     But  I  heard  a  deal  of  firing.    What  was  it  all  about  ?* 

''  A  row  with  the  gipsies,  sir.  They  tried  to  get  the  prisoners  away  from  us, 
and  we  were  forced  to  fire,  or  they  would  not  only  have  done  that,  but  murdered 
us  besides." 

**  Then  if  you  have  killed  any  of  the  rogues  and  vagabonds,  it  is  justifiable 
homicide,  Stevens;  so  let  us  get  off  to  London,  as  quickly  as  we  can.  Oh,  you 
vagabonds,  your  time  has  come  at  last,  has  it  ?  The  gallows  groans  for  you,  it 
does.  Only  see,  now,  what  a  disgraceful  end  you  have  come  to.  This  is  the 
result  of  all  your  finery,  and  your  gallivanting  on  the  road,  and  your  galloping 
here  and  your  galloping  ther  ,  and  your  scarlet  coats  and  your  lace  ruffles.*' 

"Have  you  learnt  that  bya  heart,"  Claude,  "or  did  you  think  of  it  only  just 
now )" 

**  Come,  come,  sir ;  no  impudence." 

"That's  just  what  I  say  myself— and  I  warn  you'that  if  you  go  on  with  any 
more  of  your  speeches,  I  will  recollect  them  when  we  meet  in  some  lonely  place 
on  the  road.'* 

•Til  take  my  chance  of  that,  you  thorough  bad  one,**  said  Sir  John;  "and 
if  you  ire  not  hung  this  time,  I  shall  recommend  that  the  gallows  be  burnt  for 
old  fire-wood.'* 

*'  It  will  make  a  good  bon-fire,"  said  Claude. 

The  magistrate  disdained  to  hold  any  further  parley  with  bis  prisoners,  but 
turning  his  horse's  head  towards  London,  he  directed  Stevens  to  bring  them  on 
with  all  speed. 

The  distance  was  not  so  great  as  to  make  H  necessary  to  have  a  h%U  upon  the 
road,  so  that  none  of  the  chances  of  a  long  ourney  presented  themselves  to  our 
three  adventurers  for  escape,  and,  to  all  appejr ance,  their  situation  was  something 
ev«n  more  than  a  critical  one,  since  they  were  evidently  being  conveyed  to  Lon- 
don without  any  of  those  chances  that,  if  they  had  been  taken  anywhere  else, 
might  have  come  in  their  way. 

When  they  were  quite  near  to  the  metropolis,  Stevens  turned  to  the  magis- 
trate, and  spoke  respectfully,  saying,—* 

"  Newgate,  1  suppose.  Sir  John?" 

"  Weil,  I  don't  know.  They  will  have  to  be  brought  before  me  in  the  morn- 
ing;    Suppose  you  put  them  in  the  Bow-street  lock-up  for  the  n'ghl  V* 

"  As  you  please,  sir;  but  Newgate  is  the  safest." 

*'  Oh,  pho  !  Don't  let  them  think  that  we  are  afraid  of  them,  and  so  are  forced 
to  carry  tliem  to  Newgate  at  once.  The  fact  is,  there  is  too  much  fust  made 
about  these  fellows,  that's  the  truth,  and  they  think  they  are  quite  wonderful 
people  on  that  account.  Take  them  to  the  lock-up — you  will  find  that  strong 
enough  ;  and,  besides,  in  your  hands,  which  they  will  still  remain  in,  they  haven't 
much  chance.*' 

"  Very  good,  Sir  John — hem  ! — it  shall  be  as  you  please,  and  if  they  escape 
me,  why,  they  have  but  another  to  get  the  better  of,  and  that's  Old  Nick.' 

This  little  dialogue  was  overheard  by  Claude,  who,  giving  Dick  a  slight  nudge 
with  his  elbow,  said,— 

"  Dick,  we  are  to  go  to  the  lock-up  in  Bow  Street,** 

•*  Are  we  really  ?" 

•'  Yes ;  do  you  know  anything  of  it  f '* 

"A  little." 

There  was  a  peculiar  look  about  Dick's  face  that  gav«  Claude  &  hope  that 
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he  knew  a  great  deal  about  the  Bow-street  lock-up»  and  for  fear  they  should  be 
separated  when  tbey  got  there  into  diffirent  cells,  he  was  very  anxious  to  know 
what  Dick  did  know  of  the  place. 

"  Speak  low,  Dick,"  he  said,  "  and  tell  us  all." 

**  I  will.  There's  a  tayern  in  the  neighbourhood  Jthat  supplies  the  plaee  with 
anything  the  prisoners  choose  to  buy,  and  there  is  a  girl  at  the  taTern  who  will 
do'what  she  can  for  us." 

"Tha^is  all?'* 

«*  Not  quite,  Claude." 

<*  Go  on,  then,  and  tell  me  all,  will  you  ?  But  don*t  look  as  though  you  were 
•peaking  of  anything  interesting,  for  that  d        i  Steyens  has  his  eye  upon  ua 

DOW.'* 

*'  I  sea  him.  Then  I  can  tell  you,  Claude,  that  I  know  a  secret  passage  from 
the  lock-up  in  Bow  Street  to " 

At  this  moment  Stevens  rode  up  to  the  side  of  the  cart,  and  in  a  voice  of  mock 
friendship,  he  said — 

"  Hem !  Really  now,  yon  seem  to  be  having  such  a  pleasant  little  discourse 
together,  that  it  is  quite  a  shame  to  keep  it  all  to  yourselves,  that  it  is.  What  is  it 
all  about  ?'* 

**  An  ass  in  a  fox's  skin." 

"  Ah,  indeed  !" 

'*  Yes,  and  his  name  was  Stevens." 

"Very  good — very  good,  and  very  witty,  I  daresay;  bnt  people  should  keep 
their  wit  between  their  teeth,  like  their  tongues,  at  times,  or  it  won't  do  them  any 
good ;  and  it  strikes  me,  Claude  Duval,  that  it  ain't  the  wisest  thing  in  tht 
world  of  you  to  make  an  enemy  of  me." 


CHAPTER  CCLXIV. 

THX   PRISONERS   PASS   A   STRINCB   MIGHT  AT  THE   LOCK-UP; 

*'  Pshaw  I"  said  Claude,  in  answer  to  this  last  remark  from  Stevens.  "Tou 
have  done  your  worst,  and  you  know  it." 

"  Ne^^er  Kind.     Here  we  are  at  the  lock-up  in  Bow  Street." 

Those  few  words — "  Here  we  are  at  the  lock-up  in  Bov  Street" — had  a  very 
chilling  kind  of  sound  to  the  faculties  of  the  three  prisoners,  and  it  was  not  in 
human  nature  for  them  to  be  otherwise  than  jast  a  little  affected  at  such  an  an- 
nouncement. 

They  were  all  unusually  silent. 

"  Ha  !"  laughed  Stevens;  *'so  you  are  beginning  not  to  like  it,  ancl  to  think 
about  it,  fch  ?     I  thought  your  higV  spirits  would  soon  come  down  a  bit." 

They  neiiher  of  them  thought  proper  to  make  any  reply  to  this  rather  un- 
generous remark  from  Mr.  Stevens,  and  he  was  quite  delighted  with  the  idea  that 
he  had  subdu^^J  them  at  last.  But  such  was  far—very  far  from  being  the  fact  in 
reality.  ^  The  real  truth  was,  that  Claude  Duval  and  his  friends  felt  how  very  im- 
portant  it  was  now  that  their  whole  attention  should  be  directed  to  the  means  of 
escape,  and  they  could  no  longer  spare  a  raent  to  engage  in  any  frivolity  with  Mr. 
Stevens.  They  did  not  know  but  that  the  chances  of  liberating  themselves  might 
entirely  depend  upon  some  little  matter  that  they  might  now  notice  ;  so,  like  pru- 
dent men,  they  sacrificed  the  present  to  the  future,  and  let  Mr.  Stevens  enjoy^his 
fancied  triumph  while  they  looked  warily  about  them. 

The  lock-up  in  old  Bow  Street  at  the  time  of  Claude  Duval  was,  as  the  reader 
may  very  well  suppose,  a  very  different  affair  to  what  it  is  now.  Not  the  smallest 
vestige  of  the  ancient  building  that  was  devoted  to  that  purpose  now  remains. 

As  at  present,  though,  the  lock-up  was  opposite  to  the  police-office,  and  it  was 
a  low-roofed  building  of  only  one  story  in  height,  and  principally  built  of  jgassivs 
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wood-work.    The  cells  were  underground^  and  fitted  up,  as  regards  strengtbi 
principally  upon  that  account. 

The  place  was  altogether  one  of  the  most  gloomy  that  could  be  well  imagined^ 
and  was  highly  calculated  very  much  to  affect  the  imagination  of  ordinary 
offenders. 

We  need  hardly  say  that  it  had  very  little  effect  of  that  character  upon  the 
three  prisoners  now  brought  to  it. 

If  there  had  been  any  idea  upon  the  part  of  the  idlers  of  the  vicinity  that  the 
coach  which  stopped  at  the  old  lock-up  contained  snch  men  as  Claude  Duval, 
Sixteen-string  Jack,  and  Dick  Turpin,  it  is  very  likely  that  in  the  course  of  a  few 
minutes  Bow  Street  would  have  been  quite  impassable ;  but  such  was  not  the 
case,  and  they  were  taken  beneath  the  low-roofed  and  gloomy  portal  of  the  place 
without  exciting  any  tztraordinary  sensations. 

Immediately  within  the  outer  door  was  another  one  of  iron — that  is  to  say,  it 
was  called  an  iron  door,  in  consequence  of  being  coated  with  that  metal  to  a  con* 
slderable  thickness  on  both  sides,  and  it  was  likewise  studded  with  those  large 
nut-headed  nails,  which  give  so  great  an  appearance  of  strength  with  so  very 
little  of  the  reality  of  it. 

Immediately  through  that  door  was  a  kind  of  hall  or  vestibule,  ia  which  a 
couple  of  constables  sat  by  a  fire,  that  would  throw  out  as  much  smoke  into  the 
air  of  the  place  as  went  up  the  chimney.  Above  the  mantel-shelf  were  several 
cutlasses,  and  a  blunderbuss,  with  a  brass  barrel,  that  was  bell-shaped,  and  which 
was  presumed  to  be  loaded  in  some  very  deadly  manner. 

A  door  to  the  right  and  another  to  the  left  led  to  rooms  appropriated  to  the 
officials  of  the  place,  and  from  one  of  these  rooms  opened  a  door  to  a  narrow 
staircase,  that  led  down  to  the  cells. 

Such  was  the  general  arrangement  of  the  ground-floor  of  the  old  lock-up. 
Above,  there  were  five  rooms,  in  two  of  which  the  clerk  to  the  magistrate  at  the  office 
resided,  and  the  others  were  unoccupied,  except  now  and  then,  when  some 
prisoner  of  importance,  as  regarded  wealth  or  position,  was  placed  there  for  a 
short  time,  pending  his  examination  before  the  magistrate  in  the  public  office. 

The  mode  by  which  these  upper  rooms  were  reached  'vas  by  a  staircase 
opening  from  the  hall,  and  which  was  connected  by  a  door  that  was  always  shut 
by  a  cord  and  weight.  The  hall  itself  was  not  above  twelve  feet  square,  and  all 
the  rooms  were  of  the  most  paltry  and  confined  dimensions. 

"Now,  gentlemen,"  said  Stevens,  **here  we  are." 

*' And  this  you  call  a  lock-up?"  said  Dick. 

'•  Rather." 

«'  Is  that  blunderbuss  loaded  1'* 

"  Just  a  few." 

"  Well,  Heaven  have  mercy  upon  the  man  who  shall  attempt  to  fire  it,  for 
it  will  burst  and  blow  his  head  off  to  a  certainty  if  he  does.  That  I  can 
■wear  to." 

«'  Oh,"  said  Stevens,  with  a  grin,  "  we  are  not  so  mighty  particular  about  our 
heads  as  all  that  comes  to;  and  if  we  feel  inclined  to  fire  it,  off  it  will  go,  even  if 
our  heads  follow  it." 

"  That,"  said  Claude,  "  is  a  matter  of  taste.'* 

"You  couldn't  say  a  truer  thing  than  that,"  replied  Stevens.  "And  now, 
gentlemen,  if  you  will  give  me  leave,  I  will  show  you  to  the  parlours  below  stairs  j 
and  if  it's  any  satisfaction  to  you  to  know  that  1  am  to  be  found  any  hour  of  the 
night  here  in  the  hall,  I  beg  to  inform  you  that  such  will  be  the  fact— without  a 
doubt." 

"Thank  you,"  said  Claude,  as  he  looked  up  at  a  clock  that  was  upon  the 
wall.     "  I  think  we  shall  be  with  you  about  half-past  two." 

A  savage  expression  crossed  the  face  of  Stevens,  for  he  saw  that  one  of  the  1 
constables  in  the  hall  was  upon  the  broad  grin  at  the  idea  that  he  was  getting  the  I 
worst  of  the  chaffing  that  was  going  on  in  the  place. 

"  Very  good,"  he  said,  as  he  slowly  rubbed  his  hands  together,  *'  I  quite 
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understand  you,  Claude  Duval.  It  is  mere  chafip.  And  yet  I  will  shew  yoa  that 
1  have  a  good  feeling,towards  you,  and,  upon  one  condition,  you  shall  sit  up  with 
me  by  the  fireside  here  all  nighty  which  will  be  a  thousand  times  more  comfort- 
able than  being  in  one  of  the  little  parlours  below.'* 

"  The  condition  V*  said  Claude.    *'  What  is  it  ?" 

"That  you  will  all  three  give  me  your  words  of  honour  as  men,  that  you  willl 
make  ho  attempt  to  escape.** 

•'  It  is  tempting,"  said  Claude,  "  but  I  beg  leave  to  decline.* 

«  And  I,"  said  Dick.  ;  ^Ti 

"And  I,»  said  Jack. 

*<  Very  good.  I  am  not  at  all  surprised  nor  disappointed.  It  is  only  what  I 
fully  expected.  But  still,  to  show  ycu  that  I  bad  a  good  feeling  towards  you,  I 
gave  you  the  chance.    Where  is  the  lock-up  keeper  ?" 

•*Here  you  are,  Mr,  Stevens,"  said  a  short,  stout  man  with  a  very  red  face, 
and  peculiar  little  grey  eyes,  making  his  appearance  from  the  upper  floor.  "  Here 
you  are.   Who  have  you  got  here?" 

"Claude  Duval— Sixteen-string  Jack,  and  Dick  Turpin." 

The  lock-up  keeper  screwed  his  lips  up  to  the  position  of  whistling,  but  no 
whistle  came  from  them.    Then  shaking  his  head,  he  said— 

"  No — no,  that's  too  much  of  a  good  thing  all  at  once.** 

•*  There  is  your  order.'* 

The  lock-up  keeper  looked  at  the  mae:istrate'3  order,  and  saw  that  it  did  indeed 
name  the  persons  mentioned  by  the  oflScer.  A  look  of  intense  interest  came 
across  his  face  in  a  moment,  and  he  cried — 

"  Well,  this  is  something  !  I  didn't  thinkto  have  had  three  such  in  the  old 
lock-up  while  its  timbers  held  together,  thatj  didn't !  That  is  to  say,  all  at  once. 
Gentlemen,  you  are  as  welcome  as  flowers  in  May." 

"We  are  very  mach  obliged,"'  said  Claude. 

"  Now,  Mr.  Bolt,"  said  Stevens,  speaking  in  a  sharp  jerking  tone,  and  addres- 
sing the  lock-up  keeper  by  his  name.  •'  Now,  Mr.  Bolt,  you  will  quite  under- 
stand that  I  don't  intend  these  prisoners  to  get  away,  and  that  I  will  remain  here, 
in  the  hall,  until  they  leave  this  place  again  ;  and  so  help  me  everything  that  is 
good,  bad  or  indifferent,  I'll  shoot  the  first  man  who  tries  to  leave  this  place  who 
ought  not,  or  who  in  any  way  aids  the  prisoners  to  go '* 

"  Mr.  Stevens,"  said  Bolt,  and  his  little  eyes  twinkled  again,  and  his  face  got 
redder  than  usual,  "  if  you  mean  to  accuse  me  of  letting  prisoners  go,  say  so  at 
once,  like  a  man,  and  I  can  meet  you  on  the  charge." 

"That  will  do,"  said  Stevens,  drily.  "I  don't  want  to  say  another  word 
about  it." 

'*0h,  you  are  a  humbug,"  said  Bolt. 

"  I  know  it,''  said  Stevens,  with  all  the  composure  in  the  world,  "  I  am  quite 
aware  of  the  fact." 

This  little  quarrel  between  Stevens  and  Bolt  was  amusing  enough  to  the  three 
captives,  and  it  gave  them  some  hopes,  too,  that  Bolt  might,  just  to  get  the  better 
of  Stevens,  and  aggravate  him  a  little,  be  of  what  service  he  could  to  them  ;  so 
Claude  Duval  said — 

"  I  am  sure  that  it  is  a  very  ungracious  thing  of  Stevens  to  say  one  word 
against  Mr.  Bolt,  who  is  a  gentleman,  as  all  the  world  knows,  although  he  keeps 
the  lock-up.'* 

Bolt  looked  gratified. 

"  My  opinion  is,"  said  Dick,  "  that  Stevens  gets  in  an  ill-humour  when 
he  sees  Bolt,  because  he  is  not  a  quarter  so  good-looking,  and  can  never  hope  to 
be  so.  Bolt  is  a  handsome  man,  and  the  sight  of  such  is  aggravating  to  some 
eelftsh  people." 

Bolt  rubbed  his  hands  together,  and  smiled. 

**  Hold  your  row,  all  of  you,  will  you?"  cried  Stevens;  *'and  you,  Bolt,  how 
can  you  be  such  an  ass  as  to  stand  smirking  and  smiling  there  in  such  a  way, 
objects  ause  yeu  are  flattered  in  the  most  barefaced  manner  to  your  face,  when  all 
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the  world  knows  you  are  as  ugly  as  the  parish  pump,  and  about  as  much  of  a 
gentleman  as  my  old  hat  is  a  nosegay?" 

*'  You  envious  humbug  !*  cried  Bolt. 

<*  You  stupid  idiot!'*  shouted  Stevens. 

»'  Go  it,"  said  Claude.  "  Go  it.  That*s  the  thing— go  it !  All's  right.  Stick 
to  him,  Bolt ;  you  know  you  are  right,  and  that  gives  you  strength,'* 

"  Stop  !"  said  Stevens,  suddenly,  with  almost  preternatural  calmness.  *'  Stop, 
this  is  folly.    Mr.  Bolt,  I  beg  your  pardon." 

"Ob,  well,  ifvou  say  that,  Mr.  Stevens,  I  have  done." 

*'  Yes,  Bolt,  I'beg  your  pardon.  It  is  I  who  am  the  ass  to  allow  myself  to 
be  so  played  upon  by  these  fellows,  who  are  only  desirous  that  you  aud  I  should 
quarrel,  that  out  of  ihat  circumstance  they  may  gather  some  hope  of  escaping 
from  the  lock-up.  Give  me  your  hand.  Bolt.  I  did  not  mean  what  I  said. 
The  words  were  spoken  in  a  moment  of  wrath,  merely,  and  I  will  stand  a  botUe  of 
the  best  wine  that  can  be  got  to-night  for  you  and  I,  as  we  sit  up." 

Bolt  and  Stevens  now  shook  hands  to  the  great  disappointment  of  Claude 
Duval,  and  the  former  said — 

"Mr.Stevens,  you  know,  I  always  respected  you  as  a  man  of  extraordinary 
talents,  and  I  hope  we  shall  always  be  good  friends." 

Stevens  looked  at  the  prisoners  with  a  twinkle  of  the  eye,  as  he  then  said—* 

'*  Come,  then,  we  will  show  them  to  their  cells,  and  then  we  will  have  the 
bottle  of  wine,  Mr.  Bolt." 

Claude  Duval  now  turned  his  whole  attention  to  studying  their  rotate  to  the 
cells.  He  glanced  at  the  room  that  led  to  the  staircase.  He  took  notice  of  the 
doors,  and  upon  which  side  the  fastenings  were.  He  counted  the  stone  steps, 
and  found  they  were  fourteen  that  led  to  the  cells,  and  he  felt  that  the  floor  at  the 
bottom  was  earth  merely. 

He  had  not  a  hope  that  they  would  all  be  confined  in  one  cell— that  was  not 
to  be  expected  ;  therefore,  it  was  no  disappointment  to  him  to  find  that  they  were 
placed  in  different  cells. 

•*  Good-night,  Dick,"  he  said.     '*  Good-night,  Jack,"^ 

"  Good-night,"  said  Turpin,  gaily. 

*'  God  bless  you,  Claude,"  said  Jack. 

It  was  evident  that  Jack's  spirits  were  very  much  depressed  by  the  tone  in 
which  he  spoke  ;  but  Claude  did  not  think  it  prudent  to  say  anything  to  him  of  a 
consolatory  character,    as   there  were  others  to   listen  to  it;  so   he   made  no 

remark. 

In  another  minute  he  was  in  a  cell  alone,  and  the  door  double-locked  |and 
barred  and  bolted  upon  him. 

"  This  is  pleasant,"  he  said,  as  he  leant  against  the  damp  wall,  and  tried  to 
pierce  the  obscurity  of  the  place  with  his  eyes  in  vain. 

The  most  galling  thing  to  Claude  was,  now,  that  he  was  handcuffed  ;  and,  al- 
though he  possessed  the  art  of  compressing  his  hand  sufficiently  to  escape  from 
ordinary  fetters,  he  very  much  feared  that  the  handcuffs  that  were  now  upon  him, 
were  too  tight  for  him  to  get  out  of  so  easily. 

<'  Confound  them,'*  he  said  ;  "  if  they  had  only  leA  my  hands  at  liberty,  I 
might  do  something;  but  what  a  piece  of  desperate  cruelty  it  is  to  shut  up  a  man 
all  night  with  his  hands  locked  together  by  iron  manacles.  What,  now,  if  this 
were  only  a  case  of  suspicion  against  me,  and  I  was  really  innocent  I'* 

It  is  needless  to  tell  the  reader  that  such  positive  cruelty  is  never  practised 
now.  Prison  discipline  is  better  understood  than  it  was  in  those  days,  and  the 
age  15  much  more  humane.  n 

As  Claude  Duval  was  the  most  energetic  in  his  movements  after  he  had'remained 
for  while  in  the  cell,  we  will,  with  the  reader's  permission,  neglect  Jack  and  Dick 
for  a  short  time,  while  we  attend  to  what  our  more  immediate  hero  is  about. 

The  idea  of  remaining  in  the  lock-up  at  Bow  Street,  if  he  could  by  any  pos- 
sibility lea^e,  was  not  one  that  was  likely  at  all  to  take  possession  of  such  a  mind 
as  Claude  Duval's ;  and  from  the  moment  of  his  arrest,  although  he  could^not  be 
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said  to  be  foncocting  some  scheme  of  escape,  yet  he  was  on  the  look  out  for  some 
opportanity  of  laying  the  ground-work  of  such  a  proceeding. 

It  was  quite  evident,  that  during  the  time  that  had  interrened  from  the  arrest, 
and  the  moment  when  the  key  of  the  cell  in  the  lock-up  was  turned  upon  him, 
there  was  no  chance  of  doing  anything  that  could  in  any  way  tend  to  give  him  or 
his  companions  a  chance  of  liberty,  lo  he  had  wisely  forborne  to  make  his 
situation  worse  by  any  weak  and  unarailing  effort,  the  consequences  of  which 
wonld  be  sure  to  rest  upon  their  own  heads. 

When  he  was  now,  however,  alone  in  the  lock-up,  the  affair  assumed  quite  a 
different  aspect,  and  escape  for  himself  and  his  friends  was  the  sole  idea  that 
filled  up  his  imagination. 


CHAPTER  CCLXV. 

THE   FRIENDS    DESPERATELY   ESCAPE   FROM  THE   LOCK-UP   IN    BOW  STREET. 

"  Now  for  the  handcuffs,"  said  Claude,  after  he  had  felt  quite  certain  that  the 
officer  had  left  him  to  himself,  and  that  there  was  no  intention  of  again  visiting 
his  cell. 

It  will  be  remembered,  that  Claude  had  had  his  fears  that  he  might  not  be  able 
to  rid  himself  of  the  encumbrance  of  the  handcuffs  quite  so  easily  as  he  would 
wish  ;  but  as  yet  he  had  not  made  the  effort. 

Now  he  set  about  the  attempt. 

Claude  Duval  was  a  small-boned  man,  although  above  the  middle  height ;  and 
although  there  was  not  a  particle  of  fat  about  him,  he  yet  had  a  roundness  of 
contour,  and  an  appearance  of  plumpness  that  looked  like  fat ;  but  the  out-of- 
doors  life  he  led,  and  the  exercise  he  took,  had  made  him  muscular,  so  that  he 
had  a  chance  of  getting  out  of  the  handcuffs,  which  a  more  angular  and  bony  man 
would  not  have  had  lor  a  moment. 

His  first  effort  was  to  hold  up  his  manacled  hands  above  his  head,  so  as  lo  get 
the  blood  as  much  out  of  them  as  was  possible,  and  then  be  fixed  the  handcuffd 
tightly  between  his  knees,  and  tried  to  get  his  right  hand  out. 

What  an  awful  effort  it  was,  and  how  impossible  it  felt !  So  he  could  not. 
But  he  soon  found,  from  the  slippery  and  damp  condition  of  his  hands,  that  he 
had  broken  the  skin,  and  that  they  were  bleeding  from  cuts  inflicted  by  the  edge 
of  the  manacles. 

♦'  Where  there  is  a  will,"  said  Claude,  quite  calrhly,  *'  there  is  a  way,  and  I 
will  get  out  of  the  darbies  if  they  carry  half  cay  hand  along  with  them  in  the 
process.* 

Determination  such  as  that  was  not  to  be  defeated.  By  one  frightful  squeeie 
he  slipped  his  ri?h^  hand  out  of  the  fetter. 

*'  Ihat  wii!  'io.  '  he  said,  as  he  shook  it  to  try  and  recover  sensation  in  it. 
*•  That  will  d  ;,  though  it  was  a  bit  of  a  twinge. 

It  was  some  time  before  he  could  get  his  right  hand  siifficiently  recovered  to 
enable  him  to  make  any  effort  to  liberate  his  left;  but  when  he  made  that  effort 
he  soon  found  it  was  in  vain. 

Possibly  the  bones  of  his  left  hand,  as  is  the  cast  with  many  persons,  were  a 
little  larger  than  those  of  the  right,  or  his  having  wounded  and  lacerated  the 
right  in  the  way  he  had  done,  had  made  it  impossible  for  him  to  make  such 
another  effort ;  but  certain  it  is,  that  he  was  obliged,  after  a  trial,  to  give  it  up  in 
despair. 

**  Never  mind,**  he  said,  *'  a  bracelet  will  do  me  no  particular  harm  now,  and 
I  dare  say  1  can  twist  off  the  loose  darby  that  hangs  dangling  by  the  wrist  rather 
troublesomely.* 

By  placing  his  foot  upon  the  loose  handcuff,  and  giving  it  a  sudden  jerk  with 
the  left  hand,  he  snapped  it  off,  so  that,  io  reality,  he  was  as  free  from  the  handciffs 
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for  all  practical  purposes,  as  though  he  had  got  his  left  hand  out  as  well  as  hit 
right. 

"That  will  do,"  he  said  ;  **  and  now,  Mr.  Stevens,  with  all  his  cunning,  has 
left  me  a  knife  in  a  part  of  my  clothing  ;  and  if  I  don't  cut  my  way  to  freedom 
w  jh  it,  why  I  can't,  and  there's  an  end  of  it ;  hut,  I  will  try,  for  all  that." 

If'orraer  experience  had  taught  Claude  Duval  the  value  of  such  a  weapon — it 
was  a  knife  upon  one  sido  and  a  saw  upon  the  other,  and  was  exquisitely  got  up 
— so  that  while  he  had  had  time  and  opportunity  to  do  so,  he  had  procured  it»nd 
hidden  it  about  him  in  such  a  way,  that  it  was  next  to  impossible  that  he  should 
he  deprived  of  it. 

The  result  had  shown  that  he  was  right  in  his  calculation,  for  even  Mr.  Stevens 
with  all  his  tact  and  cunning,  had  managed  in  some  way  to  overlook  it. 

It  seemed  but  a  small  weapon,  that  knife,  the  blade  of  which  was  not  above 
eight  inches  long,  with  which  he  was  to  work  his  way  to  freedom ;  but  yet 
smaller  tools  than  that  in  the  hands  of  skilful  cracksmen  hare  worked  a  passage 
out  of  Newgate. 

By  feeling  oil  along  the  edge  of  the  knife  with  his  finger,  Claude  found  that  it 
was  in  good  condition,  and  then  he  placed  himself  close  to  the  door  to  listen 
if  any  of  the  sounds  from  the  upper  part  of  the  lock-up  reached  that  place. 

All  he  heard  was  a  rumbling  noise,  that  seemed  to  come  from  directly  overhead 
and  that  confirmed  him  in  the  idea  that  the  cells  went  under  the  street,  f^r  the 
rumbling  sound  he  did  not  doubt  was  a  carriage  going  alon^  over  the  stones. 

The  idea  did  slightly  occur  to  him  of  trying  to  woik  his  way  out  through  the 
roof  of  the  cell,  but  he  gave  it  up,  as  he  considered  that  it  wouldjbe  next  to  im« 
possible  to  do  so  without  atti acting  the  observation  of  some  one  passing,  and  so 
leading  to  an  immediate  discovery  of  his  intentions. 

"  No,"  he  said,  *'  I  must  go  the  regular  way  out  as  I  came  the  regular  way  in, 
I  suppose  ;  but  the  first  thing  will  be  to  get  out  of  the  cell,  and  to  liberate,  if  pos- 
sible, Jack  and  Dick." 

The  cell  was  paved  with  a  sort  of  red  tiles,  v^ry  thick,  indeed,  but  io  conse- 
quence ol!  lying  there  a  long  while,  the  earth,  from  the  dampness  of  the  spot,  had 
oozed  up  between  them,  and  formed  a  sort  of  coating  over  them,  so  that,  at  first, 
Claude  had  thought  that  he  trod  upon  merely  hardened  earth. 

A  very  slight  examination  was  sufficient  to  prove  to  him  that  such  was  not  the 
case,  and  he  thought  that  very  possibly  the  passage  on  the  outside  of  the  cells 
might  be  paved  in  the  same  way,  although  he  had  had  the  impression  that  it  was 
nothing  but  earth. 

Such  a  state  of  things  did  not  make  much  difference  to  his  plans. 

Throwing  himself  on  the  ground,  he  carefully  felt  the  door  at  its  lower  part 
and  found  that  it  was  about  half  an  inch  from  the  ground,  and  that  a  current  of 
cold,  damp  air  crept  in  under  it. 

"Now  I  shall  set  to  work/'  he  said,  '-'and  we  will  see  what  the  next  hour 
will  do." 

Claude  was  very  careful  in  the  way  in  which  he  used  his  knife,  lor  fear  of 
breaking  it,  for  well  he  knew  that  however  well-tempered  a  piece  of  steel  might 
be,  it  was  impossible  to  say  that  there  might  not  be  some  flaw  in  it  that  would 
make  it  give  way  when  least  expected  to  do  so  ;  and  that  knife  was  to  him  too 
great  a  treasure  for  him  to  use  it  very  recklessly. 

He  got  up,  without  much  difficulty,  one  of  the  tiles  with  which  the  floor  was 
paved.  It  proved  to  be  about  the  thickness  of  an  ordinary  brick,  and,  indeed,  but 
that  it  was  shaped  squarer  than  a  brick,  might  with  propriety  have  been  called 
one. 

After  this,  his  progress  was  eas)  enough,  and  he  placed  the  knife  in  its  hiding 
place  in  his  apparel  and  only  used  his  hands  to  the  work.  The  tiles  gave  way 
without  any  trouble  at  all,  and  he  soon  got  up  a  sufficient  number  of  them  to 
leave  the  spot  of  earth  by  the  door  of  the  cell  quite  free  from  any  such  en- 
cumbrance. 

The  object  of  Claude  was  to  get  under  the  door  J 
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He  well  knew  that  a  small  excavation  would  be   sufficent  far  liim    to  force 
himself  through,  and  he   did  not  for  a  moment  doubt  but  that  he  should  be  able 
to  accomplish  it. 

According,  now,  to  his  expectation,  he  found  that  the  passage  without  the  cell 
was  paved  with  the  same  description  of  tiling  that  the  cell  itse.f  was;  but  the 
difficulty  of  getting  rid  of  any  of  that  which  was  outside  was  very  great. 


THE   TIIHEE   ADVEKTURERS    FOLLOWING   THE  MYSTERIOUS   LIGHT,     LLADIXG    TQ     THE    K    N. 

After  incredible  efforts,  he  did  at  last  SLcceed  in  loosening  one  of  the  tiles,  :  1 
in  dragging  it  into  his  cell.  After  that,  his  progress  was  easier,  and  he  pu'.  e  J 
them  away  right  and  left,  and  in  advance  as  far  as  he  could  reach. 

The  rapidity  with  which  Claude  Duval  worked,  was  now  amazing,  for  he  U-'it 
that  he  was  in  a  very  dangerous  position,  as  no  one  could  come  into  the  pass:t_e 
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now,  without  at  once  seeing  what  was  going  on,  in  which   case  an  instant  defea 
of  all  his  plans  was  to  be  at  once  looked  for. 

That  such  a  discovery  and  such  a  defeat  wouJd  be  made  the  excuse  for  loading 
hina  with  fetters,  from  which  there  would  be  no  escape,  he  well  knew  ;  so  that 
now  he  worked,  indeed,  for  his  life.  Never  did  a  human  being,  with  inefficient 
means  to  do  so,  dig  into  the  earth  with  the  speed  that  Claude  Duval  now 
used  in  the  process,  and  this  process  and  the  result  was  that  he  soon  had  thrown 
out  sufficient  of  the  soil  to  enable  him  to  feel  that  there  was  a  large  cavity  under 
the  door. 

*'  Will  it  do  V  was  the  question. 

After  some  little  consideration,  he  thought  the  best  way  to  creep  through^  was 
with  his  face  downwards,  and,  accordingly,  he  made  the  attempt.  He  got  his  head 
under  the  door  easily  enough,  but  his  shoulders  stuck  fast,  and  after  a  violent 
effort  to  get  through,  he  was  compelled  to  desist  and  set  to  work  again  deepen- 
ing the  excavation.  He  had  it  wide  enough,  for,  in  truth,  it  was  just  about  as 
wide  as  the  door  itself. 

^  It  took  him  another  ten  minutes  now  to  complete  the  job,  and  he  found  the 
broken  handcuff  of  great  assistance  in  helping  him  to  scoop  out  the  mould  from 
the  excavation.  When  he  tried  it  again,  he,  to  his  great  delight,  slipped  through 
easily,  and  although  it  gave  hiui  a  rather  awkward  twist  to  do  it,  he  did  manage 
to  scramble  ri^ht  under  the  door,  and  to  get  into  the  passage. 

**  Trouble  the  second  over,"  said  Claude.  "The first  was  the  handcuffs — the 
second,  the  cell  ;  and  now  I  have  got  plenty  to  do  before  me." 

The  fiist  thing  he  now  did  was  to  run  up  the  stone  staircase,  and  listen  in- 
tently at  the  door  at  the  top  of  it.  When  there,  he  heard  the  murmur  of  voices, 
which  he  felt  convinced  came  from  the  hall,  and  no  doubt  were  the  individual 
property  of  Mr.  Stevens  and  Mr.  Bolt,  as  they  sat  by  the  fire  in  that  part  of  the 
lock-up. 

What  they  were  saying,  he  could  not  catch  sufficientlv  distinct  to  understand, 
as  the  sound  had  to  come  right  through  the  side  room ;  but  he  was  so  far  satisfied 
that  they  were  quiet. 

*i  They  are  discussing  that  bottle  of  wine,  no  doubt,"  thought  Claude,  "  that 
Stevens  was  so  liberal  in  procuring  to  treat  Bolt  with.  I  would  give  them 
fifty  bottles  of  the  very  choicest,  if  they  would  only  be  quiet  for  another  hour 
or  so." 

Claude  now  trod  lightly  down  the  stone  steps  again,  and  finding  his  way  to  the 
first  of  the  cell  doors  on  the  opposite  side  to  that  upon  which  was  his  own  from 
which  he  had  recently  escaped,  he  tapped  at  it  with  his  knuckles  pretty  sharply 
twice. 

There  was  no  answer  to  the  summons. 

**  They  are  neither  of  them  in  that  one,  I  suppose,"  said  Claude  ;  so  he  felt 
his  wav  to  the  next  door,  and  tapped  at  it, 

*'  Who's  that  ?"  said  Dick's  voice. 

"  Hush!"  said  Claude,  placing  his  lips  to  the  key-hole.  /'Hush  !  It  is  I— 
Claude  Duval.     Don't  you  know  my  voice,  Dick  T* 

•'  God  bless  me,  yes;  I  do,  now.    But  how,  in  the  name  of  all  that  is  odd,  have 
you  got  out  of  }  our  cell  ?     I  have  been  working  away  at  the  hinges  of_my  door 
all  this  time,  and  have  only  got  one  of  them  off  now." 
^  «' Which  one,  Dick  r        .^.,^.. 

"The  lower  one,"  /  '/'' 

"  Wait  a  minute,  then,  and  I  can  give  you  a  helping  hand  .  There  are  iron  bars 
across  the  doors,  and  if  I  can  only  get  one  of  them  loose,  it  will  make  a  first  rate 
jemmy,  I  rather  think.** 

•'But  how,  in  the  name  of  all  that's  wonderful,  are  you  out  and  about,  Claude  ? 
That  puzzles  me." 

•'  Never  mind  abaut  that  just  now.      We  shall  have  lots  of  time  to  talk  at 
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that  when  we  are  all  three  in  some  quiet  spot  in  the  far-oflP  country,  and  enjoying 
a  laugh  over  our  night  i»4he  lock-up." 

"  Do  you  really  think  so  ?" 

"Think  what?" 

"  That  we  shall  soon  be  in  the  country  again,  and  enjoying  a  laugh  V* 

"  To  be  sure.     But  be  quiet.     Pm  trying  for  the  bar." 

To  his  great  satisfaction,  Claude  found  that  the  bars  were  only  screwed  in  the 
floor  by  an  iron  pin  hung  by  a  bit  of  chain  about  six  inches  long  to  the  wall, 
so  that  by  taking  the  pin  out,  the  bar  could  be  at  once  lifted  from  its  place  with 
the  greatest  possible  ease. 

With  that  iron  bar,  which  was  about  five  feet  in  leoe;th,  in  his  hand,  Claude 
felt  that  he  was  rather  a  match  for  Mr.  Stevens,  and  Mr.  Bolt  likewise,  and  all 
their  myrmidons;  but  the  first  object  was  to  release  Dick.  He  did  not  choose 
Dick  as  the  first  to  release  ;  but  as  he  had  come  to  his  cell,  by  accident,  first,  he 
felt  bound  to  make  Jack  wait  his  tin  e, 

Claude  found  that  he  could  just  insinuate  the  end  of  the  iron  bar  under  the  door 
of  Dick's  cell,  and  when  he  did  so,  he  heard  something,  either  about  the  lock  or' 
the  hinges,  given  such  a  crack,  that  it  was  quite  evidently  broken. 

Another  moment  and  the  door  gave  way  by  the  hinge  that  was  left,  and  Dick 
was  as  free  as  an  escape  from  his  cell  went,  at  ail  events. 


CHAPTER  CCLX^^I.       "' 

THE    THREE    HIGHWAYMEN    EFFECTUALLY    ESCAPE    FROM    THE    LOCK-UP,    ^ 

DiCK  had  Still  his  handcuffs  on  him  ;  but  Claude  now  had  his  knife  with  the 
saw  at  the  back  ef  it,  by  which  he  could  help  him. 

Claude  shook  hands  with  his  friend  as  well  as  he  could  in  the  dark,  and  then 
he  said— - 

*'  Let  us  make  an  effort  to  get  you  free  from  the  darbies,  Dick,  for  while  they 
are  upon  your  wrists,  you  are  still  a  prisoner." 

"  No,  Claude — no. 

"  No  ?     What  do  you  mean  by  that  ?" 

"Just  that  I  would  prefer  you  should  go  and  rescue  pocr  Jack  before  anything 
else  is  thought  of.  He  must  suffer  more  than  either  you  or  I,  for  we  both 
know  that,  poor  fellow,  after  what  he  has  gone  through,  he  is  not  the  man  he 
was." 

"  True — most  true — I  will  not  delay  a  moment." 

•'Why  did  you  not  leave  me  alone,  Claude,  for  a  little  while,  and  go  to  his 
ce  I  at  once?" 

"Just  because  I  fiid  not  know  at  all  which  was  yours  and  which  was  his,  and 
thatyours  was  the  first  that  by  mere  chance  I  came  to." 

Claude  now  felt  his  way  to  another  of  the  doors,  and  tapped  at  it  as  he  had 
done  at  that  of  Dick's  cell,  but  no  answer  was  returned  ;  and  so  he  went  to 
another  and  to  another,  and  it  was  the  fourth  before,  in  a  weak  voice.  Jack 
replied  from  within,  saying — • 

"  Who  knocks?— who  knocks?'* 

"  I,  Jack,"  said  Claude.     '*  Dick  and  I  have  come  to  rescue  you." 

''Ob,  no — no!  Do  not  mock  me.  It  is  cruel  to  do  so.  We  are  all  lost ! 
We  shall  all  die  !  The  time  has  come.  Do  not  mock  me,  Claude  Duval,  by 
any  delusive  hopes." 

Claude  did  not  want  to  argue  the  matter  with  Jack,  for  he  knew  that  it  would 
be  quite  useless — indeed,  useless  as  it  was  dangerous,  for  time  was  of  the  greatest 
ol^ect  to  them  that  could  possibly  be.     Turning  to  Dick,  he  said— « 

.     ...         >  »    ii»ii .     I  .      II         III,  .     II     I  — B»^     '■  i^;.    u  '  ■  I  ■■■■ 
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"  We  must  try  what  we  can  do  with  the  door  of  Jack's  cell  by  the  aid  of  the 
iroa  bar.     Take  this  one,  Dick.     Have  you  got  itP" 

<'Yes — yes.     But  you '' 

♦'  i  know  how  to  get  another.  But  you  can't  work  with  your  handcuffs  on,  I 
am  certain." 

"  Yes,  but  I  can,  though.  That's  quite  a  mistake  of  yoi^rs.  Master  Claude.  I 
can  place  both  hands  on  a  crow-bar  and  give  a  lift  with  it  quite  as  well  with  a 
pair  of  handcuffs  on  as  without  them." 

"  Push  it  under  this  door,  then,  as  well  as  you  can.  You  will  feel  that  there 
is  a  sort  of  crevice  there,  if  you  take  the  trouble  so  to  do,  and  let  us  try  what  iron 
will  do  against  wood  and  iron  by  a  heave  upwards,  both  at  the  same  moment  of 
time.* 

*' You  give  the  word  then,  Claude." 

"  I  viill.     Are  you  ready  ?" 

•*  In  a  moment.  Not  quite  yet.  Wait  a  .bit— Now  for  it — I  am  all  right. 
The  end  of  the  bar  is  a  couple  of  inches  under  the  door." 

"  Heave  :"  said  Claude. 

In  a  moment,  crash  1  went  the  look  of  the  door. 

*'  Heave  again  1" 

Crackle,  went  some  of  the  wood-work. 

'•  Oh,  what  is  all  that?"  said  Jack.  "  What  is  taking  place,  now  ? — Speak  to 
me,  somebody,  do.     What  is  it  all  about?     Am  I  dreaming?" 

*' Jack,  be  calm,"  said  Claude,  "All  is  right,  old  frieud.  Don't  you  know 
my  voice  ?  It  is  I,  Claude  D.ival.  Why,  you  have  been  to  sleep  and  don't 
know  where  you  are." 

Claude  had  thrown  down  his  iron  bar,  and  with  all  his  strength  was  tr\ing  to 
drive  the  door  inwards.  In  another  moment  in  it  went  with  a  sudden  crash,  and 
Claude  was  very  nearly  precipitated  into  the  cell  along  with  it. 

Dick  was  much  afraid  that  the  noise  that  had  been  made  would  have  the  effect 
of  warning  the  officers  above  of  something  unusual  going  on  in  the  cells,  and 
he  mentioned  his  dread  to  Claude. 

'*  Speak  to  Jack,"  said  Claude,  "  and  I  will  go  up  the  steps  and  listen."  ^ 

Claude  thereupon  bounded  up  the  stone  steps,  and  stood  for  some  few  moments 
with  his  ears  placed  against  the  door  at  the  top  of  them  ;  but  all  was  still,  and  he 
felt  quite  satisfied  that  their  efforts  to  escape  in  that  underground  place  had  not 
made  noise  enough  to  reach  the  ears  of  the  olficers  above.  He  went  back,  and 
heard  Dick  remonstratiug  with  Jack.  '* 

"What's  the  matter  with  him,  now?"  said  Claude.  "  Oh,  Jack,  I  am  quite 
astonished  at  you.     What  do  you  mean  by  all  this  ?" 

"I  don't  know  what  he  means,"  said  Dick;  "but  he  won't  know  me 
at  all.'* 

"Light  1"  said  Claude.  *'  Oh  !  would  that  we  had  a  light.  It  is  the  utter  dark', 
ness  that  confounds  him  in  this  place." 

"That  is  Claude's  voice,"  said  Jack. 

«*To  be  sure  it  is,"  said  Claude,  kindly.  •'  I  was  quite  sure  you  would  know 
that,  Jack.  Recollect  yourself.  We  are  trying  to  escape  from  the  lock-up  in 
Bow-street.     Don't  you  remember,  old  friend  r" 

"  Oh,  yes — yes.  Pardon  me,  both  of  you,  I  know  now.  But  the  truth  is,  I 
I  had  fallen  into  a  sort  of  sluaibcr  that  had  thoroughly  confused  me,  and  a  noise 
that  I  heard  completed  the  matter." 

"  That  noise  was  made  by  our  breaking  open  the  door  of  your  cell.  Jack  ;  so 
it  ought  to  have  been  a  welcome  enough  one  to  you.  All  we  want  now  is  a 
light." 

"  Then  I  can  accommodate  you,"  said  Jack  ;  "  for  I  have  the  means  of  getting 
a  light  hidden  about  me  so  well,  that  they  did  not  fiad  them  out  when  they 
searched  me.     Wait  a  moment." 

Both  Claude  and  Dick  were  very  glad  to  hear  Jack  now  speaking  so  ration- 
ally as  he  did,  for  they  had  "been  really  apprehensive,  from  his  strange  mode  of 
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taJking  on!y  a  few  moments  before,  that  the  peril  he  was  in  had  had  the  effect  of 
depriving  him  of  his  reason,  Now,  however,  ;hey  no  longer  entertained  such  an 
idea,  for  the  tone  of  voice  in  which  Lie  had  last  spoken  had  been  quite  sufficient  to 
dissipate  it. 

In  the  course  of  about  half  a  minute  a  faint  light  illumined  the  csll ;  and  then 
Jack,  as  he  held  up  an  ignited  phosphorus  match,  said— 

"  Here  it  is  ;  but  I  have  no  candle  or  wax  taper,  so  we  can  only  see  while  the 
match  lasts." 

A  couple  of  large  rats  made  a  bolt  out  of  the  cell  at  this  moment,  and  passing 
Claude  and  Dick,  went  scampering  down  the  passage,  and  were  out  of  sight  in  a 
moment. 

"  A  lively  place  this,"  said  Dick. 

"Very,"  said  Claude  ;  and  then,  as  he  spoke,  out  vent  the  match,  and  all 
was  profound  darkness  again. 

"Confound  it!"  said  Dick;  *' what  a  treat  the  commonest  penny-dip  candle 
that  ever  was  made  would  be  to  us  now  1" 

"  It  would,  indeed,  Dick,"  said  Claude  ;  "  and  I  would  gladly  promise  a 
guinea  for  it,  or  a  couple,  for  the  matter  of  that.  But  light  up  another  match, 
Jack,  if  you  can." 

"Oh,  yes.     But  I  have  only  got  six." 

"Well,  nevermind;  let  us  have  another,  so  that  I  may  see  where  to  begin 
with  a  file  I  hare  here  at  Dick's  handcufts.  1  will  suo.i  have  his  off,  and  then  I 
will  begin  upon  yours.  Jack." 

"Never  mind  about  getting  them  off,  Claude.  Separate  them,  and  that  will 
be  quite  sufficient,  I  assure  you.  The  rings  on  my  wrists  are  no  harm  so  long  as 
I  have  the  use  of  my  hands." 

"  I  understand." 

Jack  ignited  another  of  the  little  matches  and  held  it  until  it  burnt  right  down 
to  his  fingers  ;  but  by  that  time  Dick  had  twisted  up  the  lining  of  his  hat  closely, 
and  lit  it  by  the  match,  so  that  it  made  a  temporary  torch,  although  it  did  not 
burn  over  well.  . 

Claude,  by  the   light  of  it,  however,  was  able  to   work  away  at  the  handcuffs  '. 
much  better  than  as  if  he  had  been  in  the  dark,  and  the  fine  saw,  with  its  ex- 
quisitely sharp  teeth,  S30U  bit  through  the  iron,  and  so  far  as   having  his  wrists 
separated,  and  his  hind 5  at  liberty,  Dick  was  comparatively  free. 

"  Now,  Jack,  for  you,"  said  Claude. 

Three  minutes  more  sufficed  to  release  Jack  from  his  fetters,  and  then  they  felt 
as  if  they  were  something  more  than  half  way  to  freedom,  indeed.  All  Jack's 
matches,  however,  but  two,  he  hal  exhausted,  and  those  Claude  advised  him  to 
keep  for  the  present  in  case  of  any  emergency.  They  then  each  amed 
himself  with  one  of  the  bars  that  went  at  the  backs  of  th^  cell  doors,  and,  Claude 
going  first,  they  slowly  ascended  to  the  strong  door  at  the  head  of  the  flight  of 
little  stone  steps. 

If  they  could  but  get  that  door  open,  it  was  but  a  fight  with  the  officers,  even 
if  they  encoamered  them,  and  then  liberty  might  be  theirs;  but  that  door  was 
likely  enough  to  present  many  obstacles,  for  not  only  was  it  of  very  great 
strength,  but  it  wns  so  close  at  hand  to  the  hal),  that  t^hey  dared  not  set  to  work 
wi'h  the  expedition  they  would  have  liked,  for  fear  of  being  overheard  by  the 
officers. 

"Careful  we  must  be,  now,"  whispered  Claude,  "and  I  think  we  must  hav  « 
one  of  the  two  of  Jack's  matches  to  make  a  survey  of  the  door  with." 

"  Here  it  is,"  said  Jack. 

Whiz !  went  the  match,  and  Jack  handed  it  to  Claude,  who  passed  it  steadily 
up  and  down  the  door,  until  it  went  fairly  out ;  but  it  had  kept  alight  long  enough 
for  him  to  see  that  the  only  way  for  him  to  wcrk  at  the  door  was  to  cut  out  either 
tue  lock  or  the  hiui^es,  and  either  would  be  a  work  of  some  time  and  difficulty 
with  the  little  saw  that  he  only  had  to  do  it  with. 

"You  had  better  both  of  you  sit  down  on  the  steps,"  he  said,  "  and  make  up 
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your  minda  for  a  waiting  job,  now ;  for  there  is  no  resource  but  to  cut  away 
round  the  lock,  and  to  have  patience  about  it." 

"  Stop,"  said  Jack. 

*'  AVhat  is  it,  Jack  >• 

*'  You  can  do  better  than  cut  away  at  the  lock,** 

"Can  I?" 

"Yes  ;  I  can  just  get  my  hand  under  the  door,  and  surely  your  saw  will  go 
edgeways  under,  if  that  is  tie  case.  Can  y^u  not  cut  out  a  square  large  enough 
for  us  to  creep  through?" 

"  That  will  do,  Jack.     T  can." 

Claude  saw  at  once  the  facilities  of  escape  that  this  mode  of  operation  sug- 
gested by  Jack  presented.  The  door  was  likewise  to  be  attacked  at  a  part  of  it 
ibat  was  not  fortified  by  any  extraordinary  means,  so  that,  in  all  likelihood,  it 
would  not  oiferany  very  great  obstruction  to  the  saw.  He  at  once  knelt  upon 
the  stairs  and  began  operations. 

In  the  first  place,  Claude  found  that  the  space  between  the  bottom  of  the  door 
and  the  top  stair  would  just  admit  the  saw  edgeways,  so  that  he  could  commence 
to  work  at  once  ;  and  although  it  was  rather  an  awkward  thing  sawing  upwards, 
it  was  to  be  done,  by  a  little  perseverance,  and  that  was  a  quality  not  wanting  in 
Duval. 

With  a  noiseless,  but  amazingly  rapid  motion,  the  fine-tempered  saw  cut 
through  the  wood-work  and  the  sheets  of  ifon  which  v/ere  used  upon  the  door, 
and  by  feeling  his  way,  Claude  easily  avoided  any  of  the  large  nails  by  which  it 
was  clamped. 

*'  How  are  you  getting  on?"  said  Dick. 

*'  Capitally  !  If  we  go  on  at  this  ra*e,  the  opening  in  the  door  will  be  made  in 
ten  minutes  ;  but  speak  low,  whatever  you  do." 

"Iwll— I  will" 

"  Better  not  speak  at  all,"  said  Jack. 

They  seemed  to  think  this  the  wisest  advice,  for  none  of  them  exchanged  a 
svllable  now,  while  Claude  worked  away  with  the  saw,  which  only  made  a  dull, 
grating  sort  of  sound,  which  could  not  extend  very  far,  and  which,  if  it  did,  would 
most  likely  be  mistaken  for  something  in  the  stieet.  If  the  officers  went  on 
gossiping,  however,  which  it  was  very  likely  they  would,  it  v,-as  not  at  all  probable 
that  they  would  hear  it  at  all. 

Claude  Duval  was  well  aware  through  how  small  an  apparent  space  the  body 
of  a  man  will  pass,  so  he  did  not  give  himself  more  labour  than  he  thought  suffi- 
cient in  the  matter,  but^oon  turned  the  saw  to  the  horizontal,  which  was  much 
easier  in  working. 

"  Do  you  want  a  light  ?"  said  Jack,  in  a  low  whisper. 

i<  No — no.  When  I  get  the  piece  quite  out  will  do.  Then  it  will  be  as  well  for 
us  to  see  our  way  in  the  matter;  but  not  yet,  Jack." 

Another  five  minutes,  and  Claude  had  turned  the  corner,  and  was  sawing  the 
(k)or  downwards  rapidly.  A  flash  of  light  suddenly  shot  under  the  door,  and  he 
stopped  sawing. 

Some  one  was  in  the  room  to  which  the  door  communicated, 

"  Lost !"  thought  Claude,  but  he  did  not  say  a  word. 

His  idea  was,  that  the  officers  were  going  to  see  if  all  was  right  jn  the  cells, 
and  if  that  was  the  case,  there  was  nothing  for  it  but  a  hand  to  hand  fight  for 
liberty  and  life. 

"  Have  you  found  it  ?"  said  a  voice  from  the  hall. 

"  No,"  said  the  man  who  was  in  the  room  with  a  light,  and  who  had  evidcatly 
come  thereupon  some  message  for  Mr.  Bolt,  as  his  was  the  voice  that  propounded 
the  question  from  the  hall. 

"Look in  the  corner  cupboard,  then," 

*'  Oh,  here  it  is.     All  right,  sir." 

They  hea^d  soinethin§  rattle  li^e  glass^  ai^d  then  Bolt  crpd  put  again  Ju  ^p^i-y 
tonss— • 
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♦'  What  are  you  about  there — are  you  drinking  it  ?'* 

"Oh,  no,  sir  ;  I'm  coming." 

"Just  try  the  door  leading  to  the  stairs,"  said  Stevens,  "  before  you  come  away. 
It's  as  well  to  be  qui^e  sure  everything  is  all  right;  and  give  it  a  good  shake, 
Smith." 

"I  will,  sir." 

Smith,  the  officer,  who  had  been  sent  to  fetch  a  bottle  containing  some  rather 
ardent  compound  from  the  room,  now  approached  the  iloor  at  which  Claude 
Duval  hadjbecn  so  industriously  at  work,  and  laying  hold  of  the  lock  of  it,  he  gave 
it  a  good  shake,  which  satisfied  him  that  it  was  all  right  and  secure.  He  never 
thought  of  casting  his  eyes  downwards.  If  he  had,  he  must  have  seen  the  effect 
that  the  saw  had  produced. 

"  All  right,  air,"  he  said, 

"  Then  come  on,  at  once,"  said  Bolt. 
^  The  man  left  the  room,  and  slammed  the  door  of  it  shut  behind  him. 

*' A  narrow  escape,  that,"  said  Claude.     **  Quite  a  squeak  I  call  it." 

"  It  was,  indeed,"  said  Dick.  "  I  thought  it  would  have  been  a  case  of  '  war  to 
the  iron  bars,'  at  the  very  least,  I  was  resolved  to  sell  my  life  dearly,  if  it  was  to 
go  at  all." 

"  No — no,  Di^k,"  said  Jack  ;  *'  don't  talk  of  selling  your  life  at  all.  Let  us 
hope  that  that  is  a  contingency  not  at  all  likely  to  come  to  pass ;  and  as  the  danger 
has  gone  by  now,  we  will  not  speculate  upon  what  might  have  been  its 
results."  

*'  Very  good,  Jack — I  say  no  more.     Are  you  hard  at  work,  Claude  ?"   -^^^.S- 

'*  Indeed  I  am." 
f,  **  But  I  do  not  hear  the  saw.* 

"  No,  I^m  working  with  such  long  sweeps  that  it  makes  no  noise.  Now  do 
you  hear  it  ?" 

♦'  Yea,  yes.'» 

'<  Very  good,  then  you  will  hear  it  no  more,  for,  if  1  do  not  very  much  mistake, 
1  have  got  so  near  to  the  end  of  my  job,  that  the  slightest  force  will  break  out  the 
piece  of  wood." 

**  That's  capital.    Do  it,  Claude,  do  it." 

"  There  it  goes.'* 

Claude  just  tapped  with  the  toe  of  his  boot  at  the  piece  of  the  door  that  he 
had  cut  all  rounds  and  out  it  vf^nt  into  the  room  beyond,  leaving  a  elear  opening 
of  about  fifteen  inches  square,  through  which,  without  a  doubt,  they  could  each 
of  them  creep." 

*'It  is  done,"  he  said.  | 

**  Then  we  will  follow  you,"  said  Dick, 

"  Very  good.  This  is  not  a  time  to  squabble  about  precedence,  so  here 
goes.     What  a  treat  it  will  be  if  it  should  turn  out  too  small,  after  all,  for  us." 

"  It  would  be  such  a  treat,"  said  Dick,  "  as  I  would  not  have  for  the  beat  hun- 
dred pounds  that  ever  I  saw  in  all  my  life." 

"  Nor  I  for  double  the  amount,"  said  Jack.    "Put  us  out  of  our   suspense,  ' 
Claude,  by  trying  it  at  once." 

"  Here  goes,"  said  Claude,  and  in  a  moment  he  popped  through  the  orifice  in 
the  door  with  the  agility  of  a  Harlequin. 

"Ah,"  said  Jack,  <'he  was  but  jokingr  with  us,  for  it  is  quite  evident  that  he 
knew  he  could  get  through  with  ease.     Follow  him,  Dick." 

*'  As  you  please,  Jack." 

Dick  was  a  trifle  stouter  than  Claude,  o  u  he  did  get  through  the  hole  in  the 
door,  although  it  cost  hiai  a  slight  squeczi  to  do  so,  and  he  had  ht»d  his  doubts 
about  it  before  he  tried  it. 

Jack  followed  immediately,  and  they  were  all  three  iu  the  outer  room.  The 
utmost  caution  was  now  requisite  in  their  pioceediugs  lest  they  should   be  vcr 

heard  by  the  officers  ia  the  vestibule  or  hall,  for  although  the  ^door.^  of  ^the   room 
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that  opened  into  that  portion  of  the  lock-up  was  closed,  yet  sounds  had  not  far  to 
travel. 

They  could  hear  the  officers  conversing,  and  by  the  same  ruie,  the  officers 
might  hear  them,  if  they  raised  their  voices  above  the  merest  whimper  in  ad- 
dressing any  remarks  to  each  ether. 

Tbeir  success,  so  far,  vas sufficiently  wor.d-rfulto  induce  them  to  entertain  the 
most  sanguine  hopes  of  vs  being  followed  np',by  still  greater  success.  They  were 
intensely  silent,  bow-ever,  for  a  few  minutes,  for  they  were  exceedingly  anxious  to 
ascertain,  if  possible,  -^"ho  was  in  the  hijlj. 


CHAPTER  CCLXVII. 

THE    ADVENTURERS    MEET    WITH    A     FRIEND    THAT    THEY    DID    NOT    EXPECT. 

It  could  not  be  said  that  either  Claude  Duval  or  his  friends  had  formed  any 
distinct  plan  of  proceeding  after  they  should  reach  the  room  they  were  now  in. 
The  fact  was,  there  had  been  so  many  doubts  about  the  reachinsr  of  it  at  all,  that 
they  had  neither  of  them  liked  to  ask  each  other  what  they  should  do  if  they  did  so 
far  succeed. 

Now,  however,  the  question  became  one  of  the  most  serious  importance,  and 
Dick,  ill  a  low  voice,  said — 

"  Now  that,  thanks  to  Jack's  sngoestion  about  cutting  a  piece  out  of  the 
bottora  of  the  door,  we  have  |^ot  so  far,  v.hat  are  we  to  do?  1  would  fain  leave 
it  all  to  vou,  now,  Claude,  to  decide  upon  what  course  of  action  you  may  think 
the  best." 

"The  obviou'3  one,'  said  C'aude,  '*  i:^  to  sally  out,  and  fight  our  way  ;  but 
that  would  certainly  lead  to  uiurder,  and  that  is  what  I,  and  what  I  suppose 
both  of  you  likewise  wish  to  avoid." 

"  Oh,  yes,  yes,"  paid  both  Jack  and  Dick. 

"  Very  good  ;  then,  it  is  quite  clear  that  we  must  not  sally  out  in  the  wa  I 
mentioi,  if  such  is  our  feeling  upon  the  subject,  but  we  must  try  to  get  tnto  the 
street  in  another  way." 

"By  the  front  windows';"  said  Dick. 

''  1  hope  so." 

'■  Impossible,"  said  Jack  ;  "  they  are  all  bound  with  iron.  I  noticed  as  much  as 
I  came  in  the  coach  to  thisp^ac3." 

"And  so  did  I,'  said  Claude,  "  but  the  bar?  must  be  terribly  old  by  this  tio.e, 
and  their  hold  upon  the  wood-work  must  bo  slight  indeed.  1  should  say  they  cannot 
resist  u?." 

*'  Maybe  so  ;    but  how  are  we  to  get  into  the  room  above?" 

"  There  is  no  way  but  one,  and  that  is  through  the  roof.  Confound  the  man 
who  built  this  place,  wiio  did  not  put  a  staircase  in  the  wall  of  this  apartment 
eading  to  the  one  above.'* 

'•That  would  have  been  almo-t  too  handy,"  said  Dick  ;  "but  if  we  are  to  com- 
rcence  operations  on  the  roof,  the  sooner  we  do  so  the  better  ;  and  here  goes  fdr  a 
beainning  of  it." 

There  was  a  large  and  very  heavy  table  in  the  middle  of  the  room,  and  as  ha 
ppoke,  Dick  got  upon  it,  but  so  lightly  and  with  such  agility,  that  he  did  not 
sliake  it  in  the  least. 

"  Shall  I  begin  the  work  :"  he  said,  as  he  found  that  he  could  easily  touch  the 
ceiling  with  both  his  hands. 

"  Do  so,"  whispered  Claude,  "  but  be  cautious,  Dick,  whatever  you  do,  and 
recollect  the  proximity  of  the  officers.  The  only  plan  will  be  to  take  down  the 
plaster  of  the  ceiling  bit  by  bit  with  your  hands,  after  once  making  a  beginning, 
and  letting  Jack  and  me  take  the  pieces  of  you.  If  any  should  fall,  we  are  found 
out,  and  there  is  then  no  chance  but  in  a  fight  for  it." 


GENTLEMAN  JACK;  OR,  LIFE  ON  THE  ROAD.        1121       ( 

"  I  know ;  but  spread  your  coats  upon  the  table,  so  that  if  any  should  get  loose 
and  fall,  it  may  make  less  noise." 

AH  this  was,  it  will  be  remembered,  in  the  dark,  with  the  exception  of  a  little 
glimmering  ^ash  of  light  that  came  under  the  door,  so  that  the  situation  of  the 
thiee  highwaymen  was  to  the  greatest  degree  full  of  danger,  and  no  men  but  such 
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as  they  could  possibly  have  preserved  their  calmness  and  se!f-po:3e^8ion  under 
such  trying  circumstances. 

Both  Jack  and  Claude  spread  their  coats  close  to  wheie  Dic'c  was  stfindiDg; 
upon  the  table,  and  then  he  set  to  work,  and  the  plaster  of  h)  roof  began  to  rattle 
down  rather  quickly. 

'' Cautious '—cautious,  Dick! '  said  Claude. 
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*'  Yes.    Here's  a  great  piece.    Take  it.     Have  you  got  it ?'  I 

«« 1  have— I  have."  I 

«*  That  will  do.    Here's  another."  ' 

By  aint  of  feeling  about  carefully,  Claude  continued  to  take  the  pieces  ef  the 
ceiling  from  Dick,  who  got  them  ofiF  with  great  rapidity,  and  Jack,  finding  that  he 
WAS  not  wanted  there,  went  to  the  door  and  kept  his  ear  close  to  it,  to  listen  if  the 
<y£cers  should  make  any  suspicious  movement  in  the  hall.  From  his  voice  it  ; 
would  appear  that  Bolt  was  telling  some  long  story  to  Stevens,  and  that  he  bad 
taken  quite  enough  of  the  wine  to  make  his  utterance  rather  thiek ;  and  by  the 
tone  in  which  Stevens  replied  to  him,  it  was  quite  evident  that  he  was  dying  with 
sleep,  and  with  the  greatest  difficulty  struggling  against  the  disposition  to  drop  off 
into  a  sound  slumber.  I 

The  fact  was,  that  Stevens  had  been  up  two  nights  before  that  one,  and  it  was  1 
hardly  in  human  nature  that  he  should  be  able  to  keep  up  much  longer.  Yet  ; 
Stevens  was  so  particularly  anxious  that  the  three  prisoners  should  not  escape  him,  ^ 
that  he  made  the  most  strenuous  efforts  to  preserve  himself  ft  cm  dropping  off  . 

to  sleep.  .         1      ,  '  '■ 

*'  Speak  louder,  Bolt,"  he  said  ;  "  you  go  on  m  such  a  drawling  kind  of  way,  that  : 

it  is  enough  to  set  any  cne  off  to  sleep.    Speak  louder,  and  give  me  a  nudge  with  , 

your  elbow  if  yon  see  me  going.'* 

*a  will."  1 

-   ''  That's  a  good  fellow  ;  now  go  on  with  that  story  of  yours.    What's  that  ?—  : 

o>i,  what's  that  ?"  . 

"•  Only  me  giving  you  a  nudge,"  said  Bolt.  *'  You  was  closing  up  yo«f  eyes,  j 
and  going  to  sleep  like  a  blessed  babby."  , 

«'  Oh,  was  I  ?    Well,  I  shan't  do  so  any  more.    I  am  quite  wide  awalie  now, 
Mr.  Bolt,  as  you  see.     Go  on."  ! 

"  Very  good.  Then,  as  I  was  saying  to  you,  Mr.  Stevens,  before  I  got  this  situa- 
tion of  keeper  te  the  lock-up,  you  see,  I  was,  of  course,  like  yourself,  a  runner, 
and  ma»y  an  odd  adventure  happened  to  me  in  the  course  of  my  professional 
experience,  I  can  tell  you.  Sometimes  things  went  all  right,  as  they  ought  to  do, 
and  1  nabbed  my  man  ;  and  sometimes  things  went  all  wrong,  and  I  did't  nab  my 
man  ;  and  sometimes  I  caught  a  tartar." 
«  Murder  1 "  cried  Stevens. 
«*  Lor,  Mr.  Stevens,  what  is  the  matter  ?" 

«*  Something  gave  me  such  a  pinch  on  the  calf  of  the  leg,  I'm  sure.    What 
could  it  have  been  ?" 

«'Why,    me  with  the  fire-tcngs,  to   be  sure;  and  I  daresay,  now,  they  are  a 
Httle  hot.  But  if  you  want  lo  be  kept  awake,  you  must  really  put  up  with  these 
little  things,  you  know,  Mr.  Stevens." 
"What,  was  I  geing  off  again  ?" 

«*  Indeed,  you  were ;  and  my  private  opinion  is,  that  if  I  were  not  here,  you 
would  tumble  right  into  the  fire,  that  you  would ;  and  then  there  would  be 
an  end  of  you.     Come — come,  Mr.  Stevens,  rouse  yourself  up  a  little,  and  don't 
give  way  to— what  do  you  call  it  ? — Murphy,  is  it?" 
<4  No — no.  Morpheus." 

**0h    ah,  I  kdew  it  was  something  very  like  Murphy,  but  I  didn't  feel  qui  e 
sure  about  it,  that's  all." 

Jack,  from  his  position  close  to  the  door  of  the  room,  had  heard  all  this  qu.t^ 
plainly,  and  he  wa?  highly  delighted  to  find  that  Stevens  was  so  sleepy,  and  that 
Bolt  was,  in  reali*^y,  half  drunk,  which  was  a  fact  that  could  very  easily  be 
deduced  from  th^  tone  in  which  he  spoke.  Of  course,  the  confederates  had  not 
been  at  all  idle  during  that  time ;  but  Dick  had  managed  to  get  a  great  quantity 
of  the  plaster  of  the  roof  down,  and  had  reached  the  floor  boards  above,  after 
cutting  away  the  laths  that  impeded  bis  progress. 

The  removal  of  a  floor  board  or  two  would  be  the  worst  job  of  all ;  for  however 
easy  such  a  process  would  have  been  if  they  had  happened  to  be  above  the  floor 
to  do  it,  yet  it  was  by  no  means  to  be  done  with  facility  below. 
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If  they  had  not  had  the  little  cutting  saw  that  Claude  possessed,  it  would  have 
been  now  quite  impossible  for  them  to  have  proceeded  any  further  that  way 
towards  escape.  By  its  aid,  however,  Dick,  who  was  a  pretty  good  workman^ 
contrived  to  get  a  part  of  |the  floor-boarding  cut  away,  and  then  he  made  a  grand 
effort  to  push  one  of  the  planks  upwards.  With  a  grating  snund  the  nails  gave 
way,  and  the  plank  was  loosened,  if  not  removed.  

"  Hush— huah!"  said  Claude.  ""^ 

*'  I  can't  help  a  little  ooise,  now,"  said  Dick.  "  It's  the  rusty  r  ailsjin  the 
"wood.     It  will  soon  be  done,  now," 

By  a  vigorous  wrench,  now,  Dick  got  the  plank  quite  out  of  its  place,  and 
brought  down  upon  his  head  a  great  quantity  of  dust  at  the  same  tiose;  but  that 
was  a  minor  event,  and  he  immediately  commenced  operations  upon  the  next 
board,  which,  when  he  should  succeed  in  getting  it  up,  would,  no  doubt,  leave 
space  enough  for  him  and  his  companions  to  creep  through. 

The  space  between  the  joists  was  just  about  sufficient  for  them  to  pass  throughj> 
but  the  width  of  a  floor-board  would  not  do  exactly. 

**  We  shall  be  all  right  in  a  few  minutes,  now,"  whispered  Dick.  "  The 
other  one  is  coming  quickly." 

At  this  moment  Jack  felt  the  greatest  alarm  for  the  safety  of  them  all,  for 
after  repeated  efforts  to  keep  Stevens  awake,  Bolt  had  begun  to  give  it  up  in 
despair ;  and  after  giving  him  a  right  good  shake,  he  said— 

**Mr.  Stevens,  do  you  think  that  a  drop  of  anything  else  will  keep  you  awake, 
if  I  get  it  for  you  J" 

"Yes,    Oh,  dear  yes — I — I  think  it  would." 

"  What  will  you  have,  then?" 

"Vinegar." 
i    ''  Vinegar  ?    You  don't  mean  that.    You  don't  mean  sour  vinegar,  do  you  V* 
•  *'  I  never  heard  of  any  other.     Get  it,  and  I  shall  recover  at  once.     I  don't 
often  give  way  in  this  sort  of  fashion,  but  there's  nothing  like  a  wine-glass  of 
vinegar  to  keep  a  man  awake." 

**  Well,  I  suppose  that  is  upon  the  principle  of  giving  him  such  a  stomach- 
ache that  he  can't  go  to  sleep  for  the  pain  of  it.  Hilloa  '•  there  you  go  again. 
Keep  up,  Mr.  Stevens,  or  you  will  certainly  fall  into  the  fire." 

'*  Get  me  the  vinegar,  then." 

**  Well,  if  you  will  have  it,  you  shall.  Let  me  see— oh,  of  course,  there  is 
gome  in  the  next  room,  aud  no  mistake,  I  recollect  now.  It's  in  the  corner 
cupboard.  I'll  go  and  get  it  in  a  moment  for  you,  my  dear  friend.  I — dear  me, 
how  the  lock-up  moves  about — Why,  I  declare,  it  is  quite,  in  a  way  of  speakings 
rotatory.    Woa  !  woa  1" 

Mr,  Bolt  could  manage  to  go  on  talkmg  in  his  prosey  way  very  well,  as  iong 
as  he  kept  his  seat,  but  when  he  rose  to  his  feet,  it  was  quite  a  different  affair,  and 
the  effect  to  him  of  his  potations  was  just  like  being  in  a  ship  at  sea  with  a  cross 
gale.  Of  course,  nobody  ever  heard  of  a  drunken  man  yet  who  blamed  himself 
for  such  apparent  effects,  and  so,  to  be  quite  consistent,  Mr.  Bolt  would  have  it 
that  it  was  the  lock-up  that  was  going  about  in  such  a  ludicrous  manner  with 
him. 

"  Well,  this  is  odd,"  he  said.  *'  I  can't  make  it  out.  The  lock-up  is  drunk; 
It  must  be  drunk,  for  sometimes  the  wall  is  here,  and  sometimes  the  door  is 
here,  and  sometimes  they  are  both  there,  and  sometimes  they  are  neither  here  nor 
there.     It  is  very  odd." 

Mr.  Bolt  was  so  astonished  at  these  phenomena  connected  with  the  hall  of  the 
lock-up,  thai  he  felt  himself  compelled  to  hold  by  the  back  of  «  chair  while  he 
considered  them. 

Mr.  Stevens  took  that  opportunity  of  letting  his  head  droop  upon  his  breast, 
and  of  falling  fast  asleep.  It  is  just  possible  that  if  Bolt  had  been  in  a  situation 
to  get  the  vinegar  with  certainty,  it  might  have  had  the  effect  of  keepmg  Stevens 
awake ;  but  as  it  was,  nature  yielded,  and  his  sleep  became  profound. 

Those  who  have  had  occasion  to  struggle  against  sleep  will  well  understand 
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■what  an  uphill  fight  it  is, and  how  the  oftener  yoH  fancy  you  have  defeated 
it  the  oftener  it  will  renew  the  combat  with  you,  until  you  give  up  the  contest 
in  despair.  Such  must  have  been  Mr.  Stevens'  feeling;  not  hut  what  if  he  had 
imagined  for  a  raoment  that  it  was  within  the  range  of  possibility  that  Daval 
and  his  companions  should  escape  from  the  cells  of  the  lock-up,  it  is  likely 
enough  tbj»t  that  would  have  had  a  sufficient  effect  to  keep  him  wide  awake. 

But  all  his  ideas  went  the  other  way,  and  it  was  only  as  a  matter  of  principle, 
and  not  of  necessity,  that  he  had  determined  upon  sittinpr  up,  for  he  believed  the 
prisoners  to  be  as  safe  as  it  was  possible  for  any  prisoners  in  the  world  to  be. 
Mr.  Stevens,  however,  like  many  other  very  clever  men,  made  a  mistake  now  and 
then. 

**  I'll  try  it  again,"  said  Bolt.  "  Who  knows  but  that  a  drop  of  the  vinegar 
would  do  me  some  good  ?  I'll  try  it  again.  It's  in  the  lower  cupboard  in  the 
next  room.    Here  goes!" 

When  Jack  heard  these  words  from  Mr.  Bolt,  he  thought  that  the  danger  was 
sufficiently  imminent  to  say  something  to  his  friends  about  it,  so  leaving  the  door, 
he  touched  Claude  upon  the  arm,  and  whispered— 

"  Bolt  is  coming.'* 

*'  The  devil  he  is  !" 

"  Yes.  He  is  coming  to  this  room  to  get  something  out  of  the  lower  cupboard. 
He  is  drunk,  but  he  is  coming.     It  is  for  vinegar." 

*'  Is  it?  Then,  Jack,  we  must  give  him  some  pepper  with  it.  How  do  you 
get  on,  Dick,  with  the  floor-boards?" 

"  Capitally!  the  second  one  is  just  up.     Holloa  !  what's  that  ?" 

There  was  a  noise  in  the  room  above  as  of  a  chair  thrown  over,  and  the  im- 
pression upon  the  mind  of  Dick  was  directly,  that  some  one  was  there  who,  pos- 
sibly enough,  was  cognisant  of  all  his  proceedings.  A  feeling  of  the  most  blank 
and  bitter  disappointment  came  over  his  mind  at  such  a  notion  as  this,  and  he 
paused  in  his  work. 

"  Did  you  hear  that  ?"  he  said. 

**  Yes,"  said  Claude.  "  My  opinion  is,  that  a  chair  had  oie  or  two  of  its  legs 
resting  upon  the  floor-board  that  you  were  pushing  up,  and  that  you  consequently 
upset  it,  as  you  could  not  avoid  doing." 

*•  Oh,  yes,  that  is  it.  I  did  not  think  of  that.  What  a  relief  it  is  to 
feel  certain,  as  I  do  now,  that  that  was  it." 

"  I  think  you  may  be  certain,  Dick." 

"  I  am  sure  I  may.     It  is  too  probable.    But  what  is- that  that  Jack  is  saying 
about  Bolt }    1  thought  I  heard  his  name  V* 
t      "  Simply  that  he  is  coming  here,  that's  all." 

••  Confbund  the  fellow,  is  he  ?" 

Dick  jumped  off  the  table  as  he  spoke,  and  pointing  to  the  hole  in  the  ceiling, 
he  said — 

♦'  Now,  Claude,  escape !  There  is  the  road  to  freedom  ;  I  don't  think  you 
will  have  any  difficulty  in  getting  through  the  ceiling.'* 

**  After  you,"  said  Claude. 

Dick  sprang  up»n  the  table  again,  and  was  through  the  hole  injthe  roof  in  a 
moment.  It  was  no  time,  that,  to  stand  upon  ceremony,  or  to  delay  the  precious 
moments  by  useless  altercation  as  to  who  was  to  take  precedence,  5 
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news  of  them. 

;;  "  Now,  Jack,"  said  Claude  Duval. 

It  did  not  take  half  a  minute,  now,  to  place  them  all  three  in  the  room  above  ; 
but  their  danger  soen  became  of  the  most  imminent  description,  as  it  was  quite 
evident  that  their  foes  from  the  outer  room  were  approaching. 
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With  a  sudden  burst  the  door  was  opened,  and  the  voice  of  Bolt  cried  out— 

"Hilloa!     Hilloa!" 

♦*AU  right  r'  said  Claude  Duval. 

"  The  devil  it  is,"  said  Bolt.  '<  Help  !— help  !  Murder— escape  !  Help- 
murder  !     Hoi !     They  are  off  !" 

*'  To  be  sure  we  are,"  said  Claude,  as  he  made  a  spring  towards  the  window 
and  flung  it  open.    "  Come  on,  Jack  and  Dick.     Speed  does  it  now." 

Claude  felt  quite  convinced,  now,  that  anything  in  the  shape  of  further  caution 
with  regatd  to  the  doings  of  himself  and  his  friends  was  completely  out  of  the 
question,  and  that  it  made  not  the  slightest  matter  now  with  regard  to  the  amount 
of  noise  they  made  in  their  escape. 

The  window  was  by  no  means  so  high  from  the  open  street  as  to  present  aay 
serious  difficulty  in  the  way  of  leaping  or  dropping  from  it  to  men  who  had  been 
accustomed  to  the  sort  of  life  that  Duval  and  his  associates  led.  They  did  not, 
however,  at  the  moment  notice  that  Mr.  Bolt  had  a  floricultural  taste,  and  that 
the  balcony  of  the  window  had  a  row  of  garden  pots  upon  it,  which  went  crash- 
ing into  the  street. 

They  were,  however,  but  a  trivial  hinderance,  and  just  as  a  gun  or  blunderbuss 
was  fired  through  the  opening  in  the  roof  from  the  room  below,  Claude  had    I 
^rung  through  the  open  window  and  alighted  safely  in  the  street, 

*'Run  Claude — run  !"  cried  Jack. 

*'  Not  yet.     Is  anybody  hurt  V 

"  No—no.** 

Dick  now  followed  Claude's  example  and  bounded  through  the  window,  but 
Jack  wae  slow  to  follow. 

'<Save  yourselves,"  he  said,  '«and  leave  me.     Oh,  save  yourselves!'* 

"  Not  for  a  thousand  pounds,"  cried  Claude.  '*  If  you  do  net  wish  to  sacrifice 
us,  you  will  come  at  once.     Good  Heaveng,  Jack,  what  has  come  over  you  ?" 

A  kind  of  blight  or  stagnation  seemed  for  the  moment  to  have  come  over  Jack, 
but  fromihese  words  from  Claude,  he  shook  it  off  and  sprang  from  the  window. 
Claude  partially  broke  his  fall,  and  so  they  were  all  three  in  the  street. 

It  was  at  this  moment  that  Bolt  and  the  officer  who  had  taken  such  pains  to 
secure  Claude  and  his  friends,  and  whojhad,  to  a  certain  extent,  been  so  successfuj, 
made  a  rush  into  the  street.  The  occurrence  of  the  esaape  of  the  prisoners 
seemed  te  have  had  the  effect  of  sobering  them  both  on  the  instant.  t^ 

Now,  Claude  had  fully  expected  that  such  a  result  would  ensue  as  these  twc 
men  rushing  out  uoon  him  and  his  friends;  and  as  rolhing  was  so  disajreeable 
to  hioa  or  so  seriously  dangerous  as  being   chased  through  the  streets  by  the 
officers,  he  had  made  ap  his  mind  that  the  contest  with  theoi  should  be  there  and 
then  upon  that  spot. 

"Dick,*  he  said,  "Uckle  one  of  them." 

"  All  right,"  said  Dick.      * 

Claude,  upon  this,  sprang  upon  the  officer,  as  though  he  meant  to  deTOur  him, 
and  before  he  could  possibly  defend  himself  from  the  impetuosity  of  such  an 
attack,  which  was  more  like  that  of  a  tiger  upon  his  prey  than  one  human  beiag 
upon  another,  Claude  had  fairly  lifted  him  off  the  ground  and  thrown  him  head- 
long into  the  lower  room  of  the  lock-up,  where  his)  head  came  into  such  violent 
coBtact  with  the  little  stove  at  which  they  had  been  so  snugly  enjoying  themselves, 
that  he  lay  as  one  dead. 

While  Claude  was  thus  disposing  of  the  officer,  Mr.  Bolt  had  ran  right  into 
the  arras  of  Dick,  who  immediately  grappled  him,  saying  as  he  did  so — 

'*  Do  you  wrestle,  old  fellow  \*' 

"  A  little,''  said  Bolt,  as  he  made  one  of  the  most  determined  efforts  to  throw 
Dick  that  was  in  his  power. 

•'Good,'*  said  Dick,  and  then  exerting  all  his  strength  and  skill  in  an 'art 
that  he  almost  stood  alone  in,  Mr.  Bolt's  hesls  were  soon  up  in  the  air,  and  his 
head  came  in  rather  disagreeable  contact  with  the  rough   road  paving  of  Bow 
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Street,  and  there  he  lay,  "with  a  full  conviction  in  his  own  mind  that  every  bone 
in  his  body  was  broken. 
'*  All  right!"  cried  Dick. 
** Come  on,  then,"  said  Claude,  ''follow  me." 
'  Duval  turned  the  corner  of  Bow  Street,  and  n>ade  lo wards'' Cove  nt  Garden 
Market,  which  at  that  hour  of  the  morning  was  as  still  as  the  grave.    After  tum- 
bling over  some  twenty  or  thirty  of  the  poor,  harmless  wretches  who  nightly  con- 
gregated there  to  sleep,  he  got  right  through  the  market  and  emerged  opposite 
the  church. 

They  were  unperceived  by  any  one, 

*'Our  horses,"  said  Dick,  "  oh,  that  we  could  find  our  horses." 
**  "What's  that  ?'  said  Jack,  as  a  strange  sound  came  upon  his  ears.  i 

"  Watchmen's  rattles,"  said  Claude,  "  that's  all.    I  wonder  how  many  watch-  p 
men  it  would  take,  now,  at  a  moderate  computation,  to  arrest  us  r" 

"  It's  hardly  possible  to  say,"  smiled  Dick  ;  "  but,  oh,  for  our  horses  !" 
**  Do  not  despair,  Dick ;  we  may  yet  find  a  way  to  get  possession  of  them  ;  and, 
for  the  present,  I  don't  think  we  can  do  better  than  go  to  one  of  the  kens,  where 
we  shall  be  safe  enough  till  we  can  turn  over  in  our  minds  what  to  do." 
.    "We  will  follow  you,  Claude." 
"  Jack,  where  do  you  advise  that  we  should  go  V* 

"To  LipstoneV*  said  Jack,  *'  down  by  the  liver  side.  You  can  get^to  it  by  a 
dive  down  the  dark  arches  by  the  Savoy." 

*•  True.  Come  on,  I  had  forgotten  that.  It  will  be  the  best  place  we  can  go 
to,  for  there  is  escape  both  by  land  and  water,  if  it  should  be  necessary.  We 
have  no  time  to  lose.    Come  on." 

Claude  went  first,  and  taking  a  slight  turn  to  the  left,  he  made  his  way  down 
Southampton'^Street  into  ttie  Strand,  and  in  the  course  of  two  or  'three  minutes 
they  reached  the  mouth  of  one  of  those  yawning  arches  opposite  the  Adclphi, 
which  look  as  if  they  led  to  the  infernal  regions. 

A  watchman  stood  there,  holding  up  his  lantern  and  looking  as  well  as  he  could 
down  the  archway,  as  be  cried— 

"  Hilloa !  hilloa  I  Come  out  of  that,  will  you,  or  I  shall  be  after  coming  and 
fetching  you,  and  giving  you  a  night's  lodging  in  the  lock»up,  my  hearty.  Come 
out  of  that,  will  you  ?" 

"  What's  the  row  ?"  said  Claude,  as  with  one  blow  he  sent  the  watchman's  hat 
right  down  over  his  eyes,  and  forced  him  to  a  sitting  posture  upon  the  stones  at 
the  entrance  of  the  cavernous-looking  place. 
"  Murder  !  murder  !     My  rattle  T 

"There  it  is,"  said  Dick,  as  he  seized  it  and  swung  it  an  amazing  distance 
along  the  street.  The  confederates  did  not  pause  for  the  watchman  to  get  his  hat 
off  his  eyes  and  see  them,  but  they  at  once,  now,  dived  down  ^the  archway,  and 
were^lost  to  all  sight  in  a  moment. 

How  very  dark  it  was  in  that  place.^  Even  Claude  paused  and  instinctively 
held  his  hand  out  before  him,  for  fear  of  suddenly  encountering  some  obstacle  to 
his  progress. 

"Jack !  Jack !"  he  said.    "  Where  are  you  ?" 
"I  am  here,  Claude." 

"  Well,  I  think  you  know  the  way  to  where  we  want  to  go  better  than  I  do,  or 
than  Dick  does,  so  will  you  take  the  lead  ?  It  is  so  precious  dark  here  I  cannot 
see  in  the  smallest  degree  where  I  am  going,* 

'*  I  don't  wonder  at  it.     But  it's  not'likely  there  is  anything   to  obstruct  you. 
However,  we  will  not  go  any  further  till  I  have  made  the  signal  to  some  of  old 
Lipstone's  servants,  if  there  are  any  about,  to  let  them  know  that  it  is  all  right, 
and  that  we  are  friends." 
''Do  so.  Jack." 

"I  don't  know  that  signal,"  said  Dick,  " forVjy  exptrience  haS;  after  ill, lain 
more  in  the  country  than  in  town." 


'Jbsi 


LIFE  ON  THE  ROAD  1127 


A  Tery  strange  whistle,  like  that  of  some  bird  in  the  dark,  who  had  an  idea 
of  singing,  and  yet  was  half  afraid  to  trust  his  voice,  now  came  upoa  the  ears  of 
Claude  and  Dick.    The  latter  said  in  a  low  tone — 

« la  that  Jack?" 

*'  Yes,"  said  Claude  ;  *'  listen  to  him.  He  does  it  beautifully.  Don't  speak  a 
word  nntil  he  has  finished.'* 

Dick  and  Claude  now  were  profoundly  still,  while  Jack  went  on  with  the  odd 
whistling,  which  at  moments  sounded  in  tone  as  though  the  bird  were 
thoroughly  waking  up,  and  asking  himself  if  it  were  daylight  yet ;[  and  at  last  he 
finished  with  a  long  clear  note,  and  then  all  was  still.  _  ur^.Jk:'^ 

■    *'  It's  a  failure,"  said  Dick.  "  There  is  no  reply  !'* 
""  "  Hush !"  said  Jack. 

At  that  moment,  there  came  three  clear  notes,  that  any  Tone  would  have  sworn 
were  those  of  a  blackbird,  and  then  a  faint  star-like  light  appeared,  as  if  far  away 
in  the  intense  darkness  of  the  place.  -v^^ss*"* 

"  All's  right,"  said  Jack.  "  That  is  our  way.  Keep  that  light  in  view,  and 
you  will  go  right,  and  we  shall  soon  see  less  darkness." 

They  all  three  now  kept  the  little  star-like  light  steadily  in  view,  and  it  seemed 
to  move  before  them  as  they  advanced  in  the  cavern,  for  such  it  really  looked  like, 
did  that  gloomy  arch  leading  right  down  to  the  banks  of  the  Thames  from  the 
Strand. 

Claude  had  the  most  absolute  faith  in  the  security  of  the  position  they  would 
occupy,  when  once  they  should  reach  the  place  they  were  going  to,  and  which 
among  the  "family"  was  called  *' Lipstone's  Ken."  It  was  well  enough  known 
to  the  police  of  London  that  there  was  such  a  place,  but  none  had  been  able  even 
to  reach  it,  although  the  most  persevering  efforts  had  becH  made  to  do  so,  and 
every  kind  of  treachery  that  could  be  practised  v^as  put  into  requisition  for  the 
purpose  of  getting  a  full  knowledge  of  the  place. 

It  is,  after  all,  though,  very  doubtful  if  the  officers  at  that  time  had  any  inten- 
tion of  breaking  up  this  establishment  of  theirs.  The  policy  of  the  police  at  the 
period  when  the  numerous  incidents  of  our  tale  occurred)  was  not  to  prevent 
crime,  but  to  find  it  out. 

The  whole  affair  was  looked  upon  as  a  lucrative  branch  of  business,  and  the 
officers  reasoned  with  themselves,  that  if  there  were  no  thieves,  why,  then  there 
would  be  DO  officers,  and  so  they  should  be  out  of  trade.  What  they  wanted  was 
that  there  would  be  plenty  of  robberies,  and  plenty  of  officers  to  find  them  out,  so 
that  they  had  no  desire  in  the  world  to  break  up  these  nurseries  of  crime,  the 
kens,  as  they  were  called,  of  London. 

In  point  of  fact,  at  that  pei  iod  the  morality  of  officers  and  of  thieves  was  pretty 
much  upon  a  par  the  one  with  the  other,  and  it  was  by  no  means  an  unfrequent 
thing  for  a  well-know  cracksman  or  highwayman  who  might  not  happen  to  be 
"  wanted"  just  then,  as  the  slang  term  was,  to  meet  an  officer  and  take  him  into 
the  nearest  public-house,  and  treat  him  handsomely  to  the  best  the  place 
affi)rded. 

But  to  return  to  our  friends,  if  we  may  call  them  such  upon  the  strength  of  so 
long  an  acquaintance  with  them. 

The  little  star-like  light  continued  to  retreat  before  them,  mtil  one  would 
have  thought  that  it  must  be  going  right  into  the  Thames,  and  then  suddenly  it 
disappeared. 

"What  now?"  said  Dick. 

"  Ob,  it's  all  right,"  said  Jack. 

*'  Yes,  I  recollect  now,"  remarked  Claude,  "  I  suppose  we  shall  have  a  visitor 
soon."  I 

"  We  shall,"  replied  Jack  ;  "  and  here  he  is." 

"Well,"  said  a  mild  voice  suddenly.  ""Who  am  I  to  have  the  pleasure  of 
saying  have  arrived  at  this  house  ?' 

'•  It  is  all  right,"  said  Jack.  "  I  am  a  blackbird,  and  so  is  one  of  my  com" 
panions,  and  we  two  can  introduce  another  according  to  rule." 
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"  That  is  all  right,"  said  a  voice ;  '•  but  who  are  you  :" 

"  I  ana  called  Sixteen-string  Jack."j 

*•  Ah,  I  thought  I  knew  the  voice.  Why,  Jack,  we  haTe  not  seen  you  for  an 
age.     I  don't  know  any  that  can  whistle  the  blackbird's  pass  as  you  do !" 

"Are  you  young  Will  Lipstone  ?'* 

"  I  am.     Did  you  know  my  voice  ?" 

"  I  thought  I  did ;  but  I  am  very  glad  to  find  it  is  you,  and  I  now  tell  you 
without  further  ceremonvj  that  I  am  accompanied  by  Claude  Duval  and  Dick 
Turpin."  '  jj 

"  Is  that  possible  !'* 

"It  is  true,  Will,  whether  it  is  possible  or  not.  Can  they  be  in  safety  in 
the  ken  till  we  can  think  of  what  to  do  next,  for  we  haveJHsi  come  out  of  the 
lock-up  at  Bow  Street,  without  asking  leave  of  any  one  but  ourselves  V 

"You  don't  know  how  glad  I  am  to  see  you — no,  not  see  you,  for  it  would 
require  better  eyes  than  I 'have  to  do  th^t  here,  but  to  know  that  you  are 
coming  to  the  old  ken.  There  is  not  many  there  now.  We  must  makt  Turpin  a 
genuine  blackbird  before  he  leaves  us.'* 

*'  I  shall  be  much  gratified,"  said  Dick. 

"  It  shall  be  done.  I  can  tell  you,  Turpin,  that  it  is  not  every  one  who  comes 
with  two  such  sponsors  as  Jack  and  Claude  Duval,  who  1  am  as  glad  to  hear 
speak  as  possible." 

"We  are  much  beholden  to  your  kindness,  Will,**  said  Claude.  "  Should  you 
know  me  by  my  voice  ?" 

"  Ah,  yes,  I  should,  though  it  is  four  years  since  I  heard  it.** 

"  Our  horses,"  said  Dick,  "is  what  we  are  distressed  for,  or  we  should  not 
have  troubled  you  on  this  occasion." 

"Don't  speak  of  that.  We  will  find  out  where  the  cattle  are,  by  some  means, 
and  get  possession  of  them,  I  dare  say.  Lay  hold  of  me,  Jack,  if  you  please, 
and  then  if  your  two  friends  lay  hold  of  you  by  the  coat,  we  can  all  go  right, 
for  I  can,  so  to  speak,  see  my  way  in  the  dark  here  as  well  as  in  the 
light." 

This  arrangement  was  adopted,  and  they  proceeded  for  about  twenty  paces  in 
the  most  profound  darkness,  until  a  dull  grating  sound,  as  of  a  door  moving  upon 
very  rusty  hinges — then  there  oame  a  flash  of  light,  and  the  three  friends  could 
see  each  other  and  their  guide,  and  likewise  perceive  that  they  were  in  a  narrow 
passage  with  a  vaulted  roof  and  an  earthen  floor. 

Dick  was  the  only  one  of  the  three  who  was  rather  surprised  at  the  appearance 
of  young  Will  Lipstone.  This  young  giant — for  he  really  might  be  called  such— 
was  no  less  than  six  feet  four  inches,  and  he  looked  as  he  stooped  in  the  narrow 
passage — which  was  only  six  feet  in  height— taller  even  than  that,  and  that  was 
nearly  enough,  Heaven  knows. 

Both  Jack  and  Claude,  who  knew  how  tall  Will  was,  were'ratber  amused  to  see 
Dick  moving  his  head  up  and  down  very  gravely  to  get  a  good  look  at  him,  and 
Jack  said — 

"  He  is  one  of  the  littles  ones,  you  see,  Dick." 

"  He  is,  indeed.* 

"  It  ain*t  thought  that  I  shall  grow  much  more,"  said  Will,  in  a  rather  apolo- 
getic tone  of  voice. 

"  It's  to  be  sincerely  hoped   you  won't,"  said  Jack,  "unless  it's  downwards  a 
little ;  for  you  could  very  well  spare  half  a  dozen  inches,  Will.'* 
*'  Well,  they  do  say  I'm  rather  long." 

"  And  they  are  right,"  said  Dick.    "  But  wher^  are  we  now  ?" 

*•  Oh,  we  shall  soon  be  in  the  ken,  now.  It's  all  right  enough.  We  have  got 
tojpass  one  of  our  servants."  * 

"In  case,  I  suppose,''  said  Jack,  ♦'  anything  should  occur  to  you  in  the  outer 
passage.  Will  ?" 

"Why,  yes,  there  is  no  knowing.  They  do  say  that  the  officers  have  made 
a  dead   set  upon   the   old  ken,   lately;    but   we   have  kept  them   out  as  yet. 
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and  I  don't  think,  after  all,  anything  but  a  good  rousing  fire  -vould  oust  us 
now." 

"Nor  I,  either." 

Will  still  went  on  as  he  spoke,  and  at  the  end  of  the  passage  in  which  they 
were,  they  came  to  a  little  room,  not  much  bigger  than  twice  the  size  of  a  watch- 
box,  bat  here  there  was  a  man  with  a  lair.p,  who  called  out — 
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"  Wl.o  is  it  ?" 

"Alls  right,"  said  Will. 

«'  Oh,  it's  ycu.  Will,  is  it  ?" 

*'Yes,  friejjds  all.     Open  tiie    door  of  il.e  crib, Tom.  aad   let  us   passthrough. 


:so,  1 12 
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It  ain't  worth  while  anybody  being  quite  outside  now,  but  you  can  keep  a  kind  of 
look-out  from  No.  1  door." 

"I  will.     It  can't  be  far  off  morning  now,  I  take  it.** 


CHAPTER  CCLXIX. 

A   TRAGEDY   IS   PLAYED    AT   THE    OLD    KEN. 

The  room  in  which  the  man  named  Tom  kept  guard — and  which  we  have 
noticed  as  being  so  small— had  what  appeared  to  be  panelled  walls  ;  but  the 
fact  was,  that  each  of  the  seeming  panelled  walls  was  a  door,  being  just  about 
the  ordinary  shape  and  size  of  one. 

Tom  touched  a  spring  bolt  at  the  top  of  one  of  them,  and  it  swung  open  at 
once ;  but  all  beyond  it  seemed  to  be  very  dark  and  drear,  indeed  ;  and  yet  the 
confused  hum  of  voices  came  upon  the  ears  of  the  friends. 

*' Here  we  are,"  said  Will. 

At  the  moment  that  he  spoke,  he  drew  aside  a  very  large  blanket  that  hung 
from  the  floor  to  the  ceiling,  and  in  an  instant  Jack  and  bis  companions  found 
themselves  in  the  old  ken. 

The  place  that  they  were  in  now,  was  notliing  more  nor  less  in  appearance  than 
a  very  large  cella»*.  The  roof  was  low,  being  not  above  eight  feet  at  the  highest 
from  the  floor,  and  the  place  was  capable,  probably,  of  accommodating  about  a 
hundred  people  altogether.  Tables  and  chairs  of  all  sorts  and  sizes  were  round 
the  walls,  but  running  down  the  centre  there  was  one  long  table,  evidently  enough 
formed  of  three  long  planks  of  wood  put  .together,  and  supported  upon  trestles. 
The  table,  if  it  might  be  go  called  as  a  matter  of  courtesy,  was  covered  with  a 
green  baize  cover,  and  at  intervals  there  were  lights  upon  it,  so  that  the  place  WM 
fairly  enough  illuminated. 

The  odour  of  tobacco  made  the  ais  very  ofifensive  for  a  short  time,  until  the 
lungs  got  a  little  used  to  it. 

**  Here  we  are,"  said  Will.  '*  I  think  Joe  the  Ci:acksman  is  king  of  the  ken 
to-night.     You  can't  very  well  see  him  from  here,  though." 

Will  was  right  enough  when  he  spoke  of  the  difficulty  of  seeing  to  the  farther 
end  of  the  ken,  for  about  twenty  or  thirty  of  the  persons  present  were  smokifig, 
and  there  was  a  thick  gray  cloud  enveloping  almost  every  object. 

A  bell  bung  close  to  the  entrance,  and  now  Will  struck  it  in  a  peculiar  manner, 
and  is  an  instant  all  the  confusion  of  sounds  were  hushed  as  if  by  magic,  and  all 
eyes  were  turned  to  Will  and  those  who  were  with  him. 

*'  Who  comes?*'  said  a  voice  from  the  farther  end  of  the  room. 

*'  Two  blackbirds,"  said  Will,  "  and  one  linnet.'* 

*'  Oh,  very  good.     The  two  blackbirds  answer  for  the  linnet  ?** 

"  Yes,  and  so  do  I." 

**  That's  better.    One  guinea,  linnet,  if  you  please/* 

*'Am  I  to  pay  a  guinea  ?"  said  Dick. 

••  Yes,-''  said  Will.     "  It's  all  right :  I  will  pay  it." 

*'  Thank  you.  The  fact  is,  my  exchequer  is  rather  low  jast  now.  I  will  make  it 
all  right  with  you." 

*'  Oh,  stuff— don't  mention  it." 

"  Who  are  the  blackbirds  :''  said  the  voice  from  the  farther  end  of  the  room^ 
and  which  may  be  concluded  to  come  from  Joe  the  Cracksman,  although  it 
sounded  quite  mystic  from  the  midst  of  the  vapours  of  tobacco  smoke. 

**  One  is  our  old  friend,  Sixte^^n-string  Jack  I" 

"  Hurrah  !"  shouted  everybody  in  the  old  ken.  "Hurrah! — harrah  !"  and 
the  lights  danced  again  with  the  concussion  of  the  air. 

*'  The  other  ?'*  shouted  Joe  the  Cracksman,  who  now,  as  the  majority  had  left 
off  smoking  to  take  a  good  look  at  the  new  comers,  was  just  beginning  to  be 
dimly  seen. 
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"  The  other  is  Claude  Dural  1" 

At  the  sound  of  this  name,  which  by  that  time  had  acquired  almost  an  Euro- 
pean celebrity,  everybody  rose,  and  there  was  a  grand  rusn  to  get  to  the  end  of 
the  ken  where  Claude  was,  for  although  they  all  knew  that  he  had  been  there 
before,  yet  few  had  had  an  opportunity  of  thus  seeing  him,  and  all  his  most  re- 
nowned exploits  had  been  done  during  the  few  years  that  he  had  been  away. 

"  Stand  back,  blockheads,"  said  Joe,  "  stand  back.     We  are  well  pleased  to 
see  Claude  Du?al  here,  and  Sixteen-string  Jack,  and  if  it  is  danger  that  brings 
j  them  to  the  old  den,  we  will  stand  by  them  like  men." 

*'  We  will — we  will !''  shouted  everybody. 
i  r*' I  don't  know  how  to  thank  you  all   for  this  kind  reception,"  said  Clande. 
I  "  It  is  danger  that  has  brought  us  among  you.    The  fact   is,  the   Philistmes 
i  thought  proper  to  place  us  in  the  lock-up  at  Bow  Street,  but  we  thought  we 
(  would  rather  be  here  by  a  great  deal,  so  here  we  are."  ^^ 

*'  Hurrah  !     That's  it— all  right.    Did  you  burn  down  the  blessed  crib  ? 
^  «  No,  but  I  am'afraid  we  have  damaged  it  a  little,   as  well  as  some   of  those 
who  were  so  delighted  with  our  company  that  they  wanted  us  to  stay  all  night, 
and  then  be  introduced  to^their  friends  in  the  morning." 

A  foar  of  laughter  greeted  this  speech; 

"  But  you  haven't  told  us  who  the  second  is,"  said  Joe  the  Cracksman. 

"  I  will,  though,"  said  Will.      "  They  call  him  Dick  Turpin." 

The  sensation  at  the  announcement  of  this  other  name,  so  well  kiiown  to  fame 
and  the  road,  was  tremendous.  Never  before  had  three  such  luminaries,  m  the 
highwayman  world,  been  in  the  old  place  all  at  once,  and  the  enthusiasm  of 
those  who  hoped  that  the  time  would  come  when  they  should  be  able  to  emulate 
the  exploits  of  the  three  friends  was  unbounded. 

About  a  dozen  glasses  were  held  to  the  lips  of  each  of  the  visitors,  and  it  was 
only  by  Claude  crying  oat  that  they  had  had  plenty  to  drink  already,  and  had 
work  to  do  before  the  m(»ning,  that  they  escaped  being  deluged  by  all  sorts  o. 
liquors. 

Some  half  dozen  voices  declared  that  they  had  heard  of  the  arrival  of  the  con- 
federates,  and  then,  in  a  momentary  calm,  Claude  said — 

♦*  If  there  should  be  any  one  here  who  can  get  us  information  of  where  our 
cattle  are  stowed,  we  shall  be  much  obliged.  Without  our  horses  we  hardly 
know  what  to  do,  but  if  we  can  only  discover  where  they  are,  we  haye  no  sort  of 
doubt  of  recovering  them." 

A  rariety  of  conjectures  were  immediately  hazarded,  and,  finally,  two  of  those 
present  were  despatched  to  make  all  the  inquiry  possible  upon  that  subject.  ^  Joe 
the  Cracksman  put  it  to  the  meeting  that  Dick  be  forthwith  declared  a  blackbird 
by  acclamation,  which  was  done,  and  then  he  was  initiated  into  those  particu- 
larities which  would  at  any  time  procure  him  admittance  to  the  ken,  and  all  the 
'  assistance  and  support  that  the  fraternity  could  offer  him.  The  rules  were  read 
over  to  him;  and  the  punishment  for  any  treachery,  or  the  introduction  of  an  oflficer 
to  the  ken,  was  hanging. 

*•  I  shall  not  incur  that,'*  said  Dick,  with  a  smile.  '  "The  officers  and  I  don  t 
usually  hit  it  very  well,  and  I  rather  think  now  that  I  shall  belike  my  two  friends 
here,  that  is  to  say — *'  Wanted"  for  the  rest  of  my  life." 

Tingle  went  the  bell  at  the  door  at  the  moment,  and  the  voice  of  the  man  who 
had  been  named  Tom,  by  long  Will,  called  out— 

"  A  blackbird  and  a  linnet  '." 

There  was  a  deathlike  stillness  how,  as  two  persons  made  their  appearance  in 
the  ken. 

One  of  the  persons  was  a  small,  wiry-looking  man,  who  was  a  member  of  the 
ken  ;  bat  the  person  with  him  was  a  much  stouter  personage,  and  a  stranger  to 
all  appearance  to  all  present. 

"  Who  is  the  blackbird  ?"  said  Joe  the  Cracksman.  ^^ 

'*  I  am,  as  is  tolerably  well  known  to  all  the  highly  honourable  fraternity,'  said 
the  smaller  of  the  two  men,  "  John  Stokes,  and  a  cracksman.' 
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"  Who  is  the  linnet?" 

'*  The  linnet  is  a  friend  of  mine,  who  has  taken  to  the  road,  gentlemen,  and 
who  wishes  to  be  errolied  in  the  brotherhood.  He  took  two  watches  upon 
Hounslow  Heath,  only  last  week,  and  yesterday  he  stopped  a  coach  upon  Ealing 
Common,  and  with  a  good  booty." 

"  I  did,*'  said  the  linnet. 

'*  Very  well;  does  he  know  our  rules.'''* 

"  Yes,  Joe,  he  does.  Here's  his  guinea,  and  he  puts  another  five  to  it  for 
good  fellowship,  and  is  willing,  at  all  times  and  in  all  seasons,  to  abide  by  the  old 
ken." 

"  That  is  right.  Has  any  member  of  the  ken  anything  to  say  in  the  matter, 
foi  now  is  the  time,  before  it  is  all  settled,  and  the  name  of  the  new  member  put 
down  in  the  roll  ?'* 

"  Yes,"  said  one  rising,  "  I  have  something  to  say— Is  the  door  closed,  and 
are  we  ail  right?" 

''All,"  said  long  Will. 

"  Very  good  ;  then  I  propose  that  the  new  member  be  searched.  It  ain't  a 
th  ng  that  we  often  do,  but  there's  one  of  our  rules  that  lets  us  do  it  if  we  like — 
I  propose  that  he  be  searched,  and  if  nothing  suepicious  is  found  upon  him,  I  will 
be  the  first  to  drink  his  health." 

No  one  made  the  slightest  remark  upon  this  but  Joe  the  Cracksman,  who  oc- 
cupied the  position  of  authority  in  the  chair,  and  he  said — 

"Very  well.  One  of  our  rules  says,  that  any  blackbird  can  ask  that  a  linnet 
should  be  searched  upon  his  applying  to  be  a  member,  so  I  can't  say  nay  to  it." 

Those  who  were  the  nearest  to  the  linnet  saw,  or  fancied  they  saw,  that  he 
shook  a  little,  and  that  he  changed  colour ;  but  whether  such  was  the  fact  or  not 
was  a  very  difficult  thing  to  say  in  the  uncertain  light  that  was  in  the  place  :  He 
spoke  calmly  enough. 

"  Gentlemen,'*  he  said,  "  I  had  no  sort  of  idea  that  I  should  he  looked  upon 
with  any  degree  of  suspicion.  If  I  bad  known  that,  I  would  have  foregone  even 
the  great  advantage  of  belonging  to  this  honourable  fraternity  ;  but  I  really  thought 
my  friend  here  was  in  great  esteem  among  you," 

"  No,  he  isn't  !'*  said  several  voices. 

"  A  sneak  !"  cried  one. 

''Order!  order!"  said  Joe  the  Cracksman,  "this  must  not  be.  It  is  true, 
enough  that  we  have  heard  some  things  of  John  Stokes  that  we  don't  like ;  but  so 
long  as  he  kept  good  faith  with  us  we  were  not  bound  to  notice  them." 

'•  What  things?"  said  the  man  named  John  Stokes. 

"  Oh,  we  will  tell  you.  We  heard  that  you  were  seen  visiting  the  house  of 
an  oflicer  named  Hunt,  and  that,  without  doing  a  bit  of  work,  you  had  plenty  of 
money.  We  heard,  too,  that  you  had  gone  in  a  coach  to  the  Secretary  of  State's 
oflSces  in  Downiag-street.     Is  that  true  ?" 

"  It  is  not.  I  have  been  very  much  maligned,  or  else  I  have  been  mistaken 
for  some  one  else." 

'*  I  hope  so." 

"  So  do  I,"  said  the  man  who^had  come  to  be  made  a  blackbird  ;  *'  but  if  there 
be,  really,  any  diffidence  in  admitting  me,  I  will  retire  at  once,  hoping  that  at  some 
future  opportunity  I  may  have  the  pleasure  of  being  proposed  by  some  more 
popular  member  of  the  assembly ;  and  of  being  admitted  as  a  blackbird  into  it 
is  my  great  ambition  to  be,  gentlemen,  and  I  feel  quite  sure  that  you  will  admit 
that  it  is  a  laudable  ambition,  and  that  I  have  treated  you  all  with  the  greatest 
possible  respect,  and  so  I  humbly  take  my  leave." 

*'  Not  quite  so  fast,"  said  Will,  who  mistrusted  the  candidate.  "  We  will 
admit  you,  no  doubt." 

"  Then  I  am  quite  happy." 

"  After  the  search  has  proved  satisfactory." 

*'0h!'* 
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"We  don't  behave  shabbily.  We  will  either  admit  you,  or  let  yoa  know 
some  good  reason  why  we  won't,  if  you  are  proposed  by  the  devil  himself." 

"  Very  good,  very  good.  I  will  be  back  in  a  little  while— I,  that  is. — What 
is  this  for  ?" 

A  couple  of  the'  blackbirds  suddenly  rushed  upon  the  candidate  and  held  his 
arms.  They  pulled  his  hand  out  from  the  breast  of  his  apparel,  into  which  he 
had  plunged  il,  and  found  that  it  grasped  something.  Upon  forcing  open  his 
fingers,  they  saw  that  is  was  a  copper  ball  that  he  had  in  his  hand,  and  a  very  slight 
examination  showed  that  it  was  so  constructed  that  it  would  explode  if  thrown 
hardly  to  the  ground  or  against  the  wall,  and  they  did  not  entertain  a  doubt  but 
that  the  noise  it  would  make  would  be  terrific,  if  it  did  no  further  danger. 

"  The  door  !     Guard  the  door,"  cried  Joe  the  Cracksman, 

"It  is,"  said  Will. 

"  Silence — silence !    Peace  in  the  blackbirds'  nest !" 

Every  sound  was  bushed,  but  half  a  dozen  strong  men  surrounded  both  the 
candidate  and  his  friend. 

"Now  search  him,"  said  the  king  of  the  ^blackbirds,  as  the  president  of  the 
night  was  called. 

"  Hold  !*  said  the  Linnet.    "  What  is  it  that  you  want  to  know  ?"  ^ 

"  Who  and  what  you  are,  that's  what  we  want  to  know.*' 

•'  Then  I  will  tell  you." 

*'  Oh,  no — no  !"  cried  John  Stokes—**  oh,  no,— That  will  do  no  good.  Are 
you  quite  mad  ?" 

"  Hold,  John  Stokes,"  cried  Joe  the  Cracksman. 

There  is  no  knowing  exactly  what,  in  his  rage,  John  Stokes  might  have  done, 
if  violent  hands  had  not  been  laid  upon  him  in  such  a  fashion  that  he  was  made 
as  secure  from  perpetrating  any  mischief  as  if  he  had  been  in  a  vice. 

"  Now  go  on,  linnet,"  said  the  president,  to  the  man  who  stood  resolutely, 
but  still  very  pale,  before  the  fearful  array  of  angry  faces  around  him. 

••  I  will,'*  he  said.  *'  When  there  is  no  longer  any  use  in  disguising  the  truth, 
it  is  much  better  to  admit  it  at  once.  I  do  not  pay  you  the  bad  compliment  of 
supposing  you  are  such  fools  as  to  make  it  possible  that  I  can  deceive  you  any 
longer," 

"  Mad  !  mad !    Quite  mad  !*  cried  John  BtoKee. 

**  Not  at  all,*  said  the  other.  "  Listen  attentively  to  me,  all  of  you.  It  is  the 
duty  of  an  officer  of  the  poliee  to  do  all  he  can  in  his  vocation  against  you.  Il 
is  bat  natural  that  he  should  do  so ;  and  so  long  as  he  does  that  without  any  other 
feeling  than  a  public  one,  he  is  not  to  be  condemned," 

*'  Go  on,'*  said  the  president. 

Claude  and  his  friends  felt  an  interest  in  this  man  who,  in  so  critical  a  situation, 
had  the  boldness  to  defend  himself  in  such  a  way.  They  all  three  hoped  that  he 
would  be  spared,  although  if  they  mig^t  judge  by  the  scowling,  angry  counte- 
nances about  them,  they  doubted  it. 

*'  Gro  on.    Go  on  !**  cried  several, 

"  I  will  go  on,"  said  the  man.  "  I  have  told  you  that  it  is  the  duty  of  an 
officer  of  the  police  to  do  what  he  can  in  a  legitimate  way  against  you,  and  at  the 
same  time  that  1  tell  you  all  this,  I  pay  you  the  compliment  of  supposiftg  that 
you  are  all  real,  downright  Englishmen,  and  not  assassins,  I  am  an  officer  of 
police!'' 

The  yell  that  arose  at  this  speech  was  deafening,  and  several  made  a  rush 
forward  towards  the  officer.     Claude  stepped  before  him. 

•*  Hold  !"  he  said.  **  Is  it  a  fact  that  when  this  man  called  you  Englishmen,  it 
was  only  a  piece  of  gross  flafttery  V 

They  shrank  back,  but  a  voice  called  out-* 

"  Death  to  the  spy  ?" 

"Djath— death  !'*  shouted  twenty  others. 

"Not  now,*'  said  Claude,  as  he  held  his  arm  over  the  head  of  the  officer. 
"You  shall  not  in  a  moment  of  passion 'play  the  parts  of  cowards,  and  j  then 
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regret  it  afterwards  when  it  is  past  recalling.    We  will  hear  what  this  man  has 
further  to  say." 

"  Who  are  you  ?"  cried  a  ferocious  looking  fellow  with  a  large  red  lace.  *«  Who, 
are  you  that  comes  here  to  interfere  with  us  :" 

'*  I  am  a  blackbird,  I  believe,"  said  Claude,  "  and  if  you  have  any  desire  to 
know  anything  further  of  me,  I  advise  you  to  come  within  reach  of  my  arm,  that 
is  all." 

**  Oh,  you  can  bully,  can  you  ?'* 

"I  can  threaten  when  I  see  occasion,  and  it  is  [well  for  those  whom  I  do 
threaten  to  take  warning  by  those  threats.*'  ^ 

•*  We  will  soon  seo  about  that/'  mm-'^-''- 

The  fellow  made  a  rush  upon  Claude,  but  the  latter  was  quite  prepared  for 
him,  and  grappled  him  by  the  throat.  The  struggle  that  ensued  was  short  but 
decisive,  for  Claude  threw  his  opponent  on  to  the  middle  of  the  long  table,  with 
a  crash  that  broke  down  a  portion  of  it  and  scattered  the  lights  in  all  directions, 
as  well  as  leaving  the  bully  in  a  state  of  complete  insensibility  upon  the  jSoor,  in 
the  midst  of  the  wreck  which  his  fall  had  occasioned  upon  that  spot. 


CHAPTER  CCLXX. 

THE  CONFEDERATES   ESCAPE   BY   THE    RIVER, 

"Is  there  any  Other  gentleman,"  said  Claude  calmly,  "who  is  inclined  to 
try  his  skill  upon  me,  or  are  we  all  friends  as  we  ought  to  be,  joined  together  in 
one  common  cause  ?  Is  there  any  one  who  suspects  me  of  being  other  than  a 
true  member  of  the  family,  or  that  I,  with  my  reputation  and  my  name,  and  with 
five  hundred  pounds  reward  hanging  over  my  head  for  my  body,  dead  or  alive, 
can  have  any  other  intentions  than  those  in  common  with  all  here  ?" 

This  speech,  with  its  rough  logic,  was  so  much  to  the  purpose,  that  itVas  quite 
impossible  but  that  it  shouldjhave  its  due  effect  upon  those  who  heardiit.  *  It  came, 
too,  from  one  whom  they  were  quite  prepared  to  listen  to  with  respect,  and  the 
exhibition  of  physical  power  that  Claude  Puval  had  so  recently  made  was  not 
without  its  effect  in  his  favour*  jSa^  ^ _^ 

One  voice  cried  out —  *** 

"  Long  live  Claude  Duval !     Hurrah !" 

It  only  wanted  such  an  impulse  as  that,  and  then  all  followed  it,  and  Duval  saw 
at  once  that  he  possessed  a  large  share  of  influence  with  the  strange  assemblage 
around  him.  He  wished  to  use  that  influence,  if  he  possibly  copld,  in  saving  the 
life  of  the  officer. 

This  was  a  task  which  any  one  but  Claude  Duval  might  well  have  shrunk  from 
witn  dismay  ;  but  the  fact  was,  that  he  was  so  much  in  the  habit  of  doing  things 
that  other  people  would  not  attempt,  that  he  did  not  feel  inclined  to  shrink  frow 
this  on^j 

"  My  good  friends,"  he  said,  "  I  understand  that  you  give  me  credit  for 
being,  indeed,  your  friend,  and  I  can  say  that  I  would  risk  my  life  at  any  moment 
rather  than  a  hair  of  the  head  of  any  one  of  you  should  be  injured.  When, 
four  years,  ago  I  came  to  this  place  and  joined  your  fraternity,  1  did  not  do  so 
m  idleness  or  in  sport,  but  I  did  so  in  truth  and  reality,  and  I  look  upon  you  all 
as  my  associates  and  friends.*  f 

"  Hear  !  hear !    That's  it,  Duval.    That's  right  I" 

**  Then  let  as  hear  what  this  man  has  to  say." 

**  Stop  a  bit,"  said  the  cracksman  who  was  in  the  chair.  "  It  is  quite  clear, 
Claude  Duval,  that  the  blackbirds  to-night  will  pay  a  deal  more  attention  to 
what  yeu  say,  than  to  what  I  say,  and  I  don't  at  all  object  to  it,  for  I  admire  your 
eoujage  and  your  talents  as  much  as  anybody  can  do,  so  I  propose  that  you 
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take  the  chair,  and  that  I  leave  it,  when  you  will  not  find  a  more  devoted  friend 
and  adherent  than  Joe  the  Crackanan/' 

*'  That's  right,  Joe,"  cried  some  dozen  or  so  of  voices.  "  That's  a  fine  speech, 
Joe  !  That's  all  right,  old  fellow !  You  woa't  better  that— We  doa^  think  the 
worse  of  you,  old  boy !     Hurrah  for  Joe !" 

Claude  Duval  tried  to  say  something  of  a  deprecatory  character,  but  he  was 
voted  into  the  chair,  and  declared,  for  that  night,  kin|:  of  the  blackbirds,  with  all 
the  honours  usually  given  upon  such  an  occasion. 

Upon  the  whole,  Claude  was  glad  that  he  was  placed  in  such  a  situation.  He 
felt  that  it  gave  him  the  influence  of  authority  as  well  as  that  of  an  individual, 
and  he  hoped  that  it  would  arm  him  with  power  to  prevent  any  act  of  violence 
that  might  be  in  the  contemplation  of  the  more  energetic  portion  of  the  fraternity 
about  him. 

i»  Jack  and  Dick  kept  close  to  him  when  he  was  installed  in  the  chair,  and  after 
the  cheers  had  subsided  that  had  heralded  him  to  it,  he  rose,  and  showed  by  his 
gestures  that  he  had  something  to  say  to  the  rather  motley  assemblage  before 
him. 

All  was  immediately  silent,  and  it  was  quite  clear  from  the  looks  of  the  officer, 
that  from  the  moment  Claude  Duval  was  placed  in  the  chair  he  had  some  hopes 
of  escape  from  the  perplexing  situation  in  which  he  had  placed  himself. 

'•  Good  friends,"  said  Claude,  *'I  wish  that  we  should  all  of  us  hear  out  what 
that  man  has  to  say.     It  is  impossible  we  can  come  to  any  decision  concerning 
him,  without  we  give  him  a  patient  hearing." 
"'  Hear  him  !     Hear  him  I" 

"  Now,  Mr.  Officer,"  said  Claude,  "  what  is  your  name  ?*' 
"  James  Brand !" 

A  groan  and  a  shout  burst  from  the  lips  of  the  blackbirds  as  they  heard  in 
that  name  the  designation  of  one  of  the  most  formidable  and  bold  of  the  Bow 
Street  runners. 

*'  Very  well  ;  you  are  a  bold  man.'* 
**  I  hope  so,"  said  the  officer. 

*'You  need  not  hope  it,  for  you  are  so — that  is  past  a  djubt  ;  and  it  is  a 
quality  that  we  all  rather  admire  than  otherwise ;  but  we  have  our  safety  to  look 
to  before  we  give  way  to  admiration  of  your  bravery ;  so,  now,  what  have  you  to 
Bay  te  us  in  your  self-preservation  ?'' 

"  Not  much,"  said  Brani.  '*  I  knew  very  well  before  I  came  here  that  I  was 
running  a  great  risk,  and  yet  I  do  not  think  you  ought  to  feel  so  very  much  in- 
furiated at  me  as  some  of  you  seem  to  do.  As  I  said  before,  it  is  my  duty  to  do 
what  I  can  to  vindicate  the  law  against  the  law-breakers|;  but  I  would^fain  say 
something  for  the  man  who  brought  me  here,  John  Siokes." 
'*  Hang  him  I"  shouted  several  voices. 

"Do  you  mean  me,  gentlemen,"  said  the  o^cer,  with  the  mo- 1  innocent  look 
in  the  world,  "  or  do  you  mean  my  friend,  Stokes?'' 

It  was  impossible  to  avoid  laughing  at  the  tone  and  manner  in  which  this  ques- 
tion was  put ;  and  Claude,  with  his  friend?,  could  not  but  admiiethe  consummate 
coolness  and  courage  of  a  man  who  was  in  such  really  imminent  danger  as  that 
which  surrounded  the  officer, 
j        "  B.jtii  of  you,"  cried  several. 

i       "  Of),  tisat  is  very  expressive  indeed,''  said  Brand,  **  and  allow  me,  in  the  first 
f  instuiice,  to  tell  you  what  I  can  tell  you  in  excuse  of  this  John   Stokes  ;  as  for 

!  myself,  I  consider  that  I  require  no  further  justification  than  that  I  am  doing  my 
duty ;  and  there  is  notgone  of  you  who,  if  he  had  been  an  officer  and  had  the 
'    courage,  which  I  daresay  you  all  have,  who  would  have  scrupled  to  do  just  as  I 

have  done.    And  now,  regarding  Srokes." 

I       Jo!m  Stoker  was  very  far  from  putting  the  bold   front  upon  the  aflfair  that  the 

I   ofl&cer  did.     It  was  quite  evident  that  l;e  was  oppressed  by  the  most  abject  fear, 

and  that  it  was  as  much  as  he   could   do  to  keep  himself  from  some  very  pitiful 

I   display  of  it.     He  looked  about  him  as  though  he  were  seeking  for  same  face  in 
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which  he  might  see  a  ray'of  compassion ;  but  he  found  none,  and  Claude  was  too 
far  off  to  be  looked  at. 

"  Go  on/'  said  Duval  to  the  officer,  for  he  was  not  a  little  curious  to  hear  what 
he  could  possibly  find  to  say  for  John  Stokes. 

A  *'  I  will  go  on.  This  man,  Stokes,  then,  commitled|a  robbery,  and  was  cauglit. 
He  was  caught  in  the  very  fact,  and  the  proofs  of  the  case  were  so  clear  and 
so  undeniable,  that  it  would  only  have  saved  trouble  if  he  had  hung  himself 
at  once,  for  death  by  the  hangman's  hands  stared  him  in  the  face  next 
sessions." 

"  Yes — oh,  yes,"  stammered  John  Stokes. 

"  Well,  it  was  a  great  point  with  the  magistracy  to  apprehend  the  whole  oi  you 
here  present  calling  yourselves  the  blackbirds.'' 
A  yell  of  execration  interrupted  the  speech. 
*'  Oh,  be  patient,  gentlemen  ;  you  are  not  apprehended  yet." 
•'Confound  the  fellow's  impudence,"  whispered  Dick  to  Claude, 
"  Hear  him  out,"  said  Claude. 

"  No,  gentlemen,  you  are  not  apprehended  yet,"  added  Brand  ;  **  but  an 
offer  was  made  to  this  man,  John  Stokes,  by  the  Secretary  of  State,  an  offer 
bstween  life  and  death — the  cord  or  liberty.  He  was  ||offered  his  freedom, 
and  a  sum  of  money  to  go  to  a  foreign  country  with,  if  he  would  betray 
you  all." 

"  Hang  him  ! — hang  him  !" 

*'  Now,  gentlemen,  consider,  what  was  poor  J^hn  Stokes  to  do  ?  If  he  refused, 
we  would  assuredly  have  hung  him  ;  if  he  consented,  he  had  the  chance  of  saving 
himself;  so,  upon  the  principle  of  self-preservation,  John  Stokes  was  right  to 
bring  me  here  to-night." 

"  Curse  the  impudence  of  that  fellow,"  said  Dick. 

*'  It  is  cool,'*  said  Claude,  **  and  yet  I  like  the  fellow  for  it.  I  never  could 
have  supposed  that  there  was  such  a  mau  in  the  police." 

♦'  Nor  I,"  said  Jack,  *'  and  I  should  be  very  sorrow  if  he  were  to  be  murdered 
in  this  place  to-night." 

"He  shall  not  be,"  said  Claude,  in  a  low  voice,  "if  I  can  possibly 
help  it." 

The  officer  ceased  speaking,  and  then  Claude,  turning  to  John  Stokes, 
said — 

"  Is  all  that  true  that  Brand  has  stated  ?" 

*'  It  is,"  gasped  Stokes.  "  Oh,  spare  my  life  !— Have  mercy  upon  me  !— It 
will  do  you  no  good  to  kill  me." 

'*  Silence !     You  will  do  yourself  no  good  by  entreaties  of  this  kind." 
"  There  is   one  thing,"  added  Brand,  *'  that  I  may  tell    you,  and  that  is,  that 
I  am  as  ignorant   of  the  way  into  this  place  as  I  was  before.     My  eyes  were 
blindfolded  as   I  was   brought   in  here,  and  I  know  no  more  than  I  did  before, 
namely  that  there  is  such  a  place." 

"  How  was  that  ?"  said  Claude  ;  *'' were  his  eyes  blindfolded." 
'•Yes,"  said  Long  Will.  "Tom  was  suspicious  of  any  friend  of  John  Stokes's, 
so  he  did  so  as  a  matter  of  precaution." 

"  Well,"  said  Claude,  **  perhaps,   as  you   are  so  candid,  Mr,  Brand,  you  will 
tell  me  what  was  the  use  of  the  copper  ball  you  had  in  your  possession  ?"j 
Brand  was  silent. 
"Will you  answer?'* 

*'  I  hardly  know  what  answer  to  say  to  yon,"  he  said,  at  length.  "Life  is  as 
sw  et  to  me  as  it  is  t©  most  folks,  and  I  think  that  you  ought  to  make  a  bargain 
with  me,  that  if  I  do  you  all  a  good  turn,  you  will  allow  me  to  go  in  peace  from 
you  this  time." 

"No — no  !"  cried  almost  every  one.  "  Hang  him  !— hang  him  !" 
*'  Hush  1"  said  Claude.     "  I  think   you  are  all   too  precipitate.     It  is  possible 
enough  that  to  save  his  own  life.  Brand  may  give  us  raluable  information." 
"  That  is  just  what  I  am  willing  to  do,"  said  the  officer.      .. 
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*•  And  my  life,  too,"  howled  John  Stokes.  „   , .  ,  ,.^  ^,  ^,    } 

*'  Oh,  hold  your  tongue/'  said  Brand  ;  **  nobody  will  think  your  life  woitb  the  < 

taking  ;  don't  make  that  hideous  noise."  j     u* ' 

Claude  bit  his  lips  to  keep  himself  from  Jaughing,  and  then,  as  he  saw   doubt  ■ 

and  hesitation    upon   the   faces  of  the  blackbirds,   he  seized  the  opportunity  of 

endeavouring  to  turn  them  in  the  direction  he  wished  >hem  to  go.  ? 
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'     •*  Let  me  beg  of  you  all  to  consider,"  he  said,  "  that  your  own  preservation  is  «f , 
much  more  importance  than  the    gratification  of  a  blind  r.venge  against  Bra*!,    I 
■who,  setting  aside  the  fact  that  he  certainly  is  oar  enemy,  is  a  maa^whom  we  may  I 
all  respect  for  his  bold  and  straightforward  conduct." 


No.  143. 
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Some  munnurs  of  disapprobation  came  from  the  l)lackbirds,  but  Claude  would 
aot  notice  them,  and  continued  speaking, 

"  We  ought  to  look  to  ourselves,  and  I  think  that  we  might  safely  make  a 
conditional  promise  to  Mr.  Brand,  that  if  his  information  be  of  great  importance  to 
us,  we  will  Jet  him  go  free." 

''  No— no! » 

'*  Oh,  pause  before  yoa  say  no,'*  cried  Claude.  *'  You  are  men,  not  fiends. 
You  have  good  sense  about  you,  if  you  like  to  appeal  to  it.  What  has  this 
officer  done  that  I,  and  you,  and  all  of  us,  would  not  have  done  had  we  been  in 
his  situation  V* 

The  bJackbirds  were  silent. 

•^'Listen  to  me,  all  of  you,"  said  Brand.  "  I  will  put  faith  in  your  generosity,  I 
don't  think  that  there  is  one  among  you  who  thirsts  for  my  blood ;  but  I  don't 
expect  you  will  let  me  off  for  nothing.  I  will,  however,  do  you  all  such  a  favour, 
then,  if  there  is  a  grateful  feeling  in  any  of  your  hearts,  you  will  reply  to  it  by 
giving  me  myLjerty.  I  will  trust  you  with  the  secret  that  will  save  you  all,  and  i| 
that  if  you  like  to  murder  me,  the  infjua>y  of  the  deed  be  upon  your  own  heads." 

It  would  be  quite  impossible  by  any  language  to  convey  ^e  tone  and  manner  in 
which  these  words  were  spoken.  They  were  boldness  itself,  and  yet  there  was 
nothing  at  all  arragont  in  them,  or  in  any  way  defiant  or  offensive.  They  made  a 
very  decidedly  favourable  impression  upon  all  who  heard  them, 

"  Speak  on/'  said  Claude,  "  we  will  hear  yon  ;  and  if  it  will  be  any  encourage- 
ment to  you,  J  will  tell  you,  that  you  are  adopting  the  only  course  that  I  think 
can  have  the  effect  of  saving  you." 

"  You  are  a  good  authority,"  said  Brand,  "and  so  I  will  tell  you  at  once,  all 
of  you,  that  there  is  a  plan  oh  foot  to  arrest  every  one  of  you  to-nigkt." 

An  uneasy  movement  pervaded  the  assemblage. 

*iThe  particulars  of  that  plan  I  will  explain  to  you  so  far  as  will  enable  you 
to  escape  its  action.  There  are  now,  by  this  time,  concealed  about  the  streets 
a  hundred  well-armed  men.     Do  not  start.     They  will  remain  quite  quiet  yet." 

Several  of  the  black  birds  looked  very  uneasy  indeed. 

*^' What  I  tell  you  is  strictly  true,*'  added  Brand.  "The  little  percussion 
copper  ball  that  you  took  from  me,  would  by  no  means  have  been  very  mischiev- 
ous if  it  had  exploded,  but  it  would  make  a  tremendous  noise.  It  was  intended  to 
go  off  in  this  place.** 

*;  What  then  ?»  said  Claude. 

*'  1  will  tell  you.  If  I  had  been  duly  elected  a  brother  blackbird,  I  should 
have  counted  how  many  of  you  were  here  present,  and  then  I  should  have  taken 
the  first  plausible  opportunity  of  leaving,  which,  probably,  youwould  have  enabled 
me  to  do  freely .»'m 

"Surely,  yes.'* 

f*  And  with  ray  eyes  not  blindfolded.  Well,  when  I  got  out  into  the  arches 
beyond  here,  I  should  have  cast  down  the  copper  ball  and  exploded  it.  That 
would  have  been  the  signal  for  the  men  in  ambush  to  rush  to  this  spot  withlij|ht8, 
and  every  possible  means  of  overcoming  all  opposition,  and  I  should  then,  too, 
have  been  in  a  position  to  guide  them  to  this  apartment,  if  it  can  be  called  such." 

The  blackbixds  looked  at   each  other  with  constCTnation  and  surprise.    Some 
were  incredulous  of  the  fact. 
I   *'  You  surely  believe  it  ?"  said  Brand, 

*a  do,"  said  Claude  Duval. 
t  "  And  I,"  said  Dick  Tm^jin. 

**  And  I,"  said  Sixteen-string  Jack. 

**  Gentlemen,  I  thank  you  for  giving  credence  to  me,  and  it  vnll  be  well  if 
others  do  the  same,  for  it  will  be  the  only  means  by  which  they_can  be  saved." 

"  How  do  you  make  that  out  ?"  cried  one. 

"  This  way,"  said  Mr.  Brand,  as  he  very  coolly  took  out  his  watch  and 
consuhed  it.  "  I  make  it  twenty  minutes  to  three  exactly.  What  do  you  say, 
gentlemen?" 


/ 
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"  Right !  right !'  cried  several. 

«*  What  of  that  ?"  said  Claude.    ''  Go  on,  Mr.  Brand.' ' 

*'  Very  well,  then.  Of  course  it  was  not  likely  to  escape  the  calculation  of  those 
who  requested  me  to  come  upon  this  expedition  that  something  might  happen  to 
rae  to  prevent  me  from  giving  the  signal  at  all,  and  in  that  case  it  was  agreed 
that  a  vigorous  attack  was  to  be  made  upon  this  place  as  three  o'clock  struck  by 
the  church  in  the  street  yonder,  so  that,  you  see,  that  you  have  all  of  you 
just  twenty  minutes  to  get  comfortably  away  in,  and  to  save  yourselves." 

Everybody  rose  now  in  disorder,  and  as  everybody  began  to  say  something  at 
once,  it  was  no  easy  matter  to  know  what  they  would  be  about.  Claude  raised 
his  voice  above  the  din  anu  said — 

*'  Silence !  Those  who  wish  to  perish  will  cqntinu  this  tumult — those  who 
would  save  themselves  will  be  still, 

"  That's  right,'*  said  Bland." 

Every  voice  was  hushed  upon  the  instant, 
S,"  Hark  you  all,"  said  Claude.    *'  I  think  that  Brand  has  nobly  redeemed  his 
promise.    He  has  given  us  information  that  is  of  the  utmost  importance  to  us  ; 
and  considering  such,  I  propose  that  he  be  let  go  free." 

'*No!— no!" 

*'  Oh,  consider  all  of  you.  It  would  be  not  only  a  criminal  act,  but,  to  my 
thinking,  it  would  be  a  base  act  to  take  his  life." 

'*  Hang  him  ! — hang  him  !"  cried  all  the  voices,  with  the  exception  of  a  very 
few,  indeed. 

*'  No,"  shouted  Claude,  *'  it  must  not,  and  shall  not  be  !  If  you  reach  that 
man  to  take  his  life,  it  shall  first  be  over  my  dead  body.  I  will  not  sit  here  and 
see  a  brutal  murder  done." 


■^'  CHAPTER  CCLXXr. 

CLAUDE    FINDS  THAT   BRAND    CAN    RE    ORATKFUL* 

The  feelings  of  Claude  were  wound  up  to  such  a  pitch  by  the  brutal  designs 
of  the  blackbirds  to  kill  the  officer,  after  he  had  really  given  such  information 
to  them,  that,  heedless  of  what  might  possibly  be  the  personal  consequences  to 
himself,  he  made  a  rush  as  he  spoke  right  along  the  whole  length  of  the  table  in 
the  centre  of  the  ken,  and  jumped  down  to  the  floor  at  the  other  end  of  it  close 
to  Brand. 

Dick  and  Jack  followed  his  example. 

"  Now,"  shouted  Claude,  in  his  clear  manly  voice,  while  the  colour  heightened 
upon  his  cheek,  "now,  who  will  side  with  me  and  with  justice  ?  Who  will  be 
barve  enough  to  do  what  is  right  as  well  as  what  is  wise,  al«ng  with  Claude 
Duval  ?" 

*•  And  with  Dick  Turpin  too,"  cried  Dick. 

*'  And  wtih  Sixteen-string  Jack,"  said  Jack. 

«  I — I—I,"  shouted  some  eight  or  ten  of  the  blackbirds,  and  then  there  arose 
a  loud  shout  from  the  whole  of  them,  for  those  who  still  had  the  wish  to  put 
Brand  to  death,  found  that  they  were  in  a  small  minority,  and  that  they  would 
have  no  chance  of  carrying  their  point  now  against  Claude  Duval  andjhis  adherents, 

"That's  all  settled,  then,"  said  Claude,  "  and  I  admire  you  all  for  so  settliftg 
it.  Mr.  Brand,  you  are  free;  but  you  will  not  make  so  bad  a  use  of  that  frc]»- 
dom  as  to  play  us  false,  I  am  sure." 

"I  will  go  with  you,"  said  Brand,  "  until  you  are  out  of  danger,  and  tha 
you  will  be  quite  at  ease  upom  that  poiRt." 

Nothing  could  be  very  w4l  more  judicious  than  this  proposal,  as  it  at  oiii«e 
put  an  end  to  all  fears  upon  the  parts  even  of  the  most  suspicious  regarding  the 
good  faith  of  Brand. 
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"  That  is  all  right,"  said  Claude  Duvai ;  "  and  now  you  all  of  you  know  better 
Tshat  to  do  than  we,  so  let  us  foilow  you  at  once." 

At  this  moment,  one  of  the  scouts  who  had  been  sent  forth  to  osake    inquiries 
concerning  the  horses  of  our  adventurers  entered,   and  coming  up  to  Claude,  he 
said  in  a  low  tone — 
,    "News  of  your  cattle,  Claude  Duval." 

"•Ah,  have  you?" 

*'  Yes;  you  will  find  the  exact  address  where  they  are  written  upon  this  little 
sKp  of  paper." 
11       "A  thousand  thanks,"  said  Claude,  as  he  took  the  slip  of  paper,   folded  up 

tl    is  it  was,  and  placed  it  in  his  pocket. 
I       The  blackbirds  had  now  begun  to  stir  themselves  in  earnest  to  leave  the  old 
V   ien,  and  by  the  general  agreement  of  various  watches   that  were  produced,  it 
|i   -was  tolerably  evident  that   only  ten  minutes  remained  for  tnem  to  evacuate  the 
t.    place  in, 

I •       *'  What  course  will  you  adopt  ?"  said  Claude.      **  Recollect  that  we  cannot 
Jeave  as  we  came  in.     There  is  an  armed  force  there." 

"The  river!— 'The  river!"  cried  half  a  dozen  voices.     "We  must  all  leave 
iy^the  river." 
''*'  Good,"  said  Claude.     "I  think,  with  you,  that  it  is  the  only  chance," 
The  proceedings  of  the  blackbirds  were  now  tolerably  quick.     In  the  first 

iylace  they  got,  without  much  ceremony,  from  the  pockets  of  Mr.  Brand,  the 
©flScer,  a  pair  of  handcuffs,  which  they  placed  upon  the  wrists  of  John  Stokes, 
■and  it  was  tolerably  evident  that,  notwithstanding  the  immiiient  character  of  the 
dangers  that  beset  them,  they  did  not  intend  to  let  him  go. 

*' You  will  spare  him  now  ?"  said  Brand. 
^   *'  You  mind  your  own  business,"  replied  one   who  was   active  in    the  aflair, 
**  Claude  Duval  has  got  you  eff,  end  that's  enough  for  you. ' 
Brand  was  silent. 

There  could  be  no  sort  of  dcubt  upon  the  mind  of  the  officer  but  that  he 
TTOuld.  have  been  sacrificed  to  the  fury  of  the  thieves  if  it  had  not  been 
■Jot  Claude  Duval's  presence  there,  and  the  extraordinary  influence  which  he 
joanagcd  to  exercise  over  the  party. 

We  shall  see  whether  such  a  favour  from  Duval  to  the  officer  awakened  any 
corresponding  sensations  in  his  breast. 

It  was  curious  now  for  Claude  and  Dick  and  Jack,    to   notice  the   dexterity 

|;    with  which   the   blackbirds  acted.     Both  Jack  and  Claude  knew  that  there  was 

!    another  way  of  getting  out  of  the  ken  than  by  the  route  they  kad    taken    to   get 

5mo  it,  but  Dick  did  not,  he  was  too  lately   initiated  into  the    society  to  have  re- 

««ived  that  information. 

Immediately  behind  the  elevated  seat — indeed,  the  seat  was  placed  apon  the 
•?able — upon  which  Joe  the  Cracksman  had  sat,  and  into  which  Claude  had  been 
Deducted  upon  his  merits,  the  wall  of  the  ken  seemed  to  be  constructed  of 
jather  roughly  put  together  wainscoting;  and  now  two    of  the    blackbirds  who 

g    "Kere  good  workmen  approached  it,  and  had  down  one  of  the    long   panels   in   a 

li    moment. 

I'       Another  and  another  of  the  panels  were  removed,   and  then  when  the  whole 

J;    space  was  nearly  open,  there  appeared  a  room,  which  had  evidently  been  built  by 

f    "workmen  who  knew  their  trade. 

ll,       "What  place  is  that?"  said  Dick  to  Jack. 

\l       *■  That  is  a  house,"  said  Jack,  "  that  stands  upon  the  banks    of  the   river.     It 

il   5s  empty,  but  it  is  rented  by  one  of  the  blackbirds,  who  now  and  then  makes  a 

ishow  of  living  in  it.     It  commands  a  direct   course  to  the  water   side,  and  there 
;    is  a  little  quay  specially  belonging  to  it." 
|i       "  That  is  capital." 

sf       *"  Well,  it  is  not  altogether  the  wors^"-  pliCe  inthe  world.  But  scej  they  are  going 
^   iast  !" 
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*'  How  will  they  get  off  when  they  get  to  the  river  side  ?" 
**  Oh,  there  are  short  of  forty  of  them  altogether,  and  they  will  easily  enough 
get  away,     A  few  boats  that  they  can  hail  will  take   them   off,  and  they  have  a 
desire  to  avoid  observation." 

•'  They  would  need  to  have  one." 
"  You  shall  see." 

"  Come  on,"  said  Claude,  at  this  moment ;  "  we  shall  be  late." 
The  three  friends  were  nearly  the  last  to  leave  the  ken.  The  officer,  Mr. 
Brand,  had" gone  away  the  first,  for  he  had  been  carefully  looked  to  by  four  of  the 
blackbirds,  who  contrived  pretty  well  to  keep  around  him  in  such  a  way,  that  any 
attempt  to  escape  from  them  would  be  utterly  fruitless.  The  officer  did  not 
appear  to  be  at  all  put  out  of  humour  by  this  species  of  surveillance.  Ke  felt 
that,  situated  as  he  was,  it  was  of  no  use  to  object  to  anything,  and  that  tbere  was 
likewise  abundance  of  room  to  have  a  little  suspicion  of  him. 

Brand,  in  the  whole  affair,  acted  evidently  upon  the  most  philosophical  prlnci« 
pies.  He  was  determined  to  save  his  own  life  if  he  could  ;  and  as  he,  no  doubt, 
considered  that  he  would  be  much  more  useful  as  an  officer  for  the  future  alive 
than  dead,  he  considered  that  the  present  escape  of  the  blackbirds  was  quite  a 
minor  evil  in  comparison  to  his  being  knocked  on  the  head,  which,  by  the  by, 
would  still  not  have  prevented  their  escape  at  all. 
He  was  a  clever  man,  that  Brand. 

The  same  number  of  blackbirds  likewise  attended  upon  Joha  Stokes,  although 
in  the  state  of  abject  terror  that  that  individual  was  in,  one  would  have  been 
quite  sufficient ;  but  they  thought  that  it  was  probably  quite  as  well  to  make 
assurance  doubly  sure,  so  they  did  him  the  honour  of  giving  him  a  good  guard. 

The  hour  at  which  the  attack  was  to  be  made  upon  the  place  was  now  fearfully^ 
near  at  hand,  and  Claude  Duval  thought  that  yet  there  might  be  some  catas- 
trophe. 

After  passing  through  the  room  that  was  immediately  behind  the  ken,  the  wall 
was  put  up  ao;ain  with  great  dexterity,  and  if  it  looked  as  well  upon  what  may 
be  called  the  ken-side  of  it  as  it  had  done  before  it  was  taken  down,  the  officers^ 
who  should  come  into  the  place  might  well  be  deceived  into  the  idea  that  there 
was  no  other  outlet?  from  the  place  than  that  by  which  they  had  managed  to 
enter  it. 

It  was  Joe  the  Cracksman  who  appeared  to  know  exactly  the  route  to  pursue, 
for  he  took  the  lead,  and  every  now  and  then  he  kept  crying  out — 

"  This  way,  blackbirds.  This  way.  Follow  me.  This  v/ay,  blackbirds,  and 
all  will  be  right  1" 

One,  and  one  only,  carried  a  light,  which  shed  a  lurid  and  strange  flickering 
glare  upon  the  mouldy  walls  of  the  old  deserted  house  that  they  were  passing 
through. 

Claude  counted  no  less  than  five  rooms  that  they  made  their  way  through, 
before  a  gush  of  cold  damp  air  toU  him  that  they  must  be  close  to  the  bani-.  of 
the  river.     Then  Joe  the  Cracksman  called  out — 

"  Silence,  noble  blackbirds  !     Here  we  are.     Half  a  dozen  steps  more  takes 
us  to  the  quay.     We  must  get  off  cautiously." 
"  The  flag,"  said  one. 
«'  Yes,  I  will  not  forget  the  flag." 
"  What  the  deuce  do  they  mean  by  that  ?''  said  Dick. 

*'  I  don't  know,"  said  Claude.     '*  It  is  some  new  device  that  I  know  nothing 
of,  but  you  may  depend  it  is  all  right." 
"  I  can  tell  you,"  said  Jack. 

Just  as  Jack  was  upcn  the  point  of  giving  to   Claude  and  Dick  the    required 
information,  a  loud  shoHt  from  the  direction  of  the  ken   that  they  had  just  left 
came  upon  their  ears,  and  then  there  was  a  discharge  of  fire-arms. 
'*  Ah,"  said  Jack,  "  the  officers  have  made  the  attack." 
"They  have,  indeed." 
"I  told  you  so,"  said  a  voice  close  to  Claude,  and  he  recognised  it  as  the  voice 
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ef  Brand  the  officer,  although  it  was  too  dark  where  they  stood  for  him  to  be 
seen. 

**  Yes,"  said  Claude,  **  you  spoke  the  truth.* 

*'  There  was  no  good  to  be  done  in  any  other  way.* 

**  I  quite  agree  with  you  there." 

"  The  fa«t  is,  that  they  were  more  likely  to  be,  from  their  impatience,  a  few 
minutes  before  their  time  than  after  it,  and  I  would  advise  our  friends,  the  black* 
birds  here,  to  get  away  as  fast  as  they  can,  for  disappointment  will,  perhaps,  in- 
duce those  who,  by  this  time,  are  in  the  ken,  to  puraue  their  inquiries  a  little 
further,  and  a  fight  in  the  dark  here  would  just  be  a  scene  of  the  most  horrible 
slaughter." 

-.  "  You  are  right,"  said  Claude,     *'  What  are  they  doing  now  upon  the  river- 
side, I  wonder?" 

"  It's  all  right,"  said  a  strange  voice.  "  Joe  is  getting  the  boats — ah,  here  he 
comes." 

A  shrill  whistle  at  this  moment  sounded  upon  the  night  air,  and  thea  there 
came  the  strange  imitation  of  the  notes  of  the  blackbird,  which  were  the  private 
call  or  pass  note  of  the  association.  Directly  the  sound  came  upon  the  ears  of 
those  around  Claude  and  his  friends,  they  began  to  move  silently  towards  the 
banks  of  the  river,  Claude  followed,  and  in  a  few  seconds  they  were  all  by  the 
side  of  the  stream. 

Fortunately  for  the  blackbirds,  it  was  high  water. 

How  they  had  procured  the  boats  it  is  hard  to  say.  It  is  only  just  possible 
that  they  had  managed — at  that  dull  hour,  when  no  one  was  upon  the  look  out — 
lo  steal  them  Irom  a  rather  popular  landing-place  that  was  in  the  immediate 
neighbourhood  ;  but  be  this  as  it  may,  boats  they  had. 

The  Thames  wherries  have  only  of  late  years  been  such  little  miserable  things 
as  they  are.  As  time  rolls  on  they  will  be  quite  extinct,  for  now  it  is  a  thing  ©f 
foolish  temerity  to  venture  upon  the  bosom  of  the  stream  in  a  boat  not  much 
more  secure  than  a  cockle  shell,  where  steamers  are  crossing  and  re-crossing  in 
all  possible  directions. 

The  boats  that  were  by  the  bank  now,  and  into  which  the  blackbirds  silently 
made  their  way,  were  of  a  good  size,  and  would  very  well  hold  from  twelve  to 
fourteen  persons  each,  so  that  three  of  them  did  very  well  for  the  whole  party 
with  a  little  crowding. 


CHAPTER  CCLXXII. 

THE    FRO&RESS  DOWN  THE    RIVER,    AND    THE   POLICE-GALLEY. 

The  blackbirds  went  apparently  upon  the  principle  of  placing  the  most  pre- 
cious freight  all  in  one  boat ;  for  in  the  first  boat  of  the  little  squadron  there  was 
Claude^^Duval,  and  there  was  Jack  and  Dick,  and  Brand  the  officer,  and  John 
Stokes  the  treacherous  blackbird,  who  may  be  considered  to  have  brought  all  this 
danger  upon  them. 

In  the  two  other  boats,  which  kept,  as  Claude  thought,  very  inconsiderately 
close  to  the  first  one,  were  the  other  blackbirds. 

As  they  pushed  off  from  the  little  landing-place,  that  belonged  very  especially 
to  the  house  at  the  river  bank,  the  early  light  of  the  dawn  was  just  visible,  and 
if  it  had  not  been  that  there  was  a  light  kind  of  fog  upon  the  river,  no  doubt 
objects  would  have  been  visible  tolerably  plainly.  The  fog  or  mist,  however,  got 
whiter  and  whiter  every  moment,  so  that  it  was  quite  evident  that  it  would 
soon^clear  off,  and  then  the  daylight  would  be  upon  and  about  them  rather  sud- 
denly. 

*'  The  flag,"  said  Joe  the  Cracksman,  ^'now  for  the  flag." 
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**  Yes,  Joe,  all  right;  here  it  is." 
'  "  What  can  be  the  meaning  of  this,  Jack !"  said  Claude ;  *'  you  were  going  to 
tell  us  "when  we  were  interrupted." 

'*  Why,  the  fact  of  it  it,"  said  Jack,  "  the  flag  is  Tery  religious.'* 

"Religious?" 

■*  Yes.  It  is  a  common  custom  at  this  time  of  the  year  for  various  religious 
sects  to  go  upon  water  parties  on  the  river,  and  they  generally  carry  a  flag  with 
them,  with  the  name  of  their  sect  or  society  upon  it ;  and  sing  hymns  as  they  go 
along.  The  River  Police  don't  at  all  interfere  with  them,  and  our  friends  the 
blackbirds  being  provided  against  such  an  emergency  as  this,  put  on  her  such  a 
flag,  and  I  shouldn't  be  at  ^  surprised  if  they  burst  into  a  hymn." 

"  Well,"  said  Claude,  "  it  is  rather  a  clever  trick." 

"  It  will  answer,  too.'* 

Brand  laughed. 

"  What  do  you  think  of  all  this,  Mr.  Brand  ?'  added  Claude. 

•«  Well,  to  tell  the  truth,  I  don't  like  it." 

"  How  do  you  mean  ?'' 

**  Why,  I  cannot  shut  my  eyes  to  it,  and  I  feel  that  I  have  no  right  to  know 
it,  since  it  is  by  accident  that  it  ail  coraes  to  my  knowledge,  you  see ;  and  if  I  were 
to  make  use  of  this  information,  it  would  not,  to  my  thinking,  seem  like  fair 
play." 

"You  are  an  honourable  fellow,  Brand." 

"  I  try  to  be  so,  Claude  Duval,  aad  I  can  safely  say  this  nauch/tbat  I  will  not, 
if  I  can  possibly  help  it,  take  any  sort  of  advantage  of  the  little  secrets  that 
have  come  to  my  knowledge  this  night." 
«•"  You  are  quite  right.     Good  God,  what  is  that  ?'* 

**  The  hymn,"  said  Jack. 

Two  dozen  of  the  blackbirds  had  at  this  moment  tried  th«ir  sweet  voices  at  a 
hymn  ;  and  although  there  were  some  among  them  {who  could  really  sing  very 
well,  the  effect  upon  the  whole  was  very  ludicrous,  for  Hot  even  the  conviction 
that  they  were  all  in  the  most  ijprainent  danger  could  induced  them  to  execute 
the  hymn  with  that  steadiness  and  gravity  that  it  required. 

"Really,"  said  Claude,  "that  hymn,  or  pretended  hymn,  is  the  most  execrable 
thing  I  have  heard  for  a  long  time." 

"  It  is  foolish,"  said  Jack ;  **  they  had  better,  by  all  means,  leave  it  alone,  than 
bring  it  out  in  the  manner  they  d«." 

Jack  gave  this  opinion  aloud,  so  that  it  soon  spread  over  the  boat ;  but  it  had  no 
effect,  except  to  cause  some  laughing,  and  the  hymn  was  sung  right  through, 
notwithstanding  all  the  disapprobation  with  which  it  was  regarded  by  those  who 
were  keenly  alive  to  the  danger  of  the  position  in  which  the  boats,  with  their 
closely  packed  living  freights,  were. 

Suddenly,  as  if  by  magic,  the  white  mist  that  had  been  upon'the  surface  of  the 
river  rolled  off,  leaving  the  water  bright  and  clear,  for  the  Thames  was  in  not 
qnite  so  bad  a  state  then  as  it  is  now.  There  were  not  so  many  abominations 
upon  the  banks  of  it,  and  you  might  go  from  Blackfriars  Bridge  up  to  Chelsea 
every  day  without  being  poisoned  by  the  horrid  stenches  on  the  Surry-side,  where 
certainly  all  kinds  of  abominations  exist. 

The  day-light  had  made  some  progress  now,  and  although  the  boats  were  in  the 
centre  of  the  river,  as  nearly  as  possible,  they  coald  see  the  bank  upon  either  side 
quite  plainly. 

But  in  addition  to  the  bank,  they  could  see  a  large  galley,  with  eight  oarsmen  in 
her,  and  about  half  a  dozen  well-armed  men  likewise,  lazily  creeping  along  with 
the  tide. 

«  What  is  that  r"  said  Claude. 

*'  A.  police-galley,"  said  Brand, 

The  words  "  Police-galley"  were  not  spoken  very  loudly,  but  still  they  reached 
the  ears  of  every  one  in  the  boat,  and  created  a  little  consternr^tion. 
jj      "Strike  up  another  hymn,"  said  Joe  the  Cracksman. 
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"  No — no,"  said  Claude,  **  Allow  me,  with  all  deference,  to  suggest  that  you  do 
no  such  thing !" 

«*  Why  not,  Duval  ?" 

*'  The  chant  is  so  dire  a  performance,  that  I  am  confident  it  could  not  possibly 
deceive  any  one  who  had  ever  heard  a  hymn  in  their  lives  before  ;  so  it  is  better 
left  alone." 

"  Oh,  you  don't  know  how  we  can  do  it.  We  have  practised  it.  That  was  only 
a  joke  ;  but  now  that  it  is  necessary,  I  assure  you  we  can  do  the  real  thing,  as 
you  shall  hear,  if  you  will  be  so  good  as  to  listen  to  us  at  all  as  we  smg  it." 
**  Of  course  I  will,  and  if  I  am  mistaken  in  the  matter,  pray  pardon  me.'* 
•*  No  offence,  Claude  Duval.  It's  all  right.  I  don't  wonder  at  your  saying 
what  you  did.  Now  brothers"— here  Joe  the  Cracksman  imitated,  in  a  most  ex- 
quisite manner,  the  twang  of  the  conventicle.  **  Now,  brothers,  raise  the  flag 
and  sing  the  hundred  and  fourth  hymn,  if  you  please.  Now  begin,  and  confound 
the  scoffers  and  the  mockers." 

The  flag,  which  was  held  by  two  persons  in  the  stern  of  the  boat,  and  upon 
which  was  painted  the  words  *'  Lambs  of  the  Fold,"  was  quietly  waved  to  and 
fro,  and  the  hymn  begun. 

Claude  Duval  was  astonished  !  Nothing  could  be  sung  better,  or  with  more 
devotional  grace  than  that  hymn.  Tliere  was  not  a  smile  upon  any  one's  face, 
nor  a  wrong  note  uttered.     All  was  excellent  and  harmonious. 

The  police  galley  was  brought  to,  and  it  was  evident  that  the  officers  on  board 
of  it  were  regarding  the  three  boats  wiih  their  full  contents  with  great  curiosity. 

**Do  you  think  they  will  be  deceived?"  whispered  Claude  to  Brand  the 
officer. 

*'  Likelv  enough.    The  hymn  is  beautiful." 
"It  is, 'indeed." 

**  And  the  flag  is  just  the  thing.    There  is  only  one  danger.'* 
*'  What  is  that  (" 

*'  It  is  that  the  poliee.galley  should  come  so  close  as  to  see  that  neither  the 
countenances  nor  the  costume  of  your  friends,  the  blackbirds,  are  farourabU  to 
the  assumption  of  their  pious  character.'* 

"That  is  true;  but  see,  they  just  rest  upon  their  oars  to  see  us  pass  as  a 
matter  of  curiosity,  and  they  don't  seem  disposed  to  take  any  further  notice 
:of  ,us." 

"  I  own  it  looks  like  it.  They  shan't  see  me,  if  I  can  help  it.^  I  said  I  would 
do  the  best  I  could  for  you  all,  and  I  will  keep  my  word.'' 

With  thit,  Brand  look  a  white  pocket-handkerchief  from  his  pocket  and  tied 
it  round  the  lower  part  of  his  face.  He  then  took  off  his  hat,  and  in  some  in- 
describable manner  squeezed  it  and  worked  it  about  for  a  few  moments  until  he 
had  made  it  quite  a  diffeient  shape,  and  when  he  put  it  ou,  no  one  could  have 
known  him  for  the  same  roan. 

''  You  are  good  at  disguises,"  said  Claude. 

'^  It  is  part  of  my  business.  But  here  comes  the  police  galley — I  thought  that 
all  was  not  quite  right,  by  the  whimpering  of  her  crew." 


CHAPTER  CCLXXIIL 

DETAILS    FURTHER   AOVENTURES^AND    PERILS    ON    THE    THAMES, 

It  was  quite  clear  now,  that  the  galley  with  the  police  on  board  it  was  making 
way  towards  the  three  boats. 

**  Steady,"  said  Joe  the  Cracksman  in  a  low  tone.  "  Steady,  blackbirds — give 
them  another  hyuin." 

The  hymn  that  they  had  been  singing  was  duly  finished,  and  a  pause  had  taken 
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pUce  ; 

1  -.-U   „, 

but  now,  in  obedience  to  the  command  oF  Joe,  who  was  evidently  held  in 

Of  course,  nothing  could  have  been  more  indiscreet  than  for  the  three  loat* 
:with  the  blackbirds  in  tkem  to  have  made  any  effort  to  escape  from  the  officers, 
for  that  would  not  only  have  been  most  futile, 'loaded  as  they  were,  but  would  at 
•  once  have  cngenderid  suapicioa  if  there  were  none  ;  and  if  there  were  only  aslight 


Ic,  :4-'. 
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stispicion,  wcmld  have  converted  it  into  the  certainty  that  something  was 
amiss.  { 

-  They  steadily  pursued  their  track,  and  as  the  police-galley  was  well  manned,  a 
very  few  moments  indeed  sufficed  to  bring  it  close  up  to  the  three  large  boats  with 
the  blackbirds  in  them. 

*'  Hilloa !"  cried  an  officer  from  the  galley.    *'  Boats-ahoi  !" 

"  Go  on  with  the  hymn,"  whimpered  Joe. 

"  Silenee,  there,  with  your  bawling,"  cried  the  officer  again.  *'  You  can  sing 
your  hymns  another  time,  if  it's  all  the  same  to  you."  ^ 

The  hymn  at  this  moment  came  naturally  to  a  close,  and  the  last  notes  of  it 
died  away  very  sweetly  on  the  water. 

**  Hilloa  I"  cried  the  officer  again.    "  Do  you  hear,  stupids  ?" 

"What  do  you  want,  sinners  P"  said  Joe  the' Cracksman,  in  his  capital  voice  in 
imitation  of  the  aocredited  twang  of  a  fanatical  preacher.    "  What  do  you  want, ! 
sinners  ?'*  j 

*'  Sinners  be  hanged!'*  said  the  officer.  "  I  daresay  you  are  as  great  sinners  as  ' 
other  people  !     But  come,  no^ ,  what  do  vou  call  yourselves  ?'*  I 

"Lambs  of  the  Fold!"  "  ^ 

**  Lambs  of  the  Fold  ?  Well;  I  can't  understand  a  bit  of  what  that  means,  but  ] 
if  you  understand  it,  it's  all  light,  I  daresay.  Have  you  seen  any  suspicious ! 
characters  on  the  river  ?"  j 

"  Do  you  mean  in  a  spiritual  sense,  or  in  a  worldly  sense  ?"  said  Joe,  with  i 
such  admirable  gra\'ity,  that  it  was  as  much  as  Claude  Duval  could  pdssibly  do  j 
to  keep  himself  serious. 

**  Bother  your  spiritual  senses !  I  mean  suspicious  characters.  That's  what  I 
mean,  and  surely  all  the  w»tid  knows  what  that  is." 

** Repent !  Repent !  Repent!"  said  Joe.  "  I  hepe  that  you  have  time  all 
of  yeu,  and  I  hope  that  you  have  grace  enough  left  to  feel  the  importance  of  so 
using  that  tiltae,  as  to  listen  to  me  while  I  hold  forth^to  you  in  a  little  discourse 
that  will  not  occupy  more  than  one  hour  and  three  quarters  in  delivering,  and  at 
the  end  of  which,  I  do  think,  that  you  all  will  bc«ome  lambs  of  the  fold." 

*'  No,  thank  you,"  said  the  officer.  "  We  woHld  rather  not.  It  ain't  at  all 
in  our  line,"  ^^ 

"  Yes,  but  I  beg  of  you  to  listen.'* 

"  Hold  four  row." 

Joe  the  Cracksman  put  himself  into  a  capital  attitude,  and  then,  in  a  nasal 
tone,  he  began— 

"  Miserable  and  benighted  sinners,  you  will  all  go  to  the  devil— you  will  all  be 
grilled " 

"  Oh,  come  on,"  cried  the  officer.  "  Pall  away,  my  lads. '  Don't  let  us  listen 
to  this  ranting  any  more.* 

The  eight  oarsmen  bent  their  oars,  and  the  police -galley  shot  past  the  three 
boats  full  of  blackbirds.  f 

"What  an  escape,"  said  Claude.  ^  ^ 

*  «*  It  was  an  escape,"  whispered  Brand.  "  I  know  that  offic«  very  well,  and  I 
could  see  by  the  glance  of  his  eye  that  at  first  he  had  his'suspicions  ;  bat  it  [was 
the  exquisitely  sung  hymn,  and  the  admirable  acting  of  your  firiend  Joe  the 
Cracksman  there,  that  completely  deceived  him." 

**  Not  a  doubt  of  it." 

*'  That  fellow  throws  his  talents  away  by  not  being  upon  the  stage.  Nothing 
could  be  better  than  his  tones  and  his  attitudes ;  and  a  man  who  can  act  one  thing 
well  can  act  another." 

*'  Certainly.  I  suppose,  now,  we  consider  ourselves  to  be  free  of  your  friends  in 
the  galley  1" 

"Oh,  yes;  it's  all  right.     Nothing  but  some  n«w  circumstance  altogetlier 
could  bring  them  back,  after  they  have  once  sheered  off  in  such  a  way." 
«  That  is  not  likely  to  occur?' 
*'  Not  at  all." 


/ 


LIFE  ON  THE  ROAD.  1147      I 

No^,  both  Claude  Duval  and  the  officer  were  clever  men,  but  it  will  be  seen 
how  they  jumped  to  a  conclusion  rather  to^  hastily,  for  a  new  circumstance  did 
occur  to  bring  back  the  police-galley. 

It  so  happened  that  a  very  indiscre  et  blackbird,  indeed,  sat  in  the  hindnaost 
boat,  and  he,  fully  believing  that  the  little  aflair  with  the  police-galley  was  quite 
over,  and  that  those  on  board  of  her  had  not  cared  to  look  even  at  the  three 
boats,  executed  the  well-known  manoeuvre  of  placing  his  thumb  against  the  end 
of  his  nose  and  spreading  out  his  fingers  fan-like,  so  as  in  fact  to  produce  what  is 
called  a  **  sight,"  in  the  direction  of  the  police-galley. 

Now  as  nothing  could  be  very  well  more  at  variance  with  the  true  character  of 
a  Lamb  of  the  Fold  than  to  do  such  a  thing  as  that,  even  at  a  boat  full  of  sinners, 
it  had  all  its  effect  upon  the  officer  who  was  in  command  of  the  police-galley, 
and  who  happened  at  the  moment  to  be  looking  from  under  the  rim  of  his  hat 
precisely  in  that  direction,  and  so  to  see  the  "sight'*  executed. 

The  first  surprise  he  had  before  had  that  all  was  not  quite  right  deepened  in  a 
moment,  and  he  said  a  few  words  to  his  companions.  The  result  of  these  words 
was,  that  the  police-galley  tacked  about  again,  and  came  on  in  lapid  pursuit  of  the 
three  boats  containing  the  blackbirds. 

The  "sight  "  that  the  indiscreet  blackbird  made  was  not  seen  by  any  one  of  his 
companions,  or  they  would  have  been  at  no  lost  to  discover  the  reason  why  the 
police-galley  came  after  them  again;  bat  as  it  was,  it  merely  looked  like  a  piece  of 
caprice. 

The  man  who  had  brought  this  danger  upon  himself  and  his  friends  knew  well 
thejcause  of  it,  and  he  felt  keenly  the  consequences  of  his  own  indiscretion,  al- 
though he  said  nothing,  for  fear  of  the  vengeance  of  his  comrades. 

"  What  does  this  mean  ?'*  said  Claude,  as  he  indicated  the  police-galley  to 
Brand,  just  as  it  turned. 

*'Ah!"  said  Brand. 

«*  They  are  coming  back  again." 

"  They  are.  There  will  be  a  brush  for  it  now,  I  am  sorry  to  say;  but  some- 
thing has  happened  to  strengthen  the  suspicion  that  they  evidently  had  from  the 
first.'* 

*'  It  is  a  pity.    Joe,  do  you  see  the  galley  ?* 

**  I  do,  Claude  Duval,  and  I  think  it's  all  up  now.  Blackbirds,  look  to  your 
arms.  If  it  comes  to  the  worst,  it  is  better  to  die  in  a  fight,  than  to  go  out  of  the 
world  with  the  compliments  of  the  Sheriff  of  London,  and  a  rope  round  your 
neck." 

'*  Silence,"  said  Brand,  "all  of  you.  It  may  mean  nothing^after  all;  do  not 
be  premature  in  anything  you  say  or  do.'* 

The  police  galley  now  came  on  very  rapidly,  and,  although  by  the  time  the 
unfortunate  *'  sight'*  had  been  made  that  induced  the  pursuit,  the  three  boats  had 
got  a  considerable  distance  from  it,  it  was  evident  that  three  or  four  minutes  now 
at  the  outside  would  render  that  distance  as  nothing,  and  bring  the  galley  on  a 
level  w^th  them. 

Truly  the  &itnation  of  Claude  and  hif  friends  was  now  most  perilous,  and 
nothing  but  one  of  those  extraordinary  incidents  which  beset  the  career  of  such 
men  could  by  any  possibility  save  them  from  the  consequences  of  capture  by  the 
police  in  the  galley. 


CHAPTER  CCLXXIV. 

DETAILS    THE    DESTRUCTION    OF    THE    POLICE-GALLEY. 

"  I  BATHER  think,*'  said  Dick  Turpin,  "  that  we  are  in  for  it  now." 
Jack  looked  rather  pale,  but  he  said  nothing,  while   Duval  began  to  ransack 
his  mind  for  some  device,  by   the  aid  of  which  he  could  escape  from  the  rather 
fearful  dilemntti   m  which  he  and  his  friends  were   in.    There  can  be  but  little 
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I  <k)ubt  that  if  the   fraternity  thronging    the  boats   had  been  at  all   aware  of  the 

"'  iudiscretion  of  one  of  their  nuaiber  in  the  '"sight"  business,  they  would 
I    have  taken  some  extraorJiaarj'  vengeance  upon  him  ;  but  as  no  one  had  noticed 

I  hiii),  and  as  he  was  not  now  likely  to  call  attention  to  his  own  folly,  he  esciiped 
i    tbo  consequences  of  it. 

I I  Brand  had  tliought  it  just  possible  enough  that  the  police  galley  was  upon  some 
\  other  task  than  that  which  would  bring  it  close  upon  the  boat  in  which  he  and 
I  his  new  friends  sai  ;  but  a  very  few  moments,  indeed,  sufficed  to  put  an  end  to  any 
{  such  idea.  There  could  not  be  any  reasonable  doubt  but  that  -the  poUce  were 
j   overhauling  tke  large  wherry. 

"  Lie  too,  will  vdu  r"  cried  a  loud  voice, 
l'  '*  Pu'l  away,"  said  he  who    took  the  chief  conduct  of  the  boat;  *'  pu!l  away, 
RO^r,  for  yjur  lives." 

"  It  is  useless,"  said  Brand.  "  They  have  not  only  more  power,  but  are  not 
b-alf  the  weight  that  we  are/' 

"Then  we  are  lost,"  said  Jack. 

■"  I  regret  to  say,"  added  Brand,  ''  that  I  think  you  will  be  a^l  taken,  and  I 
only  hope  that  you  will  avoiJ  bloodshed  in  this  affair." 

'I'here  was  an  oaiinous  siiencL  as  tnese  words  vsere  uttered,  and  the  click  of  the 
look  of  morfi  than  one  pistol  came  upon  the  ear  of  the  officer. 
^    '•  Lie  too  !  will  you  ?"  cried  a  voice  again. 

"  For  Heaven's  sake  stop,"  siid  Brand.  "  They  will  fire  into  you  if  you  do 
«or,  for  tiiey  are  not  the  most  patient  of  men.  1  know  the  officer  in  command 
weJl." 

"No— no  !     All's  right." 

"Right  ?  What  do  you  mean  by  ri^ht." 

It  was  the  chief  of  the  club  who  had  said  all's  right,  and  now  he  turned  and 
looked  Brand  in  the  face  as  he  added,  in  a  low,  hissing  wiiisper — 

"  My  friend  Brand,  you  have  been  so  truthful  iin;i  candid  in  other  things, 
that  I  hope  you  have  been  so  in  one  that  to  us  is  more  important  than  all  the 
frthers  put  togethe  r." 

"  What  is  that?" 

"  It  is  reijardmg  that  little  explosive  projectile  that  we  took  from  you  in  the 
«ld  ker.." 

''Ah!" 

*'  Yes,  you  understand  me  now,  T  feel  assured.  I  ask  yon  ns  a  man  to  tell  me 
if  it  really  possesses  the  explosive  power  you  atirlbuted  to  it?" 

"  Alas,  it  does." 

"  I  hen  we  are  sa -ed." 

■"Saved  ?     Vv'tiv,  surely  you  would  not — vou.  could  not " 

'*  Duval?' 

"  i  am  heie,"  said  Duval;  "  what  would  you  have  of  me  r" 
"Would  you  be  so  kind  as  to  look  to  Mr.  Brand.  He  is  a  brave  and  a  bo]jl 
ma.n,  and  he  has  now  some  scrup'es  as  tti  v/hai  [  may  th.ink  proper  to  do,  as  we 
fire  likely  to  come  to  close  qiiurrers  with  ihe  gentlemen  in  youder  Doat.  i  don't 
fisk  you  to  do  him  any  miichief,  but  only  to  prevent  him  from  doin^  us 
<>ne."' 
.  "  I  unrlerptand,"  said  Claude. 

"And  so  do  1,"  said  BrauvJ.  ■'•  I  don't  see  the  u=e  of  tV.rowing  away  my  life 
for  noihiiig,'so  I  must  ju-t  be  a  spectator  of  lliese  proceedings,  looking  upon  my- 
self as  a  prisoner  the,  while." 

•'  It  is  a  wise  determination, '  said  Duval.  "  No  one  here,  I  am  sure,  has  any 
wish  to  injure  you  if  it  can  ptssib.y  be  avoided." 

Brand  was  silent  now,  hut  h^  1  oked  both  sorrowful  nnd  anxious,  f <  r  he  saw 
but  too  well  that  a  fe.iiful  coll  si'Ui  was  about  to  ensue  between  the  thieves  and 
the  of&cers  in  the  police-gallev. 

"  Tip  them  anotlier  slave,"  said    ihe  Crai-ksmm.     "  Ler  \r-- smg  the  ninety- 
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second  hymn,  if  you  please,  my  brethren,  and  who  knows  but  it  may   have  some 
effect  even  upon  the  flinty  hearts  of  the  Philistines?'* 

It  was  not  with  the  oest  grace  in  the  world  that  the  members  of  the  old  ken 

struck  up  the  hymn  now,  but  it  showed   what  great  faith  they  had  in  the  ski  11 

and  in  the  judgment  of   their   leader  that  they  struck   it   up  at  all.     i'robably 

I   it  prevented  the  officers  in  the  police-galley  from  firing  at  them,  by  o-etting  up 

;  again  a  doubt  in  their  minds  as  to  ttie  real  character  of  those  in  the  boat. 

It  will  be  understood  that  the  thieves,  although  they  had  not  at  all  slackened 
I  their  pace,  had  not  increased  it  visibl/,  so  that  the  police  galley  had  to  make  a 
I  stern  chase  of  it,  which  it  is  quite  understood  by  edl  persons,  is  a  Ion?  chase  ;  and 
although  they  appeared  to  be  quite  close  to  the  boat,  they  took  mucli  more' time 
I  than  any  one  would  have  supposed  to  overhaul  the  fugitives.  However  there 
j  was  time  enough  to  make  a  few  little  arrangements  coaseqaent  upoa  the  altered 
I  state  of  affairs. 

I  The  Cracksman,  who  was  evidently  so  highly  thought  of  bv  the  thieves  that 
'  they  all  looked  to  him  in  the  present  emergency  for  advice  and" direction  what  to 
I  do,  stood  in  the  bow  of  the  boat,  and  his  voice  was  higher  than  any  one's  elses 
{  in  chaunting  the  hymn  that  rose  from  so  many  throats,  and  still  puzzled  the 
:  officers  regarding  the  character  of  the  assemblage  in  the  boat.  In  his  ri^ht  hand 
j  hoAvever,  parlially  enveloped  in  a  handkerc-iier,  he  held  somethiog  concealed. 
I  Brand  knew  too  well  what  that  something  was.  It  was  nothing  else  tban  the 
i  detonating  ball  or  shell  with  which  he  had  intended  to  give  tlie  a'arm  while  in  the 
I  ken,  and  which  seemed  highly  likely  to  an«wer  a  very  different  purpose,  indeed. 
I  '*  liilloa  '"  cried  a  rough-looking  man  with  a  very  led  face,  as  he  stood  up  in 
the  police-galley.  "  Hilloa,  you,  jn  the  boats  there.  Stop  that  canting  and 
j  singing,  and  answer  me,  or  I  stiall  be  compelled  to  send  a  feyv  bullets  amontj 
I  you. 

j       The    police-galley  was   now  so   near,   that  it  would  have  been  the  height  os 
I   indiscretion  to  refuse  to  ftDp,  and  especially  as   the  hymn  had  come  naturally  to 
an  end  ;  so  the  Cracksman  cried  out  m  t^e  same  conventicle  twang  which  he  had 
before  adopted — 

"  My  bretiiren,  stop,  and  let  us  hear  what  the  heatben  has  got  to  say  to  u 
now." 

Ju  a  moment  the  rowers  stopped  pulling,  and  all  eyes  were  turne-1  upon  the 
polic?-galley  as  it  came  right  alongside,  and  a  man  in  the  bow  of  it  put  out  a  boat- 
liook,  and  grappled  the  other  crafc  by  the  larboard  quarter  of  it. 
"  Well,  frieod,"  said  Joe  the  Cracksman,  "  what  is  it  now  ?" 
'*  Why,  hiiloa!"  shouted  the  man  with  the  red  face,  "if  there  isn't  Brand  !" 
"  Yes,"  cried  Brand,  in  a  tone  of  desperation.     "  My  life,  I  know,  is  lust  bv 
what  I  say :   but  I  am  a  prisoner,  and  these  are  your  men  that  you  want." 

These  words  were  hardly  out  of  Brand's  mouth,  when  Duval  presented  the 
pistol  that  he  had  in  Isis  right  hand  at  his  head,  and  placed  his  fiiig:r  upon  the 
trigger^ 

"  Fire  away,"  said  Brand.     *'  I  expect  it." 

"  No,  by  Heaven,"  said  Claude,  "I  cannot.  You  are  a  brave  fellow,  and  have 
only  done  what  I  should  have  done  mj  self  in  your  situation." 

"I  have  done  my  duty,"  said  Briiiid.  '; 

D  uval  lowered  the  pistol.  | 

"  You  shall  not  He  by  my  hand,  Brand,"  he  said.     ""  It  \7  0uld  be  murder."  j. 

•*  By  Heaven,    I   am   sorry    I    ppoke,''  said  Brand,   and   then  lie   let   his   head     !^' 

droop  upon  his  breast,  and  v/ould  not  look  up.  j] 

"Surrender,   all   of  you!"  shouted  the  red-faced  man  from  the  police-galley.     H 

"  Surrender  at  once,  or,  by  all  that's  good,  Til  smk  you,  and  send   every  man  of  .  fi 

}0'.i  to  the  devil."  "'  ' 

*'  Friend,"  faid  Joe  the  CracTcsman,  *'  you  don't  call  that  good,  do  vou?" 

'■  Fire  at  that  fellow  !" 

Bang,  went  a  pistol,  and  the  bullet  whizzed  past  the  head  of  Jo?,  who  instantly    1; 

.cried —  '^ 
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«  Blaze  away— blaze  away  !     They  will  hare  it." 

Some  half  dozen  shots  were  fired  upon  either  side,  now  and  then,  and  the  cries 
of  several  who  were  wounded  arose  above  the  oaths  and  execrations  of  the  others. 
It  was  quite  a  mimic  naval  engagement,  and  the  folks  upon  the  banks  of  the 
Thames  must  have  been  not  a  little  amazed  to  see  what  was  going  on. 

But  this  unequal  fight  was  not  to  last  beyond  the  moment.  Suddenly  there 
was  a  tremendous  report,  as  if  a  cannon  had  gone  ofP.  A  cloud  of  black  smoke 
rose  up  in  the  morning  air.  There  was  one  fearful  shriek,  and  then  all  was  still. 
A  puff  of  cold  wind  blew  the  smoke  aside,  and  the  police-galley  was  gone. 

<*  Pull  away,"  said  Joe  the  Cracksman,  **pull  away,  and  we  will  sing  the  two 
hundred  and  twenty  third  hymn,  my  brethren,  commencing  with  the  linCj 

<  Let  us  love  all  human  ^iad.'" 

Those  who  had  been  rowing  bent  to  their  oars  again,  and  about  half-a-dozen 
voices  struck  up  the  hymn.  Some  who  had  been  wounded  by  the  fire-arms  of  the 
officers,  lay  at  the  bottom  of  the  boat  groaning,  and  two  had  ceased  to  groan  any 
more  in  this  world,  for  they  had  bidden  it  adieu,  their  wounds  having  proved  im* 
mediately  fatal. 

Brand  the  officer  heard  the*  stunning  report,  but  he  did  not  move  from  the 
attitude  he  had  assumed.  He  only  slightly  swayed  to  and  fro,  like  a  man  in  a 
state  of  great  mental  agony. 

Duval  was  rather  astonished  at  the  extraordinary  change  that  had  taken  place 
in  the  aspect  of  affaftrs,  and  although  he  was  at  a  loss  to  account  for  what  had 
happened,  he  could  not  help  looking  at  Dick  and  Jack  with  an  air  of  much 
more  interest  an;l  excitement,  than  any  ordinary  circumstances  could  indue 
in  him. 


.  CHAPTER  CCLXXIV. 

THE  CHALK  LANE  AT  GRAVESEND. 

That  it  was  the  fearful  detonating  shell  which  had  done  so  much  mischief  in 
the  police-galley,  all  the  thieves  were  well  aware,  for  they  had  seea  it  in  the 
hands  of  Joe  the  Cracksman,  and  they  had  fully  guessed  to  what  use  he  intended 
to  put  it.  Probably  they  had  hardly  thought  that  the  effect  of  it  would  have 
been  so  stupendous  as  it  was. 

The  fact  is,  that  Joe  the  Cracksman  had  cast  the  shell  with  all  his  force  into 
the  galley,  and  in  its  explosion  it  had  knocked  the  bottom  out  of  the  boat,  and 
so  confounded  the  police  by  the  concussion,  and  the  volume  of  thick,  choking, 
blinding  smoke  that  came  from  it,  that  they  had  not  been  able  to  take  any 
steps  for  their  own  safety,  and  they  had  perished  to  a  man.  This  wholesale 
mode  of  disposing  of  the  police  was  rather  shocking  to  Duval  and  his  friends,  and 
the  looks  they  exchanged  were  quite  translatable  into  the  fact  that  they  wished 
themselves  out  of  the  present  company  as  soon  as  possible. 

Joe  the  Cracksman  saw  their  looks,  and  when  the  second  hymn  was  over,  he 
spoke  to  Claude — 

<*  You  don't  like  this  sort  of  thing,  Duval;  neither  do  I ;  but  let  me  ask  you 
what  else  there  was  to  do  ?" 

"Nothing,"  said  Duval.  '*  Do  not  let  me  for  one  moment  be  thought  to  cast 
any  censure  upon  you  for  what  you  have  done.  When  men  play  at  the  sort  of 
game  we  do  with  the  officers,  the  penalty  for  the  loss  of  which  is  death,  we  may 
as  well  do  our  best  to  win." 

«*  Just  so,''  said  Joe  the  Cracksman  ;  ''it  comes  to  this,  that  they  would  have 
killed  us  if  we  had  not  killed  them ;  and  for  my  own  part,  I  prefer  the  latter  course 
by  a  great  deal." 
'<Andso  do  I." 
^     <'So  do  we  all!"  cried  some  la^f-dozen  of  the  thieves, 

f  ^^ 
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" What's  to  be  done  now?"  asked  Dick.    "Of  course  this  affair  has  been 
seen  from  the  shore.    Would  it  not  be  safer  now  to  run  ia  somewhere,  and  leave 
the  boats  ?" 
^  "  Not  yet,"  said  Joe  ;  "  not  yet." 

*'  I  deter  to  you  entirely  in  the  matter,'^  said  Dick,  *•'  and  feel  quite  sure  that 
you  wiU  decide  correctly." 

"  And  so  do  I,"  said  Duval. 

Jack,  too,  intimated  his  acquiscence  in  this  feeling  likewise,  and  then  Joe  the 
Cracksman,  finding  that  he  was  duly  elected  the  commander-in-chief  of  the 
expedition,  spoke  firmly. 

*♦  I  recommend/'  he  said,  "  that  we  push  right  on  for  Gravesend.** 
0  The  nods  of  his  companions  showed  that  they  thought  this  a  good  and  wise 
determination. 

«'  The  fact  is,"  added  Joe,  "that  we  have  safe  quarters  at  Gravesend.  We 
know  where  to  go.  There  are  landing  places  there  that  are  only  known  to  our 
fraternity,  and  this  affair,  I  feel  confident,  will  make  such  a  noise  that  it  will  be 
weeks  before  we  dare  show  our  faces  again.*' 

*'  I  hope  it  will  not  be  so  long,"  said  Dick,  "  before  we  are  on  the  road  once 
more." 

"  Well,'*  said  Joe,  '^  of  course,  you  can  do  as  you  like,  all  of  you,  but  we  have 
hiding-places  among  the  old  abandoned        " 

"  Hush !"  said  one,  and  he  pointed  significantly  to  Bi^nd. 

Joe  bit  his  lips  and  uttered  a  not  very  complimentary  exclamation  upon  his 
own  forgetfulness  of  the  fact  of  the  oflolcer's  presence  in  the  boat,  and  the  stillness 
that  succeeded  was  only  broken  by  the  roll  of  the  oars  in  the  rowlocks,  and  the 
wash  of  the  water  past  the  sides  of  the  boat,  as  it  sped  along  at  a  good  rate. 

Brand  could  aot  possibly  be  oft  knowing  and  feeling  that  some  reference  was 
being  made  to  him,  by  the  abrupt  manner  in  which  the  council  of  war,  as  it 
might  be.  called,  had  terminated.  He  looked  up  and  saw  some  dozen  pairs  of 
eyes  scowling  at  him. 

After  looking  from  one  to  the  other  for  a  few  moments,  and  finding  little  else 
than  threatening  aspects  bent  upon  him,  Brand  spoke,  saying  in  a  much  calmer 
and  b»lder  tone  than  most  men  could  have  assiuned,  in  his  position— 

"  I  know  that  you  dread  what  I  may  do  and  what  I  may  say,  but  you  should 
all  of  you  recollect  that  I  have  kept  ray  word  with  you,  and  given  you  all  the 
information  that  I  had.  You  have  overcome  your  foes  in  a  complete  and  frightful 
manner,  and  I  think  that  now  you  might  put  me  on  shore  somewhere,  and  so  get 
rid  of  me." 

*'  There  are  other  ways  of  getting  rid  of  people  than  putting  them  on  shore,** 
growled  one  of  the  thieves. 

*'  Would  you  murder  me  ?" 

*<  No,**  cried  Duval.  "  That  cannot  be  doHe.  It  would  be  a  murder  in  c»ld 
blood,  and  nothing  but  a  murder.  I  hope  that  there  is  no  man  here  who  would 
stoop  to  such  an  act.'* 

The  silence  that  followed , this  bold  avowal  of  an  opinion  was  sufficiently 
expressive  of  the  fact,  that  it  was  not  exactly  tasteful  to  the  majority,  and  from 
that  moment  Duval  feared  for  the  life  of  Brand. 

The  officer  himself  was  evidently  of  the  same  opinion,  but  yet  he  managed  to 
carry  the  idea  off  in  a  way  that  showed  the  indomitable  courage  of  the  man,  and 
that  he  would  do  all  that  was  possible  for  his  life. 

**  I  wait  your  answer,"  he  said.  '•  Whatever  crimes  may  be  laid  to  your 
charge,  I  don't  think  you  will  be  inclined  to  add  to  them  want  of  faith  with  one 
who  trusted  you.'* 

"  Oh,  we  will  talk  of  all  that  when  we  get  to  Gravesend,**  said  Joe. 

''Very  good,  gentlemen.  I  am,  of  course,  as  regards  the  time  and  mode  of 
my  liberation,  quite  at  your  disposal." 

"  But  it  is  understood,  let  me  hope,"  said  Duval,  "  that  no  harm  is  to  be  done 
Mr.  Brand  ?— for,  as  he  truly  says,  he  has  kept  faith  with  us.'* 
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"How  do  you  make  that  out?"  grow]e<l  one  of  the  thieves.     '*  Didn't  he  call 
out  to  the  boat's  crew  that  we  w«re  the  men  they  wanted  "?" 

<'He  did  ;  but  you,  if  you  had  been  in  the  same  situation,  "vvould  have  done  tlie 
same  thing,  but  for  one  little  circumstance." 

*'  And  what's  that  V 

*'  Just  that,  judging  from  your  thirst  for  blood,  it  is  doubtful  to  me  if  you  would 
have  had  the  courage." 

"  What,  do  yoa  doubt  ray  courage  ?     Blood  and  fury,  the  man  who  doubts  my 

courr.ge  is — is *' 

i       "What?" 

i  *•  Nothing.  Never  mind.  It  don't  become  me  to  call  names.  I  treat  such 
aspersions  with  the  contempt  they  deserye.  Doubt  my  courage,  indeed  !  That  is 
a  good  one  ! ' 

The  other  blackbirds  only  laughed  at  this. 


CHAPTER  CCLXXV, 

CLA.UDE    AND    HIS    COMPANIONS    SAVE    BRANd's    LIFE. 

The  tone  in  which  Joe  had  srdd  that  it  would  be  at  Gravesend  that  they  would 
talk  further  about  the  liberation  of  Brand,  was  one  that  was  so'decisive,  that  there 
could  be  no  doubt  of  his  fully  meaning  it.  Claude  did  not  think  it  wise  to  say 
anything  more  just  then  upon  the  subject,  or  to  press  his  advocacy  for  Brand 
too  far. 

From  the  look?,  howeyer,  that  Duval  exchanged  with  Dick  and  Jack,  he  saw 
that  they  were  fully  of  his  mind,  and  that  they  would  aid  him  by  force,  if 
necessary,  in  saving  Brand  from  death.  It  would  appear,  too,  that  the  officer 
was  not  himself  backward  himself  in  noticing  these  friendly  indications,  for  he 
watched  his  opportunity,  and  when  he  thought  no  one  observed  him,  he  took 
Duval's  hand  in  his,  and  gave  it  a  friendly  pressure,  which  Duval  returned,  for 
there  was  something  touching  in  the  situation  of  that  man  'now,  surrounded  as 
he  was  by  foes,  appealing  to  him,  Claude,  as  his  only  friend. 

It  must  not  be  supposed  that  during  this  time  the  rowers  has  been  idle.v  On 
the  contrary,  the  boats  had  been  impelled  through  the  water  at  considerable 
speed,  and  had  got  a  long  way  from  the  spot  of  encounter  with  the  police- 
galley. 

One  of  the  blackbirds  spoke  to  Joe  in  a  surly  tone, 

*'  Bill  is  gone,"  he  said,  *'  and  so  is  Job." 

**  What  do  you  mean  ?" 

"  Dead  as  mutton,  that's  all." 

*'Ah,  is  it  so  ?  Poor  fellows  1  Well,"  it  can't  be  helped.  Is  anv  one  else 
baldly  hurt  V 

"  No— no  '."  said  several  voices. 

These  words  called  Duval's  attention  to  the  fact  that  there  were  two  dead  bodies 
lying  in  the  bottom  of  the  boat.  The  pistol  shots  from  the  officers  had  done  more 
execution  than  he  had  thought. 

**  Well/'  said  Joe,  **  it  won't  do  to  go  to  shore  with  such  witnesses  of  having 
had  a  brush  with  the  police,  as  these  two  bodies  would  be;  so,  over  they  must  go. 
The  Thames  is  as  good  a  family  vault  as  any  of  us  are  likely  to  have." 

♦*  Are  you  sure  they  are  dead  ?'*  said  Jack, 

"Lor,  yes,"  said  one  of  the  thieves,  "They  is  stiflf  *uns,  and  no  sort  o* 
m-istake,  I  can  tell  you." 

*'Over  with  them,  then,"  said  another. 

''Stop  a  bit,"  said  Joe  the  Cracksman.  *'  Let  me  take  a  good  look  about  us 
first." 
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He  glanced  carefully  all  round,  and  finding  that  no  other  craft  was  sufficiently 
near  to  take  notice  of  what  they  were  about,  he  said— 

"Yes,  over  with  them.    All's  right." 

It  will  be  recollected  that  at  that  tinae  the  Thimes  was  not,  by  any  means 
-such  a  crowded  highway  as  it  is  now.    There  were  no  steamboats,  a  id  a  wherry 
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I  might  go  gliding  along  for  a  long  distance  upon  the  quiet  bosom  of  the  streaan 
jwithout  meeting  another;  nor  were  the  banks  of  the  river  near  so  populous  as 
jthey  are  at  present,  when  not  a  squaie  ineh  is  unoccupied.  Under  these  cir- 
cumstances, then,  it  was  not  a  diffioalt  thing  to  throw  the  corpses  of  the  two  men 
overboard  without  exciting  any  attention. 

No.  Ii5. 
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Those  who  were  rowing  rested  for  a  moment  or  tuo  upon  their  oars,  and  the 
others  dragged  up  one  of  the  dead  bodies  from  among  their  feet,  and  sent  it  over 
with  a  sullen  plunge. 

•'  Good  d&y,^'  said  a  voice. 

'*  Silence!"  said  Joe.  "This  is  no  time  for  joking.  Over  with  the  other. 
That  will  do.  Now  pull  away,  comrades,  and  forget  the  past,  except  so  far  as  it 
may  do  us  good  for  the  future." 

The  two  dead  bodies  slowly  sunk,  and  the  muddy  water  rolled  over  all  that 
remained  of  those  two  men,  who,  but  half  an  hour  before,  were  engaged  in 
jesting  and  laughing,  as  though  their  tenure  of  life  were  eternal. 

As  if,  too,  by  a  sort  of  retribuMve  justice,  one  of  the  men  was  he  who  had  made 
the  "sight,"  and  brought  the  police-galley  upon  them  ;  and  so,  by  that  trifling, 
ridiculous,  and  heedless  action,  he  had  not  only  lost  his  own  life,  but  he  had 
hurried  iito  eternity  more  than  a  dozen  fellow  creatures. 

Such  are  the  great  events  that  occur  in  this  world  from  trivialities,  that  bear  no 
sort  cf  comparison  wi'ih  their  lesults. 

"Now,"  said  Joe,  "the  sooner  we  see  Gravesend  the  better,  for  there  will  be 
a  hot  pursuit,  I  can  tell  ycu,  within  the  next  hour  or  so.  Give  me  an  oar,  and  I 
will  have  a  pull  at  it.  Keep  in  to  ihe  shore,  and  we  shall  be  out  of  the  curient, 
which  is  adverse  to  us  at  this  bend  of  the  river." 

The  thieves  now  worked   away  with  right  good   will,  and  although  the  boat 
was    rather   heavily   loaded,  it    shot  through    the  water  at  good  speed,   and  in 
another  hour  they  were  within  sight  of  the  rough,  straggling  coast  of  Grave-send. 
Joe  gave  his  directions  to  his  friends  in  an  undertone,    and  fiom   the  route  of 
the  boat  now,  it  was  evidently  not  his   intention   to  go  to  any  of   the   regular 
landing-places   by    the   town,  but  to  run  on  shore    at    some    unfrequented    spot. 
There  could  be  no  part  of  the  banks  of   the   Thames  that  at   that  time  presented 
greater  facilities  for  such  a  manoeuvre  Ihan  the  bit  of  coast  close  to  Gravesend. 
There  is  still  to  this  day  the  corner  of  the  lane,    abutting   upon  the  river,  at 
which  the  blackbirds  landed,  along  with  Claude  Duval  and  his  companions.     A 
few  of  the  most  miserable  cottages  that  can  very  well    be  imagined  stood   at  the 
entrance  of  it,  and   extended  for  about  a  couple  of  hundred   feet  up  the   lane. 
These  cottages  are  in  the  same  state  now  that  they  were  sixty  years  ago,  and  are 
apparently  in  the  occupation  of  the  very  poorest  of  the  laundress  class. 

What  other  hidden  and  mj^sterious  modes  the  inhabitants  of  those  pestiferous 
little  dens  have  of  obtaining  a  ivelihood.  Heaven  only  knows  ;  but  their  appear- 
ance is  of  the  most  squalid  character  that  can  be  possibly  conceived. 

When   the  boats  touched  the  shore,  Joe  the  CracksmiiU  sprang  out  on  to  the 
straggling,  chalky  beach,  if  it  mav  be  called  such,  and  then  he  called  out«*- 
"Hand  me  Mr.  Brand." 

From  this  little  circumrtance  alone  it  was  tolerably  evident  that  it  was  con- 
sidered to  be  a  great  point  to  keep  Brand  a  prisoner  in  perfect  safety,  and  Claude 
Duy'al  had  his  suspicions  that  all  would  not  go  so  well  as  he  would  wish  with  the 
officer. 

Brand  was  of  the  same  opinion,  and  from  the  glance  he  cast  at  Duval,  seemed 
to  say — "  I  look  to  you  and  to  your  friends  for  safetv  !"  Duval  nodded  in 
answer  to  that  glance,  and  Brand  looked  satisfied.  Whether  he  felt  so  or  no 
was  quite  another  affair. 

"  Now,  Mr.  Brand,'*  said  Joe,  *•  a  bullet  always  hits  a  man  at  speed,  so 
I  should  advise  you  to  remain  with  us  quietly." 

*  I  have  no  intention  to  try  to  escape  by  running,**  said  Brand, 
f  That's  right.** 

*  I  don't  see  that  I  have  anything  to  gain  by  such  a  course.*' 

*  Why,  no,  of  course  you  haven't.  You  have,  on  the  contrary,  everything 
to  lose  " 

"  So  I  suppose,  for  it  is  hardly  likely  that  you  or  you  friends  would  be  so 
cowardly  as  to  take  my  life." 
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Joe  looked  at  him,  and  then  co  nmenced  whistling,  as  he  pretended  to  be  watch- 
ing the  disembarka'ion  of  the  blackbirds- 

A  couple  of  dirty,  squa  id-lookina:  children  came  from  the  lane  and  looked  on 
in  amazement,  for  it  was  not  often  that  any  boat  put  in  at  that  not  very  tempting 
spoL 

'  Beoiff  with  you/'  cried  Joe,  to  them,  ''or  I  will  smash  you." 
I       This  vva3  quite'an  intelligible  threat  to  the  children,  who,  no  doubt,  were  used 
to  all  sorts  of  violence,  and  they  at  once,  at  top-speed,  made  their   way  into  the 
firs^t  of  the  little  cottages  that  they  came  to. 

"  Whai's  to  be  done  with  the  boats?"-  said  one, 

"Send  them. adrift,"  said  Jje  the  Cracksman. 


CHAPTER  CCLXXVI. 

SHOWS    HOW  THE    ROBBERS    TRIED    TO    DECEIVE    CLAUDE    AND    HIS    FRIENDS. 

"This  way,"  said  Joe.  and  he  le:l  the  Wiy  up  the  lane:  he  had  previously 
given  some  whispered  ord'^rs  to  two  r.f  his  co  np^nions,  A^ho,  fronn  th  it  moment, 
attached  themselves  to  Brand  the  officer,  one  walking  on  one  side  of  him  and  one 
on  the  other,  so  that  it  was  quite  out  of  the  quest  on  his  giving  the  blackbirds  the 
slip,  even  if  he  had  had  anv  intention  so  to  d  ). 

Joe  walked  up  to  D  iva'.  aid  bft2;an  a  whispered  conversation  with  him. 

'•  Well,  Master  Claude,"  hp  said,  "  I  tbiok  vec  may  take  upon  ourselves  to 
say  that  we  are  all  safe.  noTv" 

"■  I  am  glad  to  hear  rhat " 

"  I  knew  you  would  b^  for  the  sake  of  others  more  than  yourself.  That 
was  a  capital  move  ttiat  sinkmg  of  t'le  boat,  with  the  offii'.ers  m  it,  by  the  very 
means  they  had  thought  th>-y  should  ensure  our  capture  with.'' 

"  It  was  a  sad  necessity.'* 

"Oh,  yes — yes,  sad  enoiijjh.  It's  one  of  mv  principles  to  never  do  mischief 
till  you  can't  help  it ;  but  >vhen  vou  do  do  it,  t^ke  care  that  it  is  quite  effectual." 

"  Nut  a  ba  I  principle,  Jt)e." 

"  No,  I  should  think  not.  By  the  bye,  did  one  of  our  fellows  let  you  know 
where  your  cattle  v^ere  ?" 

'  He  did.  I  have  in  my  pocket  a  note  of  the  place.  The  horses  are  in  the 
city,  and,  in  fact,  they  are  put  uf)  at  a  stable  in  the  Oiil  Bailey,  as  nearly  opposite 
the  irate  of  Newgate  as  noss'*^le." 

'•  Humph  !     Rather  an  awkward  phce.'' 

*'  A  little  ;  but  I  am  not  yoing  to  abandon  my  horse  because  he  happensto  be 
in  an  awkward  place," 

"  Certainly  net.  Any  one  who  knows  anything  of  you  can  safely  enough 
swear  to  that  ;  and,  between  vou  and  -ne,  you  can't  do  better  than  get  them  as 
so'»n  as  possible,  for  one  good  reason." 

"There  is  not  mucii  re;isou  vva-ited,  beyond  my  own  wish  to  be  mounted  and 
upon  the  road  again." 

"  Yes,  but  there  i^  mother  r^^a-'on  f)r  ex- edition,  and  that  is,  that  as  your 
e>c;ipe,  by  the  next  few  hours,  will  be  *uread  all  over  London,  it  is  just  p^ss'b'e 
thnt  ihe  officers,  knovvin^  A-bat  sort  of  person  you  are,  will  remove  your  horse  to 
some  other  pla'ce,  wiiere  it  will  b"^  in  greater  safety." 

This  was  a  possibility  t^at  had  not  struck  Cl>iude  Dui'al  ;  but  now  that  it  was 
proposed  to  his  constdera'i un,  it  hnd  all  its  effect  upon  his  mind,  and  he  looked 
rather  anxious. 

'■  You  understand  m^?"  said  Joe 

1^  Too  Well.     Dick,  whtT-  are  y<<u  ?" 

Both  Dick  and  Jack  were  clo-e  at  ivmd  ;  and  nuw  when  Claude  turned  towards 
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them,  they  stepped  up  to  him  and  Joe,  upon  which  he  told  them  the  state  of  affairs 
and  added — 

**  I  think  that  we  can't  do  better  than  get  to  London  as  quickly  as  we  can, 
and  make  some  attempt  to  secure  our  cattle." 

*'  In  daylight  V*  said  Jack. 

"It  is  daylignt,  indeed,  now,"  said  Claude,  looking  about  him.  "  It  is  very 
awkward,  to  be  sure/' 

**I  fear,"  said  Dick,  "that  ve  must  wait  till  night  before  we  set  about  it. 
Where  are  the  horses,  Claude  ?" 

*'  In  the  Old  Bailey,  at  the  old  Angel  Yard,  just  opposite  the  regular  entrance." 

Dick  perpetrated  a  long  whistle  as  he  got  this,  to  tell  the  truth,  rather  startling 
intelligence,  and  Jack  looked  rather  aghast. 

**  I  hope,"  said  Claude,  "you  neither  of  you  see  anything  in  that  circumstance 
to  lead  to  the  conclusion  that  we  are  to  lose  our  horses  ?" 

"Why,  no,  confound  it,  that  would  be  a  pity." 

"Such  a  pity,"  added  Claude,  "  that  I  feel  inclined  to  run  some  risk  to  prevent 
it;  so,  if  the  cattle  were  in  the  prison  itself,  I  would  make  an  attempt  to  get 
them  out." 

"  I  believe  you  would,"  said  Dick. 

"And  I  am  sure  he  would,"  said  Jack,  *'  He  is  fool-hardy  enough  for  any- 
thing. My  advice  may  not  be  palatable,  I  daresay,  but  I  give  it  against  making 
any  attempt  for  the  horses  while  they  are  in  their  present  situation.  They  won't 
be  killed,  and  it  is  ridiculous  to  suppese  that  they  will  be  always  kept  in  the  Old 
Bailey  ;;  so  there  are  sure  to  be  plenty  of  better  opportunities  for  getting  hold  of 
them  than  the  present  one." 

"I  don't  deny  the  truth  of  what  you  say.  Jack,"  said  Claude,  "but  what  are 
we  to  do,  my  good  friends,  in  the  meantime  ?" 

"  Oh,  we  shall  live  somehow." 

"Well,  1  don't  desire  the  assistance  of  any  one  upon  this  enterprise,  if  they 
don't  like  it ;  of  course,  if  a  man  thinks  any  particular  expedition  a  fool-hardy 
thing,  I  can't  expect  him  to  patronise  it  with  his  presence  ;  so  I  shall  go  alone." 

'*  No."  said  Dick,  "I  am  with  you." 

"And  do  you  think,"  said  Jack,  ''that  I  would  let  you  go  alone?  No, 
Claude,  I  may  have  my  own  ideas  of  the  affair,  and  I  may  be  right  or  I  may  be 
wrong ;  but  I  do  not  know  that  I  have,  as  yet,  shrunk  from  going  where  vou  chose 
to  lead." 

**  Never,  Jack  ;  and,  what  is  more,  I  will  take  upon  myself  to  say  that  you  never 
will." 

"  Then,"  said  Joe  the  Cracksman,  "  the  very  best  tMng  you  can  all  do  is  to  go 
at  once  to  London  and  make  your  arrangements.  You  can  get  into  the  high-road 
by  passing  right  through  this  lane  and  turning  to  your  right,  and  you  will  be  sure 
to  find  some  sort  of  conveyance  to  the  metropolis, ' 

"But  1  thought,"  said  Jack,  "you  had  some  hiding-places  here?" 

"We  have." 

"  Then  I  am  decidedly  cf  opinion  that  the  best  thing  we  can  do  is  to  stay  in  iX 
till  night.  We  are  twenty  miles  off  London,  it  is  true,  but  that  is  not  such  a 
very  serious  distance,  even  if  we  had  to  walk  it.  which  is  not  very  likely,  as  we 
should  get  a  lift  on  the  road  in  some  sort  of  conveyance,  without  a  doubt.  But 
till  night,  it  I  were  you,  Claude,  I  would  remain  ;  for  if  we  go  to  London  now, 
we  must  hide  somewhere,  and  if  that  is  to  be  the  case,  why  not  hide  here?" 

"  You  speak  reasonably.  Jack,"  said  Claude  ;  "  be  it  so,  provided  our  friends 
the  blackbirds  have  no  objection." 

"  Objection  !     How  can  we  ?"  said  Joe.     "  Are  you  not  one  of  us  ?" 

It  was  qui;e  impossible,  under  the  circumstances,  for  Joe  to  make  any  other 
kind  of  reply  ;  bwt  yet  it  is  difficult  for  a  man  to  conceal  wholly  those  nice  shades 
in  his  tone  and  manner  which  enabJes  anoiher  to  see  that  he  is  consenting  to 
something  with  a  bad  grace  ;  and  Claude  and  his  friends  could  not  but  suspect  thsS. 
Joe  wished  them  away.     The  question  then  arose  in  Claude's  mind  of  "Why  did 
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he  so  wish  them  away  ?"  and  to  that  he  could  not  at  the  present  find  a  ready 
answer. 

"Then  that  is  quite  settled,"  said  Dick,  "  that  we  re  main  here  till  nightfall 
again,  is  it?" 

"Quite,"  said  Claude. 

Joe  the  Cracksman,  upon  this,  rather  abruptly  quitted  the'side  of  Claud  e  Duval^ 
and  made  his  way  to  his  own  more  immediate  friends  and  comrades.  As  he  went 
on  he  said  something  to  each  of  the  blackbirds  whom  he  met,  and  they  in  general 
replied  to  him  by  a  nod;  but  what  that  something  was,  neither  Duval  nor  his  friends 
had  any  means  of  knowing. 

"  1  only  wish  I  felt  quite  sure,"  said  Jack,  in  a  whisper,  **  of  the  good  faith  of 
that  fellow." 

•'  Do  yoa  doubt  him  ?"  said  Claude. 

"  Indeed  I  do.  His  conduct  is,  to  say  the  least  of  it,  rather  extraordinary  and 
suspicious,  don't  you  think  so  ?" 

"  Perhaps  I  do,  Jack,  but  not  in  the  way  that  you  mean.  I  believe  thoroughly 
and  entirely  in  his  good  faith  to  us." 

"  Then  that  alters  the  case." 

"  I  think  you  understand  me,  Dick,  and  that  you.  Jack,  will  understand  me 
likewise  when  I  say  that  the  apparent  odd  conduct  of  Joe  ike  Cracksman  does  not 
arise  from  any  want  of  faith  towards  us,  but  from  want  of  faith  to  another  who  is 
in  danger," 

"  Ah  !"  said  Jack,  *'  you  mean  Brand  ?" 

*'  I  do." 

"You  are  right  there,  Claude,  by  Jove;  and  I  would  wager  a  thousand  pounds 
to  a  sixpence  that  they  want  to  hill  him." 

"  Heaven  forbid,"  said  Claude.  '*  Ir  would  be  a  dastardly  act,  and,  what  is 
more,  it  shall  not  be  done.  If  they  take  his  life,  they  shall  first  dispose  of 
mine." 

**  And  mine  !     And  mine  !"  said  Dl^ck  &nd  Jack. 


CHAPTER  CCLXXVII. 

A    NIGHT    OF    PERIL    AND    ADVENTURE. 


V 


Without  a  doubt,  the  officer,  Brand,  thought  that  Claude  Duval  and  his  two 
friends  would  protect  him  to  some  degree;  but  it  is  hardly  to  be  supposed  that 
he  imagined  they  would  go  so  far  as  to  fight  for  him.  Sucb,  however,  vvas  the 
intention  of  Duval  and  his  friends. 

The  officer  was  evidently  uneasy,  for  he  saw  how  strictly  guarded  he  wa?,  and 
the  looks  of  some  of  the  blackbirds  about  him  were  certainly  not  very  pleasant  or 
assuring.  Ever  and  anon  he  sought  the  eye  of  Duval  to  give  him  assurance  that 
he  had  yet  a  friend,  and  as  often  as  he  did  so,  Claude  nodded  to  him,  so  as  to  re- 
assure him  and  convince  him  that  such  was  the  case. 

Whet  a  miserable  state  of  mind  Brand  must  have  been  in  during  all  the  time 
that  he  was  in  such  very  unusal  company,   for  him,  with  the   dread   continually  j 
pressing  upon  him  that  he  would  never  be  able  to  leave  that  company  a  living  \ 
man.  I 

But  now  Joe  the  Cracksman  had  apoken  a  word  or  two  to  almost  every  one| 
of  the  blackbirds,  and  he  made  his  way  up  to  Claude  again,  assuming  as  he  did  so  ; 
as  easy  and  unconstrained  an  air  as   he  could,  as  though  there  was  no  hidden 
motive  upon  his  mind. 

*'  Duval,"  he  said,  "  our  hiding-place  is  close  at  hand." 

**  So  I  imagined." 

"  It  will  be  very  useful  to  you  to  know  it,  for  if  you  should  be  ever  hard  pressed. 
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and  within  a  few  miles  of  this  spot,  you  will  be  able  to  avail  yourself  of  it,  and 
once  wjthin  it,  you  may  almost  defy  the  efforts  of  the  police  to  seize  you.*' 

"  Indeed  1" 

*' Ah,  I  see  you  are  incredulous,  but  I  shall  soon  have  the  pleasure  of  convincing 
you  that  all  is  right." 

Duval  had  looked  about  him,  and  for  the  life  of  him  he  could  not  devise  where 
the  hiding-place  could  be. 

It  will  be  proper  now  briefly  to  describe  the  place  that  he  and  his  frieads  and 
the  blackbirds  were  in.  We  have  already  said  that  the  place  which  they  had 
chosen  to  land  at  was  the  commenceaient  of  a  lane  that  was  at  right  angles  to 
the  river. 

The  fact  was,  that  all  that  part  of  the  coast  had  been  extensively  worked  as 
chalk  pits.  It  had  atone  tinoe  been  a  precipitous  cliff  of  chalk,  rising  so  oe  two 
hundred  feet  from  the  edge  of  the  water,  something  like  the  cliffs  that  so  profusely 
and  so  majestically  terminate  the  coast  of  Kent,  some  fifty  miles  further  on  thaa 
Gravesend.  These  chalk  pits,  tiius  lying  so  near  to  London,  had  been  very  pro- 
fitably worked,  and  immense  pits,  where  the  chalk  had  been  taken  from,  were  in  all 
directions  ;  and  in  some  places  the  solid  face  of  the  cliff  had  been  taken  down, 
and  the  pit  had  changed  its  character,  and  looked  morejike  an  immense  cavern 
opening  to'the  river. 

For  the  convenience  of  getting  the  chalk  to  the  immediate  bank  of  the  Thames, 
va'-ious  cuttings  had  been  made  in  the  shape  of  lanes,  right  through  the  cliff, 
beginning  at  its  base  c'ose  to  the  river  and  terminating  upon  the  bleak  and  barren 
loim,  which  supported  a  sca-ity  crop  of  grass  and  nettles,  at  its  summit.  Of 
course,  these  cuttings  were  slanting,  having  |ust  as  much  incline  as  would  enable 
horses  to  ascend  them  without  too  much  fatigue  ;  and,  as  a  consequence^  they  had 
to  be  of  considerable  length. 

Time  had  done  much  io  the  wav  of  picturesquely  adorning  these  cuttings  with 
vegetation.  The  naked  chalk  cliff  for  years  had  on  each  side  raised  itseiflike  a 
solid  white  wall  merely,  but  in  the  course  q^  time  weeds  had  sprung  out  of 
crevices  ;  and  as  a  little  loam  had,  by  rains  and  storms,  been  washed  down  the 
face  of  the  chalk,  a  goodly  crop  of  weed>  had  found  root. 

Here  and  there,  too,  from  the  roots  of  old  tree  that  h -d  beea  cut  through,  there 
sprung  up  3/oung  saplings;  so  that  a  space  of  twenty  years  made  the  bare,  bleak, 
barren-looking  chalk  cutting,  an  umbrasreoua  lane,  the  thick  vegetation  of  which 
almost  hid  its  sides,  and  frequently  closed  over  head,  to  the  almost  total  exclu- 
sion of  the  daylight. 

Such,  then,  was  the  place  in  Avhich  the  blackbirds  were  upon  this  most  me- 
morable occagion. 

It  did  not  seem  as  if,  beyond  the  place  being  rather  dark  at  all  times,  and 
every  now  and  then  sides  of  grea.  height,  that  there  was  any  extraordinary 
facilities  for  hiding  ;  but  there  were  such. 

Joe  observed  that  Duval  looked  curiously  areund  him,  and  he  said  with  a 
smile — 

"Well,  Claude  Duval,  have  you  found  out  our  hiding-place  ?" 

"  No." 

*'  Nor  will  you,  I  think  ;  but  come,  it  is  time  we  took  possession  of  it,  for  we 
don  t  know  how  soon  the  Philistines  may  be  after  us." 

*'  There  is  danger,  certainly,'*  sai*!  Claude  Duval. 

**Yes,  much.  Hilloa!  Blackbirds,  are  the  scouts  all  right  at  the  top  of  the 
lane?" 

"  All  right,  Joe,"  cried  a  voice. 

*'Do  you  place  sentinels?"  said  Claude. 

"We  do.  A  couple  of  our  number  are  at  the  top  of  this  cutting  in  the  old 
chalk  cliff,  and  a  couple  at  the  comiwenceraent  of  it  by  the  cottages.  They  will 
whistle  us  an  alarm  should  any  one  attempt  tj  come  either  way.'' 

"  But  it  is  a  regular  path." 
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j      **  It  is,  and  yet  days  will  pass  before  any  ore  comes  up  it  or  down  it,  and  upon 
;  the  present  occasion  it  won't  be  very  pleasant  for  any  one  to  attempt  to  do  either,'' 

,.  *'  Well,  where  is  your  hiding-place  ?" 
I  "  I  will  tell  you  fir  t,  and  then  i  will  show  you.  To  the  left  of  this  lane  there 
is  one  of  the  oldest  of  the  abandoned  chalk-pits,  and  about  twenty  feet  upon  the 
face  ot  the  wall  of  chalk  in  the  midst  of  the  old  weeds,  and  the  bbckberry  bushes, 
and  the  tall  thistles  that  all  but  choke  up  its  entrance,  there  is  a  nairov 
slanting  opening  that  leads  right  through  the  wall  into  the  pit." 
*'  Ah,  I  understand  it  now." 

**  Of  course  you   do ;    but  it  requires  a  little  nerve  and  a    little  dexterity  to 
descend  into  the  old  excavation.     Some  folks  would  go  head  first, perhaps." 
Claude  smiled. 

*'  But  that  is  not  our  way.  All  you  have  to  do  is  to  place  your  feet  in,  and 
place  your  arms  over  your  head,  and  you  will  slide  down  all  the  way  as  comfort- 
ably AS  possible.  On  the  floor  of  the  pit  where  you  will  alight,  there  is  a  truss 
or  two  of  hay  and  straw,  an4  the  incline  of  the  narrow  passage  is  such  that 
you  reach  within  six  feet  of  the  ground,  and  alight  upon  it  in  per/ect  safety." 

"  So  I  should  think  ;  but  how  do  you  get  out  of  the  old  gravel  pit  again  ?  You 
do  net  ascend  the  hole  in  the  w  all  ?" 

"  No.     There  is  another  orifice  that  leads   from   there  into    the    lane  again 
in  the   same  way,  so  that  as  we  stand  here  as  m  the  pit,  there  are  two  hollows 
crossing  each  other." 
"  I  understand." 

"  That  will  do.  The  sooner  we  avail  ourselves  of  the  accommodation  on  the 
other  side  the  better." 

''  Yes,  but " 

"  What  would  you  say,  Duval  ?" 
"  Do  you  mean  to  show  Brand  the  secret  ?" 
"Yes." 

"Would  it  not  be  a  wiser  plan  to  let  him  go  new  at  once,  before  he  knows 
too  much  ?" 

'*  He  knows  too  much  already.  Do  not  bother  yourself  about  him,  Duval.  That 
'  part  of  the  affair  will  all  come  straight  enough,  I  warrant  you.  Come  along, 
j    Let  us  ascend  the  clifi^.     There   are    some  old  footholds  in  the  piecipitous  sides, 

wh;ch  you  will  soon  see  when  once  you  begin  the  ascent.     Come—  come." 
y       Duval  followed  Joe  the  Cracksman  ;    but  as  he  did  so,  he  said  to  himself— 
/|      "I  will  not  have  Brand  murdered,  though,  for  all  that." 


[^  CHAPTER    CCLXXVIII. 

CONDUCTS    THE   FRIENDS    TO    THE    THIEVES*   HAUNT. 

Joe  the  Cracksman  ascended  first  the  face  of  the  cliff,  and  Claude  Duval  fol- 
lowed him.  It  was  no  part  of  Joe's  intention,  though,  to  be  the  first  to  descend 
through  the  little  hole  in  the  chalk.  He  went  to  a  small  ledge  about  five  feet 
above  it,  and  pointed  it  out  to  Duval. 

**  Do  you  see  it?" 

"  I  do  see  what  I  suppose  is  it." 

"  All's  light." 

*'  It  may  be  all  right,  and  I  dare  say  it  is ;  but  it  looks  for  all  the  world  like 
v  getting  down  somebody's  chimney." 

*' Yes,  it  has  that  look,  I  grant  yon;  but  it  is  amazingly  comfortable  when  once 
you  are  in  it." 

"Umph!" 

*'  Now,  blackbirds,  time  and  tide  wait  for  ho  man.  Let  us  be  oflf  while  we 
may.     Who'll  go  first  down  the  flue  V 
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■*'  Oh,  I  will,"  said  a  rather  surly-looking  fellow. 

"  That's  the  ticket.  You  are  a  good  weight,  and  if  there  should  be  any 
obstacle,  you  are  just  the  sort  of  fellow  to  clear  it  away  fcr  us.  Mind  how  you 
go,  now  ;  good  folks  are  scarce,  o'd  fellow." 

"  Oh,  none  o'  your  gammon,"  said  the  man,  as  he  thrust  his  feet  into  the  hole 
in  the  side  of  the  cliff.  *'  None  o'  your  blessed  gammon,  Mr.  Joe,  if  yer  pleases 
Good  mornin'." 

The  man  clasped  his  hands  over  his  head,  and  as  he  said,  in  his  own  classical 
vernacular,  "  good  mornin',''  away  he  went  out  of  sight  in  a  moment  through  the 
hole  in  the  wall. 

It  looked  a  perilous  and  most  uncomfortable  thing  to  slide  out  of  sight  in  such 
a  fashion  through  that  narrow  opening  in  the  cliff,  which  certainly  was  not  so  wide 
as  to  leave  a  tolerably  bulky  person  a  couple  of  inche;;  of  room  to  spare. 
Joe  the  Cracksman  laughed  at  the  expresssion  of  Duval's  face. 
"  He  is  all  li^ht  enough,  I  dare  say,"  he  said.  ^ 

"  So  do  I,"  replied  Duval  ;  "  hut  it  is  not  pleasant  " 
"  Hiiioa  I"  said  Joe,  with  his  mouth  to  the  opening. 

*•  All's  right,"  replied  the  man  who  had  descended,  and    the   voice    came  up 
throuah  the  shaft  in  strange,  hollow  tones  and  echoes. 
"There,  you  see,"  said  Joe,  *'  he  is  in  the  pit  now." 
**  I  ^^  ish  I  was,"  said  Claude^with  a  smile. 
"  Will  you  go  now?" 

*'  Not  just  yet.  Wait  a  bit ;  I  will  see  some  more  of  the  blackbirds  make  the 
descent,  for  it  is  rather  curious  to  observe  them  disappear  in  such  a  fashion  from 
the  daylighi." 

By  this  time,  Jack  and  Dick  were  upon  the  same  ledge  with  Claude  Duval  and 

Joe  the  Cracksman  ;  but  they  had  not  seen  any  one  make  the  descent  yet.     The 

blackbird?,  however,  now    began   very  rapidly  to  do  so,  and  the  "All's  right  " 

\  that  came  sounding  up  as  each  one  reached  the  pit  in  safely,  sounded  like  a  voice 

I  from  the  infernal  regions. 

After  more  than  half  of  them  had  disappeared,  Joe  called  out  in  a  rather  odd 
[  tone  of  voice — 
I       *' Mr.  Brand." 
j       "  lam  here,"  said  the  officer. 

''  You  have  seen  what  has  been  go'ng  on  here,  Mr.  Brand,  so   I  will  now 
;  trouble  \ou  to  do  so  likewise.     You  may  descend  with  perfect  safety,     Hilloa  in 
I  the  pit  there  !" 
I       *' Ay,  ay  !"  said  a  voice, 
i       *'  Brand  is  coming." 
j       "  All's  right." 

j  "  Now,  Mr.  Brand,  if  you  please.  They  will  take  care  of  you  in  the  pit,  as 
I  you  are  not  used  to  this  mode  of  descending.  All  you  have  to  be  careful  of  is, 
j  not  to  stick  out  your  toes  or  your  elbows  ;  you  will  slide,  then,  along  the  chalk 
I  like  a  lump  of  butter  on  a  hot  plate." 

j       Some  of  the  blackbirds   stt  up  a  laugh  at  this  little  joke,  but  Brand  did  n<2it 
I  seem  to  think  the  affair,  take  it  for  all  in  all,  was  any  laughing  matter  at  all,  and 
he  spoke  seriously,  and  yet   he  spoke  in  a  manly  way,  without  exhibiting  any 
!  signs  of  fear. 

"  I  address  myself  to  you  all,'"  he  said,  *'  and  I  appeal  to  you  all  if  I  have 
not  kept  my  word  with  you.  It  was  an  understood  thing  that  I  was  to  be  re- 
leased as  soon  as  it  could  be  done  consistently  with  your  safety.  Surely  that 
time  has  now  come — I  do  not  want  to  know  any  of  your  secrets.  You  might 
have  dispensed  with  my  presence  before  this  had  it  so  pleased  you,  and  I  can 
only  say  that  it  would  have  pleased  me  very  well  if  you  had  done  so.  What  on 
earth  now  can  be  the  use  of  me  accompanying  you  to  your  haunts  ?" 

'•That's  not  the  question,  Mr.  Brand,"  said  Joe.     "Here  is  the  hole  in  the 
wall,  and  it  is  my  particular  request  that  down  yon  go." 
Joe  looked  angry,  and  the  blackbirds  looked  excited. 
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'  man  iJ\t\  ^f^'^^"''^^'''^^i^  care  nothing  for  the  black  looks  of  any 
man,  I  3ay  that  the  oiricer  ought  to  have  been  released  before  now  Surely  'l 
and  my  two  friends  here  have  as  great  a  stake   in  thi.  affair  as  anv  of  you    our 

I  safety  and  our  l.ves  are  as  precious  r.o  us  as  your  own,  and  we  nre  all  t*.>ree  of  the 
same  o^md,  namely   that  Brand  onght  to  have  heen  let  ^o  before,  but  not  having 

I   been  so  let  go,  it  i6  lull  time  (o  do  it  now."  n^v.n^ 


i  JCE,   THE    CRACKSMAX,   COMMANDS   JlRAXD    TO   DESCEND   INTO   THB  CIIALK-PIT. 

j     «'No— no!" 
■"  Who  says  no  ?'' 

i   nn?l/  '^°'?,^^'^/oV^^^''''^^^s»i^n-    "  I  suppose   I  may  presume  to  have  anj 
1^  opinion,  although  Claude  Duval  is  here  ?- 

•  ---!llj^  ^""^   ^^^<^  you   mean   about  having   an   opinion,''  said  Claude  J 
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*'  Right  and  wrong  are  scarcely  matters  of  opinion,  and  in  ihis  case,  in  particular, 
it  is  a  matter  of  fact  that  the  ofBeer  was  promised  his  freedom,  and  upon  the 
strength  of  that  promise  he  made  to  us  all  certain  disclosures/' 

'•  No  !'*  said  a  voice. 

"  I  say  yes,  and  that  those  certain  disclosures  saved  us  all." 

"  No  1"  said  the  voice  again. 

"  Whoever  says  no  to  that,  lies,"  said  Claude  Duval. 

"Don't  call  me  a  liar,"  said  a  burly-looking  ruffian,  **or  I'll  mark  it  dov^n 
againpt  you  in  my  memorandum  book/* 

'*  If  you  will  have  the  goodness  to  come  up  here,"  said  Claude,  "and  show 
me  any  such  book  in  which  you  keep  the  record  of  revenges  you  are  too  cowardly 
to  pay  off  at  once,  I  will  cram  it  down  your]throat  and  make  you  swallow  it,  as 
sure  as  you  are  a  living  man/' 

The  blackbirds  rather  laughed  at  this,  but  the  man  who  had  provoked  such  a 
speech  from  Duval  thought  that  it  was  just  as  well  not  to  put  hina  to  the  proof 
of  his  words,  so  he  remained  where  he  was. 

**  If  Claude  Duval  has  said  all  he  has  to  say/'  remarked  Joe,  carelessly,  "I 
will  speak.* 

"  I  have  finished/'  said  Claude. 

"Very  well.  Then  all  I  have  to  say  is,  that  I  differ  very  much  in  opinion  with 
him,  and  that  I  think  that  Mr.  Brand,  the  officer,  ought  to  be  detained  some  time 
longer.  I  will  not  take  upon  myself  to  say  how  long;  that  will  depend  entirely 
upon  circumstaBces." 

"  What  is  to  be  done,  then  ?"  said  Dick. 

**  What  we  always  do,"  added  Joe,  *'  when  there  is  a  difference  of  opinlofn 
among  us,  and  what  I  humbly  suppose  you  will  think  reasonable  enough,  which  is 
to  put  it  to  a  show  of  i.ands.  We  are  all  blackbirds,  and  no  doubt  we  all 
mean  what's  right  by  each  other — it  would  be  a  hard  thing  if  we  did  not;  so  I 
propose  that  it  be  put  at  once  to  the  vote  whether  Mr.  Brand  be  liberated  nDW> 
or  kept  a  little  longer  with  us.     Oo  you  object  to  that,  Claude  Daval  V* 

*'l  cannot  object  to  it/* 

"Very  well.  Blackbirds,  you  understand  the  question.  As  many  of  you  as 
wish  Brand  to  go  at  once,  hold  up  one  hand." 

There  were  only  three  hands  held  up,  namely  Claude's,  Dick's,  and  Jack's. 

*'  On  the  contrary/' 

All  the  blackbirds  held  up  their  hands. 

**Mr  Brand,'*  said  Joe,  with  all  the  coolness  in  life,  *'  I  will  trouble  you  to 
descend  through  the  flut.  if  you  please*  Turn  in  your  toes  and  keep  your  elbows 
straight  as  you  go  down/* 


CHAPTER  CCLXXIX 

THE    EXEOUTLON    IN    THE  OLD    CHALK  MT. 

Bband  looked  amazed  at  this  mode  of  settling  the  question,  and  Claude  Duval 
felt  that  it  placed  him  in  such  an  awkward  position,  that  there  was  really  no 
help  for  it  but  to  acquiesce  in  the  arrangement.  The  taking  the  vote  was  so 
specious  a  mode  of  getting  out  of  the  difficulty,  that  for  the  time  being  he  was 
puzzled  to  know  what  to  say.    . 

Brand  looked  at  him  imploringly; 

"  I  think  you  must  descend,"  said  Claude, 

**  If  you  say  I  must,  I  must.*' 

"  Stop  a  bit.  I  will  go  first,  I  think  ;  and  you  Dick,  and  you,  Jack,  will  follow 
Mr.  Brand." 

"  We  will." 

There  was  just  the  ghost  of  a  smile  upon  the  face  of  Joe  the  Cracksman  for  a 
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moment,  as  Claude  spoke  and  adopted  such  an  arrangement.  He  knew  perfectly 
weil  that  Duval  had  his  doubts  as  to  the  sort  of  reception  which  Brand  would  get 
in  the  pit  when  be  should  descead. 

Just  as  he  was  then  preparing  to  go  down  himself,  Jack  laid  his  hand  upon  his, 
Claude's,  shoulder,  saying — 

"Stop  a  moment,  DuvaU  It  will  b«  just  as  weil  to  let  our  dear  friends  in  the 
pit  know  «^hat  it  is  not  Brand  that  is  coming,  but  you." 

"  So  it  will." 

Claude  had  not  thought  of  that.  If  Brand  was  to  encounter  any  immediate 
danger  upon  eflFecting  his  descent,  it  rnight,  in  the  hurry  of  the  moment,  fall  upoc 
him,  Claude  ;  so  he  turned  to  Joe  as  he  said— 

"  Will  you  be  so  good  as  to  say  who  is  coming  ?" 

**  With  pleasure  ;  but  you  a'"e  not  correct  in  your  surmises*  There  is  no  foul 
play  meditated.  I  will  not  pretend  to  be  so  blind  as  not  to  understand  perfectly 
what  you  mean.*' 

*' Nor  will  I,''  said  Duval,  *' be  so  unwise  as  to  deny  it ;  but  I  will  ake  yout 
word  that  all  is  right." 

•'  You  may." 

*'  Heregoes,  then." 

Dc'ipite  of  everything  in  the  shape  of  warning  that  Jack  began  to  say,  Claude 
D'lval  allowed  himself  to  go  through  the  opening  in  the  side  of  the  cliflF.  It  was 
a  very  odd  sensation  so  to  shoot  out  of  the  daylight  into  such  a  narrow  and  gloomy 
place,  and  if  the  transit  had  not  been  very  rapid,  it  would  have  been  almost  in- 
tolerable. As  it  was,  it  did  not  last  anything  like  half  a  minute,  and  then  Duval 
let  his  feet  sink  into  some  havand  straw,  and  opaoing  his  eyes,  he  found  himself 
fl)in2  on  his  back  in  the  daylight  again, 

"  Hilloa!   is  it  you  ?"  said  a  voice. 

"Yes,"  said  CI  mde.     ^'  Here  I  am." 

He  scrambled  to  hid  feet  and  looked  about  him  with  surprise  and  pleasure, 
for  he  found  himself  in  one  of  the  most  picturesque-looking  spots  that  he  had 
ever  beheld,  and  one  which  he  little  expected  ever  tobe  found  so  close  to  London 
as  it  was. 

The  chalk  pit  was  of  considerable  extent,  and  the  rugged  sides  of  it  rose  up  to 
■a  height  of  uptvards  of  one  hundred  and  fifty  feet  around  it.  The  bo'tom  of  it 
was  one  mass  of  vegetation,  and  trailing  weeds  depended  from  the  sides  in  the 
most  picturesque  cunfusion.  There  was  a  sombre  calm,  too,  over  the  whole 
place,  which  lent  it  quite  a  mysterious  air. 

"  This  is  the  blackbirds'  nest,"  said  one.     "  How  do  you  like  it  ?" 

**  I  tiiink  it  charming," 

'*  That's  a  good  job,  for  it  shows  that  you  think  with  us ;  for  to  tell  the  truth, 
we  all  think  it  chaiming.'* 

"  It  merits  the  title.  Why  it  is  an  abode  fit  for  a  prince.  I  must  say  that 
I  never  saw  a  spot  that  I  liked  better.  If  I  was  to  go  about  picking  and  choosing 
for  a  retreat,  this  is  the  very  one  I  should  hit  upon,  I  assure  you.  It  has  many 
advantages.'* 

*'  A  few." 

*'  Not  a  few,  to  my  judgment.  And  now  show  me  the  way  you  get  out  of  it,  if 
you  please." 

''  It's  quite  impossible  for  any  one  to  get  out  of  it,"  said  the  man,  "  unless 
he  happens  to  know  the  secret.  To  climb  the  face  of  the  excavation  looks  an 
essy  thing,  but  far  from  being  that,  it  is  quite  impossible.  There  are  some  little 
rivulets  from  the  high  ground  above,  that  keep  the  chalk  wet  ;  and  it  is  so  con- 
foundedly sUppery,  that  no  one  can  possibly  keep  a  foothold  upon  it  for  a 
moment.'* 

"  1  should  think  not." 

"  It  has  been  tried,  and  all  have  failed  at  that  kind  of  fun ;  but  you  see  that 
clump  of  thistles  about  twenty  feet  up  above  you  ?" 

« I  do." 
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**  Well,  there  are  steps  to  that  spot  from  here,  just  the  same  as  there  are  to  the 
hole  in  the  wall  on  the  other  side  in  the  lane  ;  ani  when  you  are  up  there,  you 
will  find  just  such  another  opening,  into  which  you  go  in  the  same  way,  and  it 
brings  you  out  among  the  old  weeds  iu  an  obscure  corner  in  the  lane,  as  safe  as 
possible." 

**  Thank  you  for  the  information,"  gaid  Duval.   "  I  shall  not  forget  it." 
"  You  can't  very  well,  when  once  you  know  it.  And  when  once  the  officers  find 
it  out,  why,  the  sooner  the  old  chftlk  pit  is  blown  in  the  better,  for  it  will  be  of  no 
further  use  to  the  family,  I  take  i',  after  that." 

*'  Hilloa!"  said  a  voice  that  sounded  as  if  it  were  miles  off,  in  the  centre  of 
the  earth.     It  made  Claude  start  round  with  surprise. 

"  That's  Joe   calling  through  the  flue,"  said   one  of  the  blackbirds,  as  he 
stooped  close  down  to  the  little  opening  through  which  Claude  Duval^had  so  re- 
cently only  emerged,  and  cried  in  answer — 
**  Hilloa,  above  there!" 
**  Brand's  coming." 
"All  right." 

The  blackbird  stepped  aside,  and  in  another  moment  the  officer  appeared  from 
the  opening,  and  fell  upon  the  hay  and   straw  there  collected  :  he  immediately, 
however,  sprang  to  his  feet,  looking  rather  scared  at  this  mode  of  transit  from  the 
lane  to  the  chalk  pit. 
"  All's  safe,"  said  Duval. 

"  Oh,  yes,"  said  Brand,  **  so  long  as  1  can  hear  your  voice,  I  do  think  all  is 
safe,  indeed. — It  was  much  against  my  will  that  I  came  here." 

"Oh,  nevar  mind  that,"  said  one  of  the  blackbirds,  **  you  will  not  regret  it,  I 
can  tell  you." 

Brand  was  silent.     Probably  he  detected  the  double  meaning  that  lurked  under 
that  speech,  and  felt  that,  without  imprudence,  he  could  not  make  a  reply  to  it. 
Duval  looked  at  him. 

*'  Well,"  added  the  blackbird,  **  it's  all  right." 

"  Oh,  yes,'*  said  Brand,  "  there  can  be  no  doubt  in  the  world  about  it's  being 
all  right,  can  there,  Mr.  Duval  ?" 

"  There  shall  be  no  doubt,"  said  Claude,  and  the  words  as  well  as  the  manner 
in  which  they  were  spoken  seemed  to  have  the  effect  of  very  much  reassuring  the 
officer,  who  managed  to  creep  still  closer  to  Claude  Duval,  feelino^,  as  no  doubt  he 
did,  thftt  he  was  his  staunch  friend. 

In  the  course  of  the  next  few  minutes,  both  Jack  and  Dick  had  descended  the 
curious  little  tunnel  into  the  chalk  pit.  The  remainder  of  the  blackbirds  followed 
in  rapid  succession,  and  last  of  ail  came  Joe  the  Cracksman  himself. 

•'  Here  we  are,"  said  Joe,  with  a  forced  kind  of  jocularity,  "  here  we  are,  all  of 
us,  as  l^nug  and  as  comfortable  as  we  can  possibly  be.     Why,  Duval,  don't  you 
think  you  might  stand  a  siege  in  this  place  ?" 
Claude  shook  his  head. 
*'  Why,  what's  the  matter  with  it  ?" 

"  Nothing  at  all ;  but  as  for  a  siege  in  it,  that  would  be  rather  awkward  if  the 
enemy  got  upon  the  heights  and  took  a  fancy  to  pepper  us  with  a  few  bullets." 

**  Oh,  that  can't  happen.  There  is  a  space  o(  fifty  feet,  if  there's  a  bit,  between 
the  brink  of  the  pit  above  there,  and  the  high  road,  so  that  there  is  no  sort  of 
likehhood  of  our  being  seen  by  any  one.  But  we  won't  deal  in  possibilities,  nor 
bespeak  danger.  We  have  found  this  a  good  shelter  before,  and  we  shall  find  it 
a  good  one  again,  no  doubt." 

"  It  is  my  fervent  hope  that  you  will,"  gaid  Claude ;  "and  I  don't  know  how  you 
may  feel,  but  for  my  part,  something  in  the  shape  of  a  breakfast  would  not  be 
the  worst  tlfking  in  the  world," 

"  I  have  been  thinking  of  that.     Who  will  volunteer  to  go  to  Gravesend  and 
get  some  victuals  a«d  drink  for  the  lot :" 
*'  I — I — I !"  cried  several  voices. 
,        "Very  well;  settle  it  among  yourselves;  only  two  of  you  are  quite  enough. 
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Here's  money.     You  must  keep  a  sharp  eye  about  you  that  no  one  follows  you, 
my  men." 

The  blackbirds  promised  to  do  that,  and  departed  on  their  errand.  Jack  and 
Dick  were  as  much  pleased  with  the  aspect  of  the  old  chalk  pit,  as  Claude  had 
been,  and  was  still.  They  could  hardly  have  conceived  it  possible  that  so 
thoroughly  romantic  a  region  could  be  found  in  sueh  a  place ;  but  there  it  was, 
with  all  its  rioh  and  extraordinary  vegetation  before  their  eyes ;  and  if  they  had 
not  been  disturbed  in  their  minds  by  various  censiderations,  they  would  greatly 
have  enjoyed  the  beauties  of  the  place. 

That  mental  distraction  that  they  felt,  the  reader  will,  no  doubt,  attribute  to  its 
right  cause,  namely,  an  increasing  anxiety  regarding  the  probable  fate  of  Brand 
the  officer.  The  blackbirds  were  in  numoers  quite  sufficient  to  have  insisted,  in 
defiance  of  Claude  Duval  and  his  two  friends,  upon  the  sacrifice  of  that  unfortunate 
man ;  but  it  would  seem  as  if  they  had  a  lurking  dread  of  so  cold-blooded  a  deed  ; 
for  although,  as  the  sequel  sufficiently  proved,  it  was  all  along  determined  upon, 
they  would  much  rather  have  got  rid  of  Claude  and  his  associates  before  putting 
the  sentence  into  execution. 

The  strange,  enforced  kind  of  jollity  with  which  Joe  the  Cracksman  spoke, 
would,  without  anything  else,  have  been  sufficient  to  convince  Claude  that  some- 
thing was  meditated ;  and  he  kept  as  gClose  to  Brand  as  he  could  without  such  a 
proceeding  looking  too  marked,  f«r  fear  some  random  blow  should  be  dealt  to  the 
unhappy  man  which  might  do  the  deed  he,  Claude,  wished  so  much  to  prevent. 

"  Now,  my  lads,"  said  Joe,  "  who  is  tue  cleverest  at  making  a  fire  ?  for  I  don't 
see  that  there  is  any  necessity  for  our  taking  our  victuals  cold." 


CHAPTER  CCLXXX. 

A    DREADFUL    SCENE    TAKKS    PLACE   IN    THE    OLD    OHALK    PIT. 

Th£re  was  nothing  now  that  Duval  longed  so  much  for  as  an  opportunity  for  « 
little  private  conversation  with  Dick  and  Jack.  He  could  pretty  well  tell  by 
their  looks  that  they  were  of  the  same  opinion  as  himself  regarding  the  dangerous 
predicament  in  which  the  officer  was  ;  but  then,  if  it  had  any  effect  at  all  upon 
him,  it  had  that  of  makitghim  still  more  anxious  to  consult  with  them  as  regarded 
the  best  means  of  ensuring  the  safety  of  Brand. 

The  fact  was,  that  Claude  Buval,  under  the  circumstances,  considered  himself 
quite  committed  to  the  preservation  of  the  officer  ;  and  he  would  have  left  the 
blackbirds  with  the  conviction  that  he  had  connived  at  a  deliberate  and  cold- 
blooded murder,  if  he  had  shut  his  eyes  for  a  moment  to  the  fact  that  Brand  stood 
in  imminent  danger  of  death. 

What  the  grand  mass  of  the  thieves  thought  of  the  affair,  it  was  hard  to  say ; 
but  they  locked  upon  Claude  Duval  and  his  friends  now  a>  decided  encumbrances, 
and,  no  doubt,  wished  them  far  enough  off,  although  it  was  not  likely  that  they 
would  commit  any  overt  act  against  them. 

While  some  of  the  blackbirds  were  busy  in  lighting  a  fire  in  a  hollow  close  to 
one  of  the  c!ialk  walls  of  the  pit,  Claude  caught  the  eye  of  Dick,  and  very  slightly 
intimated  to  him  to  follow  him.  Dick,  who  was  standing  close  by  Jack,  gave  him 
a  nudge  with  his  elbow  as  a  hint  to  come  after  him  ;  and  then,  as  Claude  strolled 
about,  affecting  to  be  admiring  and  examining  the  pit,  his  two  friends  soon  joined 
him. 

They  were  at  a  sufficient  distance  from  the  blackbirds  for  what  they  said  to  each 
other,  provided  they  said  it  in  a  low  tone  of  voice,  not  to  be  heard,  and  it  was 
Claude  who  spoke  first. 

"  My  friends,"  he  said,  "  these  fellows  want  to  murder  Brand." 
,    **l  knovv  it,"  said  Dick.  r  ■ 

"  And  so  do  I,"  said  Jack. 
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*'  We  must  not  permit  it." 

Jack  looked  rather  alarmed. 

*'  Nay,  Claude,'  he  said,  "  what  do  you  suppose  we  three  can  do  against  so 
many  as  are  here  assembled  ?" 

"  Much.  We  can  do  much.  Three  determined  men  can  do  an  immense  deal, 
especially  when  they  are  upon  the  right  side.'* 

^  "I  agree  with  you  there/*  said  Dick,  "and  while  I  am  here  he  shall  not  fall  a 
victim  to  the  fears  or  the  passions  of  these  men.  It  is  that  fellow,  Joe  the  Cracks- 
man, who  is  at  the  bottom  of  the  whole  affair.  I  doa't  think  for  a  moment  but 
what  the  others  would  real  y  have  let  him  go." 

•'  I  am  of  your  opinion  there,"  said  Jack  ;  "but  still,  the  question  is,  what  is 
to  be  done  in  the  matter?" 

*'  That,  Jack,"  said  Claude,  "  I  was  in  hopes  you  would  have  been  able  to 
suggest,'' 

*'  You  are  jesting  with  me,  Claude." 

*'  Ah,  Jack,  you  are  lukewarm  in  thii>  affair." 

"No,  I  am  not,  and  to  prove  to  you  that  1  am  not,  I  here  tell  you  that  I  will, 
without  questioTi,  debate,  or  objection,  accede  at  once  to  whatever  plan  Dick  and 
you  decide  upon  for  the  purpose  of  attempting  the  rescue  of  Brand." 

"  That  is  something  like  yourself,  Jack." 

"There  is  one  mode  of  doing  the  business,"  sa"d  Dick,  "  which  I  think  ought 
to  succeed.  You  know  that  these  fellows  think  a  grea  deal  of  putting  things  to 
the  vote,"  'Ay  or  No/  as,  indeed,  they  did  the  question  concerning  the  libera- 
tion or  otherwise  of  Brand,  you  recollect,  only  a  litde  while  ago.  Now,  I  think 
that  the  very  best  thing  we  can  do  is  to  bring  the  question  forward  of  his  life  or 
death,  and  have  it  decided  one  way  or  the  other  by  them.  We  shall,  at  least, 
know  then  what  they  mean  to  do." 

"A  good  thought,  Dick." 
-t:  *'  If  they  decide  upon  sparing  him,  I  think  they  will  keep  their  words  ;  but  if, 
on  the  contrary,  we  find  that  they  carry  their  intention  to  take  his  life,  it  will  be 
time  then  for  us  to  adopt  more  particular  and  efficacious  measures  to  preserve 
him.  Nothing  will  be  easier  than  to  pat  arms  into  his  hands,  and  then  we  are 
four." 

*♦  Capital  r  said  Claude.     "  What  do  you  think  of  it.  Jack?" 

"  I  agree  that  it  is  the  only  way  of  proceeding." 

"Very  well;  then,  I  will  propose  the  question  to  the  blackbirds.  Let  the 
breakfast,  or  whatever  meal  they  choose  to  call  it,  pass  off  in  peace  first,  and  then 
I  will  move  in  the  business." 

All  this  time  that  they  had  been  thus  talking,  Jo;  the  Cracksman  had,  with  aa 
uneasy,  sidelong  step,  been  moving  towards  them,  but  Claude  Duval  had  had  his 
eye  upon  him,  and  suddenly  turning  round,  he  said — 
.  -  "  Well,  Joe,  we  have  settled  it.'* 

"  Settled  what  ?" 

**  Why,  that  nothing  in  the  world  could  take  us  alive  out  of  this  place.  The 
only  mischief  that  could  be  done,  would  be  by  fire-ams  from  the  brow  of  the 
cliff  yonder." 

"Oh  !  ah!     Yes—yes!" 

Joe  was  evidently  disappointed  :  he  had,  no  doubt,  exppcted  some  sort  of  com- 
munication regarding  the  intentions  of-Claude  and  his  friends  in  the  matter  of  the 
officer,  for  he  could  have  taken  his  oath,  from  his  own  conviction,  that  it  wflrS' 
ce-Bcerning  Brand  they  had  b^^en  consulting. 

"Yes,"  said  Jack,  "we  are  quite  unanimous  upon  that  head." 

Joe  put  as  good  a  face  on  the  matter  as  he  could,  as  he  said,  after  looking  about 
him  a  few  moments — 

*'  I  don't  think  that  even  then  they  could  do  us  much  harm,  there  are  so  mmnj 
hiding  places,  and  the  vegetation  is  so  thick  that  it  would  be  all  random  firing." 

"  So  it  would — so  it  would,"  said  Duval.  "  And  now  I  ana  quite  ready  for  the 
breakfast,  if  the  breakfast  will  onlv  return  the  compliment  and  be  ready  for  m?." 
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*•  This  way,"  said  Joe.  "All  is  ready  now.  We  are  old  soldieis  in  this  kind  of 
war  against  property  that  we  are  always  engaged  in,  and  we  don't  take  long  in 
getting  a  meal  served  up." 

The  blackbirds  fully  naerited  the  eulogies  as  regards  quickness  in  their  cookery 
that  Joe  passed  upon  them,  for  they  had  managed  the  affair  capitally ;  and  although 
the  repast  was  rather  of  the  roughest  sort,  still  it  was  extremely  welcome  to 
hungry  men. 

They  did  not  scruple  to  give  Brand  something  to  eat,  but  it  was  evident  that 
the  poor  fellow  took  it  with  a  very  bad  relish.  The  thought  that  he  would  never 
get  out  of  that  chalk  pit  alive  was  clinging  to  him,  and  his  sensations  must  have 
rather  closely  resembled  those  of  a  man  condemned  to  death,  and  who,  by  the 
cold  courtesy  of  his  jailers,  is  accommodated  with  a  breakfast  before  the  hour  of 
execution. 

In  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour  the  meal  was  completely  dispatched.  The  men 
who  had  gone  to  Gravesend  had  brought  back  word  that  all  was  quite  favourable, 
and  that  not  the  slightest  idea  seemed  to  be  abroad  that  any  such  parties  as  the 
blackbirds  were  in  the  neighbourhood,  so  that,  in  perfect  safety,  the  congregation  of 
questionable  characters  rejoiced  at  the  announcement  of  this  report,  and  prepared 
to  pass  the  day  in  that  place  of  rest. 

It  was  then  that  Claude  Daval  suddenly  rose,  and  in  a  clear  voice  said — 

"  Blackbirds  !'' 

There  was  a  general  commotion  at  this  sudden  address  upon  the  part  of  Claude 
Duval,  and  Joe  the  Cracksman  bit  his  under  lip,  to  conceal  the  deep  vexation 
that  beset  him. 

Jack  and  Dick  stood  close  to  Duval,  for  they  did  not  know  what  the  affair  might 
end  in,  and  Brand,  too,  was  within  a  very  few  paces,  looking  very  pale  and  ill 
indeed.  The  deep  anxieties  of  the  last  few  hours  had  told  very  much  even  upon 
his  strong  and  well-koit  frame. 

*' Blackbirds,"  added  Claude  Duval,  "  I  have  something  rather  particular  to 
say  to  you." 

"  Say  it,"  cried  Joe. 

"  I  mean  to  say  it,  but  I  hope  that  the  mere  fact  that  I  have  it  to  say  is  not 
very  disagreeable  to  any  here  present." 

*'0h,  no— no,"  cried  several ;  and  then  Joe  forced  a  laugh  that  gat  but  oddly 
upon  his  countenance,  as  he  said — 

"Oh,  no — no;  disagreeable,  indeed — disagreeable  to  any  of  us  !  lam  quite 
sure  that  i?  it  impossible  for  Claude  Duval  to  say  anything  that  is  disagreeable ;  quite 
—quite." 

"  Thank  you,''  said  Claude.  *'  With  such  encouragement  as  that,  I  will  proceed 
at  once  ;  and  feeling  myself  to  be  one  of  the  fraternity,  I  speak  freely  when  I  say, 
what  is  to  be  done  with  Brand,  the  officer?" 

There  was  a  blank  silence  upon  this. 

**  I  say  again,  what  is  to  be  done  with  Brand,  the  officer  ?" 

No  one  spoke. 

**  It  is  quite  out  of  the  question  but  that  you  all  have  formed  some  sort  of 
opinion  upon  the  affair.  I  have,  and  so  have  my  two  friends  here  ;  and  all  that  I 
want  settled  is  the  question  that  I  ask.  In  fairness  to  the  man  himself,  it  ought 
to  be  settled.    It  is  unworthy  of  us  all  to  keep  him  here  in  a  state  of  suspense." 

A  confused  murmur  arose  from  the  blackbirds,  and  Joe  the  Cracksman  looked 
around  him,  and  nodded  to  two  or  three  of  them  ;  then  he  spoke  : 

"  Perhaps  we  might  answer  you,  Claude  Duval,  in  what  you  would  think 
terms  not  at  all  agreeable.  But  there  is  one  thing  that  I  will  do,  and  that  is  to 
put  you  in  mind  that  it  is  necessary  for  the  safety  of  us  all  to  observe — 

"  Hold  !"  said  Dick. 

"  Why  should  I  stop  in  what  T  am  going-  to  say  ?  It  is  no  harm.  I  was  only 
going  to  add  the  one  word,  caution.     Is  there  any  harm  in  that?" 

"  None,"  said  Dick,  **  none  whatever  ;  and  I,  too,  will  add  a  word,  and  that  is' 
sincerity  ;  and  I  hope  that  that  will  be  thought  quite  as  much,  if  not  a  little  more 
of  than  caution." 
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"  Very  good,'*  said  Joe,  "  I  have  no  objection.  Sincerity  and  caution  !  Black- 
birds, these  are  the  two  words  that  are  to  guide  you.  And  now  let  us  hear  what 
further  our  distinguished  friend,  Clarde  Duval,  has  to  say." 

Duval  was  afraid  that  the  experiment  he  was  about  to  try  would  prove  a 
failure,  in  more  ways  than  one ;  hut  still,  as  he  had  made  a  begianing,  he  felt 
strongly  the  impolicy  of  leaving  off,  and  he  was  determined  to  go  through  with  the 
affair. 

The  blackbirds  were  evidently  very  deeply  interested  in  what  was  going  on, 
and  they  crowded  round  Duval,  his  friends.  Brand,  and  Joe  in  a  rather  dense 
throng.  There  was  a  heightened  colour  upon  the  face  of  Claude,  and  Dick  had 
his  hands  in  his  pockets,  where  each  of  them  grasped  the  stock  of  a  pistol  upon 
which  he  knew  he  could  depend.  Jack  looked  much  excited  and^full^of  aerious 
anticipations  of  a  disturbance. 


CHAPTER  CCLXXXI. 

THE    BLACKBIRDS    PLAY    A    TREACHEROUS    PART, 

'*  For  the  sake  of  common  justice  between  man  and  man,"  said|DuvaI,  "  for 
the  sake  of  our  peace  in  the  tisne  that  is  to  come,  and  for  the^sake  of  this  man, 
Brand,  who  was  brought  with  us  contrary  to  his  wish  to  this  place,  I  ask  you  to 
decide  by  your  votes  his  fate." 

''Hear!  hear!" 

"All  right/'  said  Joe. 
j         "  I  think  tliat  it  is  beneath  us  one  and  all,  to  keep  any  man  in  such  a  state  of 
1   doubt  and  uncertainty,  as  to  what  is  to  become  of  him,  as  Brand  must  be  in  ;  and 
no'^v,  as  I  have,  I  hope,  said  enough  to  convince   you  that  we  ought  to  come  to  a 
decision,  let  me  say  a  little  as  to  what  I  think  the  decision  ought  to  be." 

"  Excellent !"  said  Joe  ;  *'  excellent !     Hear  him,  blackbirds  !" 

"In  the  first  place,  then,"  added  Claude  Duval,  "we  made  a  sort  of  bargain 
with  this  man  Brand  in  the  old  ken,  that  if  he  gave  us  valuable  information  his 
life  should  be  spared.  That  we  are  all  here  now  is  a  proof  that  he  did  give  us 
valuable  information  ;  and  I  put  it  to  you  all  to  say  whether  we  have  not  found 
that  the  information  he  gave  us  was  strictly  correct." 

"Quite  so,"  said  one. 

"Very  well,  then,  such  being  the  case,  as  he  has  kept  his  word'  with  us/  it 
surely  behoves  us  to  keep  ours  with  hira.  It  would  be,  I  have  no  scruples  in 
saying,  one  of  the  most  dastardly,  cowcft-dly,  and  ill-advised  acts  in  the  world,  to 
break  faith  with  this  man.  And  yet  there  have  been  some  dark  hints,  some 
strange  words,  nnd  some  actions,  that  would  lead  one  to  believe  that  some  mis- 
chief was  intended  to  him.  I  cannot  really  think  it;  but  if  it  should  be  so,  I  hope 
that  you  will  all  of  you  now  take  a  better  thought,  and  if  I  have  been  wrong 
etnirely,  it  will  be  a  good  thing  that  it  should  be  at  once  definitely  settled  that  no 
such  piece  of  folly  and  villany,  for  it  would  be  both,  is  intended/' 

"Hear!  hear!" 

Claude  ceased  speaking,  and  all  eyes  were  turned  upon  Joe  the  Cracksman, 
who,  finding  that  something  was  expected  of  him,  said — 

"  Well,  I  am  ready  to  vote.'' 

There  was  a  slight  laugh  at  this,  for  everybody  had  expected  that  he  was  going 
to  make  a  speech,  Duml  did  not  dislike  anything  that  would  put  the  blackbirds 
in  good  humour,  for  be  knew  that  when  people  laugh  they  are  not  very  blood- 
thirsty, so  he  laughed  likewise,  and  cried  out — 

"  Let  it  go  to  the  vote,  then,  at  once.  Life  or  death  to  Brand,  the  ofllicer.  Let 
all  who  are  of  opinion  that  his  life  should  be  spared,  hold  up  one  hand." 

The  whole  of  the  blackbirds  held  up  their  hands,  including  Joe,  who  then 
said — 
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'•  Why,  it  is  carried  unanimously,  j  *♦  Now,  then,"  said  Dick,  in  a  voice 
Claude."  I  that  all  miiht  hear,  "all  we  have  to  do 

'*  So  I  perceive.  On  the  contrary—  \  is  to  si  ow  Brand  out  of  this  place,  and 
None.     That  is  settled."  |  have  done  with  him." 

Brand  drew  a  long  breath.  I      "  We  will  take   his  pssitive  promise 


I 


CLAUOE    CONfJRATLLATES    BRAND    ON    HIS    SAFE    DESCENT    INTO    THE    CHALK-PIT. 

and   engagement,"  said   Duval,  "  that  I  cHff,  and  you  will  find  it  land  you  com- 


I    he  will  pay  nothing  of  the  existence  of 
■^    this  place." 

*'  Mi  nd  how  youl  go,*'   said  Joe   to 
Claude.     **  Here  is  the  opening  in  the 


fortably  in  the  lane." 

" Thank  you,  that  will  do.      It  U  all 
clear,  no  doubt." 

"  I  should  say  so.  It  ig  not  very  likely 
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No.  147. 


1170 


GENTLEMAN  JACK;  OR, 


that  our  friend,  Brand,  has  stuck  in  the  '  to  whisper  to  me,  tkat  that  shriek  came 
way,  as  h«  would  have  let  us  known  as  :  from  the  lips  of  Brand,  the  oflScer." 
much  by  this  time."  «  Good  Heaven  !"  said  Jack. 

"  So  he  would.    Farewell."  *'  I  will   see  to  it."  said  Dick,  with 


Without  another  moment's  hesita- 
tion, Duval  let  himself  through  the 
opening  in  the  cliff,  and  found  himself 
in  tUe  lane  with  great  alacrity.  The 
moon  was  slowly  rising,  and  the  scene 
aiouod  him  was  one  of  great  beauty. 
Jack  came  next,  and  then  Dick.  After 
that  the  voice  of  Joe  the  Cracksman 
sounded  through  the  opening. 

"  All  right  ?'  he  asked. 

'•  Quite,"  called  out  Claude  Duval, 
*'  quite  right.  Good  evening,  and 
^ood  luck  to  you  all !    Farewell  I" 


CHAPTER  CCLXXXII. 

THE  TRAGEDY    IN    THE    OLD    LANE. 

The  object  of  the  three  friends  was, 
I50W,  to  get  to  London  as  quickly  as 
tbey  could,  and  then  to  adopt  some  bold 
snd  decisive  step  for  the  recovering  of 
^beir  horses  ;  so  they,  at  a  ouick  pace, 
*23ade  their  way  up  the  lane,  and 
reached  the  high  road,  which  was  at 
some  distance  from  the  old  chalk  pit. 

"  Now  for  a  conveyance  to  London, 
If  one  can  be  gut,"  said  Dick.  «' I 
should  think  that  some  cart  or  waggon 
"Would  be  sure  to  pass  us  soon.'* 
^  '^  Not  a  doobt  of  it,  Dick,"  said 
Claude.  **  and  as  such  is  to  be  our 
mode  of  getting  on,  we  need  not  hurrv, 
I  take  it,  but  walk  at  our  ease.'* 

"  Exactly ;  but  still,  every  mite  is  a 
mite  nearer   our  destination  ;   so  come 

Tfcey  walked  at  a  strutting  kind  of 
pace  ;  b«t  they  had  not  got  many 
hundred  feet  frem  the  head  of  the 
cave,  ythen  such  a  shriek  came  upon 
their  ears,  that  tbey  all  ^ee  in%'olan- 
"tarily  stopped,,  and  faced  daout  to  the 
<iirection  Irom  whence  it  came. 

''  What  on  earth  » that  ?**  said  Jack. 
-•  What  a  dreadful  cry  r* 

*^Hush,"  said  Cteude,  "hush!  It 
tnay  come  again  I  No — all  ia  still. — 
It  echoeg  through  my  head.  It  was 
«  fearful  cry.  Gh,  Dick,  and  you,  Jack, 
it  sounds  perhaps  odd  to  you  both,  and 
yoH  will  think  xne  toe  much  the  slave 

of  my    imagination,    after   what  we    uiauKuituo  nuu^  i.utiiiov.iT^,a»ij^»  *-»».— 
thought  we  saw  ;■  hsA,  something  seems  )  the  officer,  and  bore  him  to  th6  ground 


sudden  energy.  **  I  had  my  suspicions 
all  along,  and  now  they  are  confirmed. 
You  are  not  mad,  Claude,  nor  are  you 
the  slave  of  your  imagination.  We  have 
all  been  duped  by  some  clever  trick  in 
supposing  that  Brand  was  free,  and  my 
opinion  is  now,  that  the  blackbirds  are 
murdering  the  man." 
"  Come,"  said  Claude. 
Without  another  word,  he  set  off 
back  again  towards  the  lane  and  the 
chalk  pit. 

While  Duval  and  his  two  friends  are 
now  making  the  best  of  their  way  to 
the  spot  from  whence  they  had  so  re- 
cently come,  we  will  carry  the  reader 
back  again  to  that  chalk  pit  where  the 
blackbirds  were  assembled,  and  which 
was  yet  to  be  the  scene  of  a  tragedy 
that  they  had  one  and  all  determined 
should  take  place  as  soon  as  Claude 
Duval  and  his  friends  were  got  rid  of. 

That  tragedy  was  the  death  of  Brand, 
the  officer,  for  Claude  had  been  juggled, 
and  Bran^  was  still  a  prisoner  in  the 
hands  of  the  thieves. 

The  blackbirds  made  sure  that  Claude 
Duval  and  his  two  friends  would  start 
for  London  as  quickly  as  they  could.-- 
The  great  importance  to  them  that  the 
recovery  of  their  horses  was  seemed  to 
point  to  such  a  proceeding  as  beyond 
a  doubt ;  and  if  Claude  Duval  bad  gone 
off  at  speed,  ten  minutes  at  the  most 
would  have  sufficed  to  take  him  and  his 
friends  far  beyond  earshot  oi  anything 
that  might  take  place  in  the  clialk-pit. 

But  we  will  not  anticipate.  The 
reader  is  not  yet  well  aware  of  how 
it  was  Duval  was  deceived  reaardii^  the 
supposed  liberation  of  Brand. 

AVe  have  stated,  that  «^cn  dai^^nos 
did  come  over  the  fece  of  the  land, 
that  in  that  chalk-pit,  with  tt«  pnecipi- 
teus  sides,  it  was  a  tenfoiid  dark&ese  ; 
and  so  rapidly,  too,  did  it  cofoe  «>,  tixs.t 
in  the  course  of  a  very  short  time  it  was 
impossible  to  distinguish  objects  with 
anv  degree  of  distinctness.  It  was  at 
this  juncture  that,  acting  under  the 
orders  of  Joe  the  Cracksman,  two  of 
the  most  active  and  determined  of  the 
blackbirds  flung  themselves  upon  Brand 
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at  once,  and  gagged  him  with  a  cork, 
which  they  had  prepared  for  that  pur- 
pose, and  which  eflfeciually  prevented 
him  from  giving  any  alarm. 

After  that,  they  took  off  his  coat  and 
hat,  and  it  was  one  of  the  very  men  who 
had  thrown  him  down  only  a  short 
time  before,  that  personated  him  to 
Duval,  and  made  believe  to  leave  the 
pit.  As  for  Brand  himself,  he  was  se- 
curely hidden  behind  some  luxuriant 
bushes  that  afforded  a  perfect  place  of 
security  for  him,  and|wo«id,  indeed, 
have  sufficed  to  hide  him  even  in  broad 
daylight. 

After  this,  there  can  be  no  doubt  but 
that  the  death  of  the  officer  was  deter- 
mined upon. 

The  ten  minutes,  then,  that  Joe 
thought  amply  sufficient  to  ensure  the 
sufficient  distance  of  Claude  and  his 
friends  having  elapsed,  a  deathlike  still- 
I  ness  reigning  in  the  chalk-pit,  he 
spcke — 

'•Blackbirds,"  he  said,  "  we  none  of 

us  like  the  job  we  feel  forced  to  do.— 

We  are  forced  only  to  it  by  self-preser- 

I  vation ;    but,  as    I   say  to  you  ail,   we 

I  none  of  us  like  it.     Brand  must  die  I" 

*'Ye8,"  said  the    throng,    and    the 

I  whispered  assent  died   away   upon   the 

i  night  breeze. 

Brand  heard  that  "■  yes,"  and  he 
kne-w  that  it  was  his  death  warrant ; 
but  the  gag  was  not  removed  from  his 
mouth,  and  he  could  not  speak.  It  M-as 
very  dreadful  to  think  that  he  should 
die  in  such  a  fashion.  No  wonder  that 
he  made  the  strenuous  efforts  to  free 
himself. 

"  Bring  him  here,"  said  Joe. 
The  unfortunate  wretch  was  brought 
forrard,  and  the  thieves  gathered  in  a 
den?e  and  small  circle  about  him. 

'* Brand,"  said  Joe,  ''I  am  sorry 
fo?  you — we  arc  all^sorry  for  you  ;  but 
men  are  at  times  compelled  to  do  deeds 
that  they  may  much  regret,  and  yet 
must  do  them.  The  secret  of  this  place 
must  be  kept ;  b. sides,  you  know  us  all 
"now  too  well  by  sight,  and  it  is  too 
much  to  ask  of  you  to  neglect  mak- 
ing use  or  the  information  which  the 
last  twelve  hours  have  given  you.  If 
you  were  to  promise  to  do  so,  and  we 
were  to  let  you  go  upon  such  a  promise, 
we  could  pot  in  our  hearts  blame  you 
ior   breaking  your  wjrd.       It   is  your 


business  to  hunt  us,  and  it  is  our  business 
to  take  care  of  ourselves  as  well  as  we 
can  ;  so  I  tell  you  that,  without 
bearing  any  particular  malice  againsfe 
you  of  any  kind,  or  description  whatever, 
we  have  no  resource  but  to  put  you  out 
of  the  way  of  doing  us  a  mischief." 

Brand  made  painful  efforts  to  articu- 
late ;  but  he  could  only  utter  a  strange 
noise  in  his  throat. 

*'  We  will  not  hurry  a  man  to  another 
world,"  said  Joe,  '•  in  such  a  way  as 
this.  I  think  he  must  see  the  justice  of 
what  we  say.  •Take  the  gag  out  of  his 
mouth,  and  let  him  speak," 

1  he  cork  was  at  once  removed  from 
the  mouth  of  che  unhappy  man,  and 
the  moment  it  was  so,  he  uttered  that 
loud  and  startling/  cry  which  had  come 
upon  the  ears  of  Claude  Duval  and  his 
companions. 

**  Help— help— help  !"  cried  Brand, 
with  the  hope  that  his  cries  might 
reach  some  friendly  ears.  "  Help  !— 
murder  !'' 

*'  Down  with  him  !"  shouted  Joe. 
He   was  knocked  down  in  a  moment, 
and  a  handkerchief  twisted  round  his 
neck  so  tigbtly  that  he  was  nearly  suf« 
focated,  and  could  not  speak. 

**  I  didn't  expect  this,"  added  Joe, 
"or  I  should  not  have  had  the  ^ag- 
taken  off  him  ;  but  it's  no  matter.  The 
sooner  now  we  finish  the  job,  my  friends, 
the  bett?r." 

'*  All's  ready,"  said  a  voice, 
*'  Very  well.     It's  an   ugly  affair,  so 
let  us  get  it  over." 

In  a  hollow  of  the  chalk-pit,  where 
the  debris  of  manv  seasons'  vegetation 
had  collected  until  there  was  a  tolerable 
thickness  of  loam,  a  young  tree  had 
sprung  up  and  thriven.  It  was  about 
twenty  feet  in  height,  now,  and  there 
was  a  branch  near  to  the  top  of  Jt  which 
was  strong  and  supple.  To  this  branch 
the  blackbirds  had  fastened  another 
piece  of  wood,  so  that  they  could  run  a 
stout  cord  over  it. 

They  had   made  up   their   minds   to 
hang  Brand.  ^ 

hanging  was  in  all  *rrobabTlity  the 
sort  of  exit  from  this  wprld  that  most 
of  them  were  doomed  to  make,  and^ 
therefore,  it  was  no  wonder  tha^  as  a 
mode  of  bidding  good-bye  to  Brand,  it 
was  uppermost  in  tiieir  minds.  The 
poor  wretch  himself  had  no  idea  of  the 
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mode  by  which  they  meant  to  trke  his 
li'e,  although  that  he  should  be  mur- 
dered by  them  was  now  a  proposition 
that  came  before  him  in  all  its  ghastly 
and  horrible  rea'ity.  He  tried  to  scream 
again,  but  as  often  as  he  did  so,  they 
tightened  the  handkerchief  firm  round 
his  throat,  so  that  he  could  utter  no 
sound  but  a  faint  gurgling  noise,  strongly 
indicatire  of  the  fact  that  he  was  half 
choked,  and  in  this  fashion  they  drag 
ged  him  on  towards  the  temporary  gal- 
lows. ^ 

**  Quick,  blackbirds  —  quick  !'  said 
Joe.  "  The  soouer  this  affair  is  settled 
the  better  for  all  parties  now." 

"Oh,  no- no!"  said  Brand,  sud- 
denly slipping  free  of  the  handkerchief 
in  consequence  of  it  turning  by  the 
force  with  Avhich  it  was  held.  '*'  Oh, 
no— no  !  spare  me!  I  will  sw^ear  to 
anything  you  like,  only  spare  my  life  !" 

'*  Away  with  him  !"  said  Joe. 

"  You  will  have  nothing  to  fear  from 
me.  I  will  promise  to  come  once  a 
month,  if  you  like,  and  place  myself 
unarmed  in  your  power,  that  you  may 
deal  with  me  according  to  ray  acts. 
Oh,  spare  me  !" 

"Quick!  quick!' 

**  I  will  no  longer  be  an  officer  !  I 
wnll  leave  the  police  !  Surely  that  will 
satisfy  you.  And,  if  you  like,  1  will 
join  your  fraternity.  Life  is  sweet,  and 
it  is  better  to  be  a  living  thief  than  a 
murdered  officer.'* 

*'  Pshaw  !  Hold  your  noise.  Brand. 
Meet  your  fate  like  a  man.  If  any  of 
us  in  the  course  of  fate  get  to  the 
gallows-tree,  you  don't  find  us  howling 
and  begging  to  live,  and  offering  to  be 
police-officers  if  they  will  let  us  off.'* 

This  sounded  so  ridiculous,  that, 
notwithstanding  the  awful  job  they  had 
in  hand,  the  blackbirds  could  not 
forbear  a  smile,  and  Brand  was  still 
dragged  on  towards  the  fatal  tree. - 

"  Now  say  your  prayers,  if  you 
like,"  said  Joe,  **  for  in  another  minute 
off  you  go.*' 

l%ey  fixed  Uie  noose  they  had  con- 
structed at  one  end  of  the  rope  round 
his  neck,  and  four  of  the  blackbirds 
took  hold  of  the  other  end,  at  some 
fe*v  >ards  off. 

'*  Will  nothing  save  me?"  said 
Brand. 

"  Nothing,  £0  30U  had  better  put  up 


with  it,  and  die  with  a  ^ood  grace  like 
a  bold  fellow,  as  we  always  thought 
you  were." 

*'  No — no  !  you  don't  know  what  it 
is  to  die — to  feel  that  the  world  and 
you  are  about  to  part  for  ever.  I  have 
a  wife,  too.*' 

**So  have  I,"  said  Joe;  "and  I 
would  rather  be  hanged  any  day  than 
know  that  she  and  I  were  in  the  same 
country;  so  that  goes  for  nothing 
at  all." 

"  I  have  children." 

"  VVell,  somebody  else  will  have  all 
the  trouble  of  them;  so  that  don't 
much  matter;  so  once  more  good-night. 
Brand.  1  tell  you,  as  1  told  you 
before,  that  we  are  sorry  for  it,  but  we 
can't  do  other  than  what  we  are  doing, 
and  it's  just  what  you  would  do  your- 
self, old  fellow,  if  you  were  in  our 
place." 

"  Oh,  no — no  !  I  have  money — 
hidden  money.  Paase  a  little,  while  I 
recollect  myself  to  tell  you  where 
it  is." 

"  We  don't  want  it." 

'*  We  may  as  well  hear  what  he  says 
about  it,  Joe,"  said  one. 

**  Oh,  nonsense!  How  can  you 
be  such  a  fool  ?  A  man  with  the  rope 
round  his  neck  will  say  anything  to 
give  hmself  the  chance  of  drawing 
half-a-dozen  more  breaths.  It's  all 
stuff!" 

"  Indeed,  it  is  not,  Joe,"  said  Brand. 
"  I  have  been  always  a  careful  man,  as 
you  all  know,  and  I  am  not  without 
means,  1  can  tell  you.  Let  me  only 
free,  and  I  will  put  a  booty  in  your 
hands  such  as  vou  little  dream  of." 

"Oh,  stuff.  Brand— stuff !" 

"  Nay,  Joe,  let's  hear  him.  These 
officers  hide  swag,  you  know,  for  years 
sometimes,  that  they  lag  1  hold  of  from 
some  poor  devil  or  another,  who  has 
risked  his  neck  to  get  it.  Come, 
Master  Brand,  what  have  you  to 
say  ?" 

"  But  if  I  give  you  such  information, 
will  you  promise  to  spare  my  ilfe?" 

"  bh,  we  will  consider  of  that." 

"  How  can  you  expect  me  to  speak 
without  some  sort  of  promise  ?" 

*•  Why,  if  we  do  hang  you,  still,  you 
know,  you  won't  be  any  the  worse  oflF; 
and  by  telling  us  what  you  know  about 
the  swag,  we  shall  be  all  the  better  off- 
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therefore,  you  will  go  out  of  the  world 
•with  the  satisfaction  of  having  done  a 
good  action,  you  knew;  and  only  thinic 
of  that  !'* 

Brand  was  silent. 

'*  Weil,"  said  Joe,  "  I  have  let  you  go 
on  having  your  own  way,  all  of  you,  in 
this,  and  you  see  now  what  a  stupid  affair 
you  are  making  of  it.  You  had  better 
run  him  up  to  the  tree  at  once." 

"Oh,  no — no!"  cried  Brand.  "I 
wll  tell — in  a  moment  I  will  tell.  As 
you  say,  the  swag  is  no  good  to  me 
xxow." 

'•  Not  a  bit." 

**  Well  then,  gentlemen,  you  must 
know  that  1  always  took  care  of  myself 
in  any  little  affair  that  I  could  do  my- 
self a  good  turn,  and  so,  as  I  said  be- 
fore, 1  have  collected  some  money  as 
well  as  some  goods.  I  should  be  able 
to  tell  yDU  all  better  about  it  if  this 
rope  was  not  so  tight  round  my  neck, 
but-it  lialf  stops  my  breath." 

"  Listen  to  me,"  said  Joe. 

*'  Well,  Joe,  we  do." 

*'Am  I  captain  of  the  blackbirds,  or 
am  I  not  ?" 

"  Yes,  you  are,  Joe— you  are.  You 
know  that  well  enough." 

"  Very  well,  then.  Unless  my  orders 
are  obeyed,  1  here  renounce  all  authority 
among  you,  and  will  never  again  set 
foot  in  a  ken  where  any  of  j'ou  may  be. 
Run  that  man  up  to  the  tree." 

Brand  uttered  a  last  shriek,  and  in 
another  moment  he  was  swinging  in 
the  air,  and  the  blackbirds  were 
twisting  the  end  of  the  rope  round  and 
round  the  stump  of  the  tree. 

*•  Halt!"  cried  a  voice  at  the  top  of 
the  cliff  near  the  main  road.  "  Make 
ready  !  present  1  fire  !'* 

A  rattling  volley  of  musketry  came 
into  the  chalk  pit. 


CxHAPTER  CCLXXXin. 

CLAUDE     DUVAL      AND       HIS       FRIENDS 
GET    THEIR    HORSES    AGAIN. 

It  will  be  remembered  that  we  left 
Duval,  and  Dick,  and  Jack,  making 
their  way  at  full  speed  back  from  the 
London-road  to  the  chalk-pit  again, 
after  having  been  alarmed  by  the  first 
\oud  shriek  of  Brand,  the  ojficer. 


That  some  fearful  tragedy  was  being 
enacted  in  the  chalk-pit  they  could  not 
doubt,  but  what  it  was,  considering 
that  they  were  under  a  firm  impression 
that  Brand  must  have  escaped,  w^as 
beyond  their  conception  to  fathom. 

They  did  not  speak  a  word  as  they 
hurried  on,  but  the  sudden  volley  of 
musketry,  the  echoes  of  which  spread 
far  and  wide,  brought  them  to  a  stand- 
still in  a  moment,  and  they  were  as 
still  as  statues,  till  Claude  Duval  broke 
the  charm  that  held  them,  by  saving— 

*•  Good  Heaven,  can  either  of  you 
say  what  is  the  meaning  of  all  this  "f  * 

*'  Not  I,"  said  Jack. 

*'  Nor  1,"  said  Dick  Turpin  j  "  but 
I  suspect " 

"  \yhat,  Dick  ?" 

"  That  it  is  by  far  our  best  plan  to 
look  to  ourselves.  That  volley  of 
fire-arms  is  something  more  than  sus- 
picious. There  was  about  it  a  military 
preciseness  which  gets  up  a  suspicion  in 
my  mind." 

"  What  is  the  suspicion,  Dick  ? 
Do  you  think  the  blackbirds  are  really 
beleaguered  in  the  old  chalk-pit  by  the 
soldiery?" 

"  I  do,  indeed.  But  we  are  near  at 
hand.  Our  appearance  on  the  road 
cannot  awaken  any  suspicion,  as  it  is  a 
public  thoroughfare.  Let  us  proceed 
as  though  we  were  going  toGravesend, 
and  we  shall  then  soon  find  out  the 
state  of  affairs  in  the  pit,  and  among 
the  blackbirds." 

There  could  be  no  possible  objection 
to  such  a  course  as  this,  and  they  all 
three  proceeded  at  a  slow,  but.  not 
creeping  pace,  towards  the  bit  of  high 
road  above  the  chalk-pit. 

They  had  not  proceeded  far  when 
they  saw,  glancing  in  the  dim  light,  the 
muskets  of  the  soldiery,  and  then  a 
voice  called  out  — 

"  Who  goes  there?"  and  there  was  the 
ring  of  a  musket  as  it  was  brought  to 
the  charge. 

It  was  necessary  at  once  to  reply  to 
the  challenge,  and  Claude  Duval  said— 
•*We  are  peaceable   people.     What 
is  the  meaning  of  all  this  ?" 

A  sergeant  stepped  up  to  them,  and 
said — 

"  Where  are  you  {?oing,  and  where 
do  you  come  from  ?" 

**  We  are  tradesmen,*'    said  Duval, 
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*'  and  can  give  you  oar  cards,  ^V  e  are 
on  our  route  to  Northfleet,  but  hearing 
a  firing  like  guns,  we  came  back  to 
see  what  it  was  all  about.  I'm  Mr. 
Brown,  of  the  High-street,  Graveaend, 
grocer  and  cheesemonger— and  this  is 
Mr.  Smith;  egg  merchant — and  this  is 
Mr.  Green,  the  wel4-known  upholsterer, 
you  understand.*' 

"  Well — well,'*  said  the  sergeant, 
"  you  had  better  go  back  again.  There 
are  thieves  in  one  of  the  old  pits,  here, 
and  we  are  assisting  the  civil  power  to 
apprehend  them,   that's  all ;  you  had 

;  better  be  out  of  danger." 

I  ''  Danger  !'*  cried  Claude  Duval. 
*'  Did  you  say  there  was  danger,  sir  ?" 

i  I  "  Yes,  certainly.'* 

*'  Oh,  dear,  then  I'm  sure  that  don't 

'  suit  us.  Come  along,  neighbours  ! 
This  gentleman  in  the  red  coat  says 
that  there  is  danger,  and  that  is  quite 
out  of  our  lines  of  business.  We  bid 
you  good  evening,   sir,  and  only  hope 

j  you  will  be  as  successful  and   as  cun- 

j  ning  in  all  your  undertakings  as  in  ifais 

I  one.'* 

The  sergeant   laughed  as   the  three 

,  friends  walked   away.     He   was  quite 

I  satisfied  in  his  own  mind  that  he  had 
very  much  frightened  them,  and  it  did 

1  not  at  all  surprise  him  to  hear  them 
set  off  at  good  speed  the  moment  they 
got  a  little  way  from  the  spot.  How 
little  did  that  sergeant  suspect  that  the 
united  rewards  for  the  apprehension 
of  those  three  men,  whom  he  had  ac- 
tually had  at  arm's  length,  and  whom 
he  could  have  surrounded  with  a  force 
sufficient  to  render  all  resistance  mad- 
ness, exceeded  the  sum  of  two  thousand 

I  pounds ! 

i       "Its  all  up  with  the  blackbirds," 

'  said  Dick  Turpin,  after  they  had  gone 
about  half  a  mile,  and  felt  that  they 
could  speak  freely. 

"  Not  a  doubt  of  it,'*  said  Claude 
Duval,  '•  provided  one  thing  has  been 
done,  and  that  is,  a  guard  placed  at  the 

i  end  of  the  lane.    There  is  no  sort  of 

i  -doubt  now  in   my  mind  but  that   the 

I  fel'ow  who  went  to     Gravesend     for 

:  provisions  was  watched  back  again,  and 
that   has   brought  the    military   upon 

I  them.'* 

j      '•  But  that  scream,"  said  Jack.     "I 

'  can't  forget  that  shriek  l" 

"  We  shall  possibly  get  at  the  mean- 


ing of  that  some  day.  Jack,  but  not 
now.  Our  only  course  is  to  go  to 
London  at  once,  and  get  possession  of 
our  horses,  if  it  be  possible  so  to  do." 

"You  know  where  they  are,  Claude, 
and,  therefore,  it  is  possible.** 

"  I  hope  it  is.  They  are  at  a  stable 
adjoining  to,  or  belonging  to  a  carrier's 
yard  immediately  opposite  to  the  door 
of  Newgate  in  the  Old  Bailey  ;  not  a 
very  pleasant  locality  for  us  to  go  to." 

••'  Far  from  it ;  and  yet  pos&ibly  as 
safe  a  one  as  we  could  find.  But  I  have 
no  idea  of  walking  all  the  way  to 
London." 

**  Nor  I ;  but,  hark !  I  hear  an  odd 
rumbling  noise  upon  the  road,  which 
betokens  the  presence  of  some  vehicle, 
and  the  tinkling  of  bells  makes  me  sus- 
pect that  it  is  a  waggon." 

*' Yes,"*  said  Dick,  "and  it  seems  to 
'.  me  to  be  proceeding  at  the  magnificent 
rate  of  about  two  miles  an  hour." 

Dick  laughed  ;  but  they  all  three 
stood  in  the  roadway  watching  for  the 
waggon,  the  dangling  lantern  in  the 
front  of  which  was  soon  visible. 

"  Here  it  comes,"  said  Claude.  "  I 
■will  speak  to  the  driver.  If  he  is  going 
to  London,  we  may  as  well  go  with 
him  until  we  meet  with  a  quicker  con- 
veyance ;  and,  after  all,  the  two  miles 
you  talk  about,  Dick,  are  four." 

*'  But,  good  gracious  !  it  would  take 
us  five  hours  to  get  to  London  Bridge.'* 

"Never  mind,"  said  Jack.  "  Any- 
thing is  better  just  now  than  being  a 
post  on  tke  road ;  and,  besides,  as 
Claude  says,  we  can  leave  the  waggon 
as  soon  as  any  quicker  mode  of  travel- 
ling suggests  itself;  and  if  it  really  gets 
on  at  the  rate  of  four  miles  an  hour, 
you  must  recollect,  Dick,  that  on  the 
average,  we  should  not  walk  quicker 
than  that,  so  we  save  our  legs  by  the 
use  of  the  waggon,  at  all  events." 

"  Be  it  so,"  said  Dick.  "  I  am  will- 
ing. Hail  the  waggoner,  Claude,  will 
you  r* 

"  Yes.  Hilloa  !  Wacgoner  there  I 
Hillo  !'* 

"Woa!"  said  the  man,  who  was 
lazily  trudging  on  by  the  side  of  the 
eight  great  fat  horses  who  pulled  the 
waggon.     "Woal" 

The  horses  seemed  to  consider  of  it 
for  a  moment  or  two,  and  then  they 
stopped. 
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•*  To  London  ?"  said  Claude. 

•*  Yes,  master.'* 

**  And  room  for  three  ?** 

*•  Lor  bless  you,  yes,  to  be  sure. 
"We  comes  from  Charlton,  but  we  ain't 
got  nothing  like  a  full  waggon.  Get 
in.  gentlemen,  if  you  pleases." 

They  all  three  got  into  the  waggon 
with  expedition,  and  as  it  was  very 
dark,  they,  of  course,  fell  over  the  legs 
of  everybody  that  were  there  before 
them;  but  at  last,  when  the  cursing 
and  swearing  incidental  to  such  a 
process  were  over,  they  succeeded  in 
getting  into  a  comfortable  corner  among 
some  straw  ;  and  the  waggoner  having 
requested  his  lazy  cattle  to  proceed, 
the  huge  lumbering  vehicle  was  in 
motion  again  in  a  few  minutes. 

•'  Well,  sir,"  said  a  voice,  *'  pray  go 
on." 

By  this,  Duval  and  his  friends  found 
that  by  their  entrance  something  in  the 
shape  of  an  anecdote  or  a  very  amusing 
gossip  had  been  put  a  temporary  stop 
to. 

*'  Oh,  I  have  not  much  more  to  say," 
replied  a  rough  voice.  "The  fact  is 
that  we  officers  see  strange  things.** 

**  Officers  !**  thought  Claude  and  his 
companions. 

"Of  course  you  do,'*  said  another 
voice,  '*  and  you  ought  to  be  well  paid, 
for  yours  is  not  only  a  dangerous  pro- 
fession, but  it  is  one  that  gets  you  no 
credit,  even  after  all  your  danger.'* 

"  But  did  they  really  escape  them  V* 
said  a  third  voice. 

'*  Oh,  yes.  I  will  tell  you  how  it  was. 
You  see,  the  keeper  of  the  lock-up  at 
Bow  Street  and  the  officer  who  had  ap- 
prehended them,  sat  by  the  fire  in  the 
lower  loom,  and,  of  course,  they  ratioo- 
ally  enough  considered  that  all  was 
right ;  but  Duval  and  his  associates 
actually  made  a  hole  in  the  ceiling  of  a 
room  they  got  into,  and  then  escaped 
out  at  the  window  of  the  apartment 
above." 

"Oh— ah!"  said  everybody.  *'That 
was  it,  wa6  it  ?* 

Dick  Turpi  n  gave  a  slight  kick  to 
Claude  Duval,  for  there,  sure  enough, 
was  an  officer  interesting  the  people  in 
the  waggon  with  a  tolerable  accurate 
account  of  their  last  escape  from  the 
lock-up  at  Bow  Street,  and  with  which 
4he  reader  is  wall  aoquainted. 


"  Do  you  know  him  V*  whispered 
Claude  to  Dick  Turpin. 

*"Not  by  his  voice;  and  it  is  so 
plaguey  dark  that  1  can't  see  so  much 
as  the  tip  of  any  one's  nose.*' 

«  Nor  I.     We  can  but  wait  a  little." 

"Hush!'* 

**  There's  one  thin<T,  however,"  added 
the  officer,  "that  it  is  as  well  should  be 
known  to  as  many  people  as  possible, 
as  it  may  make  the  fortune  of  some- 
body, and  that  is,  that  the  rewards 
offered  for  their  apprehension  are  now 
increased." 

*'  What's  the  amount  ?"  said  one. 

**  I  can't  say  exactly ;  but  it's  nearer 
two  thousand  pounds  than  nothing." 

At  this  there  was  a  general  expression 
of  surprise,  and  the  officer  added — 

"  Ah !  I  should  consider  myself  a 
made  man  if  I  could  only  lay  hands 
upon  Duval  and  those  with  him." 

"What  suppose  they  were  to  get 
into  this  waggon  ?"  said  one. 

"Ah!  that  would  be  too  good  a 
thing." 

"A  great  deal,"  said  a  woman's 
voice  ;  **  and  as  for  me — I  only  hope 
they  won't,  for  I  should  be  frightened 
out  of  my  life  if  they  did." 

**  So  should  I,"  said  another  female. 

*'  Well,  so  should  not  I,"  said  the 
officer.  "  I  should  be  ready  to  jump 
out  of  my  skin  with  joy." 

'•  Dick !"  whispered  Claude. 

"  Yes.     Here  you  are." 

"Answer  me  what  I  ask  of  you. 
We  had  better  keep  up  some  sort  of 
conversation  together,  or  they  may 
take  it  into  their  heads  that  we  are 
suspicious  characters,  for  all  we  know." 

"  Very  good." 

Claude  now  spoke  in  a  conversant 
tone,  but  so  as  he  might  be  very  well 
heard  by  all  in  the  waggon. 

♦'  Weil,  neighbour,"  he  said,  "  will 
you  take  four-and-eight  for  the  sheep, 
or  will  you  not  ?    It  s  a  fair  offer." 

"  Four  and  ten,"  said  Dick  Turpin, 
"  I  do  think  would  be  nearer  the  mark. 
You  won't  see  such  in  the  market  every 
day,  I  can  tell  vou." 

"  Well,  I  wi'll  think  of  it.  But  do 
you  anything  in  pigs  ? ' 

"  Only  at  the  fall  of  the  year,'  said 
Dick.  "1  can  let  you  have  the  pigs, 
though,  at  your  own  figure," 

By  this  time,  Jack  became  awaie  o£ 
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what  they  meant,  and  he  thought  he 
might  as  well  say  something  likewise, 
to  keep  up  the  delusion. 

"  I  have  laid  down  six  acres  of  man- 
gold this  season/'  he  said  "and  I  do 
hope  you'll  take  some  of  me,  neighbour 
Smith." 

"  Well,  111  see  when  you  cart  *em/* 
said  Claude. 

By  this  time  the  people  in  the  waggon 
were  quite  assured  that  the  three 
strangers  who  had  recently  got  in  were 
in  the  farming  line,  and  that  they  were 
intent  upon  bargaining  with  each  other 
for  beasts  and  for  field  produce.  The 
conversation  became  rather  general, 
until  the  officer  said — 

*'  Perhaps  some  of  you  farmers  or 
graziers  can  say  how  the  corn  crop  will 
be  this  year  ?" 

*'  Why,  hardly  gfood,  sir,*'  said 
Claude ;  "  but  still,  we  hopes  as  it  will 
be  finish,  not  that  we  grows  much  our- 
selves, as  we  does  more  in  beastes  than 
in  corn  crops,  you  see." 

*'  Yes,  oh,  yes  ;  and  you  find  that 
pay?'* 

"  Tolerable,  sir  ;  but  not  like  thief 
catching." 

At  this,  there  was  a  general  laugh,  in 
which  the  officer  joined. 

*'  Thief  catching."  he  said,  *•'  is  all 
very  well,  but  sometimes  we  catch  a 
tartar,  and  then,  you  know,  it  is  not 
quite  so  pleasant." 

There  was  another  laugh  at  this,  and 
then  some  one  cried  out — 

"Hilloa!  Mr.  Waggoner,  mind  you 
stop  the  coach  for  me  when  it  comes 
up,  now,  will  you  ?     Don't  let  it  pass." 

*'  It's  a  coming  now,"  said  the  wag- 
goner. "  I  can  hear  the  guard's  horn, 
now,  and  I  can  see  the  lights,*' 

"  Dang  it,  we  will  go  by  the  coach,'* 
said  Claude,  "  for  I  shall  lose  a  good 
customer  if  I  don't  get  to  London 
quick." 

The  sound  of  the  guard's  horn  be- 
longing to  some  stage  coach  now  came 
clearly  upon  the  night  air,  and  the 
waggoner  called  out — 

"  It*s  the  royal  mail  from  Maidstone. 
Here  it  comes.  Hoi !  hoi !  coach  a-hoi ! 
hilloa  !" 

The  flash  of  the  lights  of  the  mail- 
coach  partially  illumined  the  waggon, 
and  the  three  friends  got  out  of  the  slow 


and  lumberinj^  vehicle,  and  inquired  if 
there  were  places. 

"  Yes,  get  up,"  said  the  guard* 

llie  other  person  who  went  by  the 
mail  likewise,  was  a  respectable -looking 
tradesman-like  man,  and  they  were  all 
soon  on  the  roof  of  the  four-horsed 
coach,  which  looked  quite  bright  and 
shining  with  its  lamps,  and  its  scarlet- 
coated  guard,  and  heaps  of  luggage. 

"  All's  right,"  said  the  guard. 

The  coachman  then  chirped  to  the 
horses,  and  in  another  moment  the 
mail  was  off,  and  the  lumbering,  slow 
waggon  with  ite  team  was  far  behind. 

*'  This  IS  an  escape,"  said  Duval. 

"  What  did  you  say,  sir  ?"  said  the 
guard. 

"  That  it  is  quite  an  escape  to  get 
out  of  a  waggon  at  the  pace  of  four 
miles  an  hour,  into  such  a  coach  as  this 
wiih  its  spanking  team." 

"  Oh,  ah,  sir,  it  is  indeed.  We  do 
rather  go  along,  I  take  it.  Why,  it's  a 
matter  of  seventeen  miles  to  London 
now.'* 

"  And  when  shall  we  get  there  ?'* 

*'In  two  hours,  including  all  stop- 
pages, and  one  bait  to  change  horses  at 
Greenwich.  What  do  you  think  of 
that?" 

"  Why,  that  it  is  capital  going,  that 
can't  be  denied,  my  friend.* 

The  guard  was  so  satisfied  with  the 
approbation  that  Claude  Daval  be- 
stowed upon  the  coach  and  its  perform- 
ance, that  he  entered  quite  into  a 
history  of  it — how  long  it  had  been 
built — how  it  was  at  first  not  intended 
for  a  royal  mail,  until  that  honour  was 
thrust  upon  it  by  reason  of  its  being 
so  light  in  draught,  and  such  a  capi- 
tal coach  altogether. 

To  all  of  this  Claude  listened  aa 
though  he  were  deeply  interested,  and 
piesently  the  coach  stopped  at  Green- 
wich to  change  horses.  This  operation 
was  performed  with  all  that  celerity 
which  used  to  mark  the  proceedings  of 
the  then  quickest  mode  of  travelling 
in  Great  Britain.  How  all  that  is 
changed  now,  and  how  the  railroad, 
with  its  panting  engine,  makes  the 
mail-coaches  of  the  last  century  seem 
m  comparison  what  the  slow  waggons 
were  to  them  in  their  day. 

In  due  time  the  mail-coach  rattled 
over  old  L3ndon  Bridge,  and  the  mo- 


GENTLEMAN  JACK;  OR,  LIFE  ON   THE  ROAD.        1177 


raent  that  it  drew  up,  Cfaude  and  his 
companions  dismounted,  and  payino: 
liberally  for  the  ride  they  had  had,  they 
stood  in  the  midst  of  London  just  as  St. 
Paul's  clock  pealed  out  the  hour  of 
twelve  at  night. 


The  streets  of  the  city  at  that  hour 
were  not  nigh  so  populous  as  they  are 
now.  The  citizens  of  London  went  to 
bed  at  soberer  hours  than  they  now  think 
of  retirinor,  and  the  quietude  of  Lon- 
don was  then  as  ereat  as  some  country 


THE    BLACKBIRDS    ABOVl    TO    HANG  THE    OFI K  ER. 


town  can  boast  of  now — for  it  is  a  boast 
surely  to  be  able  to  hear  oneself  talk  to 
a  companion  in  the  street,  and  not  to  be 
continually  running  the  risk  of  being 


run  over  by  some  horrible  omnibus,  or 

infernal  machine  in  the  shape  of  a  cab. 

Alas  !  alas  !  it  is  the  omnibus  and 

the  cab  that  have  made  London  the 
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Babel  that  it  is,  and  filled  the  thorough- 
fares with  racket  and  danger.  We  are 
act  of  the  number  who  look  upon  the  good 
old  times,  as  they  are  called,  for  every- 
thing that  is  excellent :  on  the  contrary, 
we  admire  many  great  changes  that  have 
taken  place ;  but  to  the  omnibus  and 
to  the  cab  we  are  enemies  to  the  back 
bone  ;  and,  for  the  sake  of  peace,  and 
comfort,  and  safety,  and  humanity  to 
the  horse,  we  proclaim  war  to  the  knife 
against  &uch  vehicles. 


CHAPTER  CCLXXXIV. 

THB   HORSES   ARE   RECOTERED    BUT    TO 
BB    LOST   AGAIN. 

Claude  Duval  and  Dick  Turpin 
and  Jack  assembled  by  the  light  of  a 
flickering  old  oil  lamp,  not  far  from  the 
Royal  Exchange,  to  debate  upon  the 
best  course  to  pursue  in  furtherance  of 
the  great  object  that  had  brought  them 
to  the  metropolis. 

That  object  was  the  recovery  of  their 
horses. 

*'  I  have  every  possible  reason,"  said 
Claude,  "  to  rely  upon  the  information 
that  I  have  received  from  one  of  the 
blackbirds,  that  our  cattle  are  in  a  stall, 
opposite  to  the  wicket  gate  of  New* 
gate." 

*'  or  that  ihere  is  little  doubt,"  s^id 
Jack.  **  They  are  in  the  custody  of  the 
Sheriff  of  London ;  and  I  happen  to 
know  that  there  is  the  stable  in  which 
cattle  belonging  to  persons  who  are 
amenable  to  the  law  are  really  placed, 
80  that  the  information  you  have, 
Clattdc;  tallies  with  experience  and 
known  facts.*' 

"Ahr  said  Dick,  <*mind  you,  1 
intend  to  make  a  try  to  get  my  gallant 
steed  out  of  the  power  of  the  Philis- 
tines ;  but  still,  I  cannot  conceal  from 
myself,  nor  am  I  at  all  desirous  of  con- 
cealing from  you,  too,  that  I  look  upon 
the  enterprise  as  one  of  the  most  trou- 
blesome and  doubtful  that  can  possibly 
be  undertaken." 

"  Well,"  said  Claude,  "  there  are  but 
two  ways  of  setting  about  it.  The  one 
is  to  try  something  to  get  at  the  cattle 
and  gallop  off  with  them,  and  the  other 
is,  to  attempt  by  some  bold  manoeuvre 
to  persuade  those  who  have  the  custody 
of  them  that  we  are  entitled  to  them." 


Dick  shook  his  head,  and  Jack  shook 
his,  and  then  the  former  said — 

"  I  don't  think  that  any  open  mode 
of  proceeding  would  answer.  If  we  do 
anything  at  all,  it  strikes  me  it  must  be 
in  the  secret  way.  The  hour  is  late.  It 
is  quite  possible  that  there  maybe  only 
some  watchmen  upon  the  premises,  and 
if  that.is  the  case,  a  boM  push  might  do 
the  business." 

"  I  would  advise,**  said  Jack,  "  that 
we  go  at  once  to  the  place  and  make 
what  observations  we  can.  Who  knows 
but  something  may  turn  up  when  we 
get  there  that  may  alter  all  our  plans  ?* 

"  Good,"  said  Claude.    "  Come  on." 

J      A  watchman,  who  had  been  looking 

j  at  them  from  the  other  side  of  the  way, 

now  crossed  over,  and  turned  the  full 

light  of  his  lantern  upon  them. 

*'  Ah  !  Charles  !"  said  Claude  to  him 
in  a  boasting  tone,  *'  how  are  you  to- 
night ?    Wife  and  family  all  well  ?" 

"Move  on,  will  you?"  said  the 
watchman. 

*'  Oh,  certainly,  sir,  with  great  plea- 
sure!" 

"  Tve  half  a  mind  to  take  you  all  up. 
I  don*t  believe  you  are  after  any  good, 
a-whisperlng  and  a-talking  here  at  this 
time  of  night." 

"  Perhaps  you  would  like  to' know 
what  we  are  about  ?"  said  Dick. 

**Yes,  I  should,  stupid,"  said  the 
watchman, 

**  Well,  then,  we  intend  to  carry  off 
the  Bank  of  England  to-night,  and  to 
divide  it  between  us  in  the  Hampstead 
fields." 

*'  Now,  if  I  don't  take  you  upon  my 
own  account !    Oh,  murder  !" 

"  You'll  find  some  difficulty  in  taking 
yourself  up,  I  think,"  said  Dick,  as  with 
one  blow  he  sent  the  watchman  pros- 
trate in  the  kennel. 

It  was  quite  expedient  for  them  to  get 
off  now  from  that  spot  as  quickly  as 
they  could,  and  they  went  arm-in-arm 
at  a  quick  pace  just  as  the  watchman 
found  his  rattle  and  began  to  spring  it. 
To  the  next  guardian  of  the  night  they 
met,  Duval  said,  in  a  very  serious  voice— 

"  There  is  a  fire  in  Lombard  Street, 
my  good  fellow,  and  you  had  better 
hasten  there  as  soon  as  possible.  It's 
at  a  banking-house,  and  they  are  throw- 
ing the  gold  out  at  the  window  with  a 
shovel* 
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The  watchman  did  not  wait  to  thank 
them  for  such  a  piece  of  intelligence, 
but  he  set  off  as  fast  as  his  legs  and 
his  huge  white  great  c&at  would  let 
iim,  to  the  scene  of  commotion. 

Fleet  of  foot  as  Claude  Duval  and 
his  friends  were,  they  soon  scampered 
along  CheapsJde,  and  made  their  way 
down  Newgate  Street  to  the  cornei  of 
the  Old  Bailey.  There  they  had  to 
diaw  aside,  for  the  purpose  of  letting 
pass  them  a  riotous  set  from  some  club 
in  the  neighbourhood,  which  had  just 
broken  up,  and  conveyed  its  noise  and 
racket  into  the  public  streets.  The 
•i  shouts  and  the  profane  songs  of  the 
half  drunken  parly  died  away  in  the  dis- 
tance, and  then  Duval  and  his  two 
friends  walked  on  to  the  other  side  of 
the  way,  and  getting  into  a  doorway, 
they  confronted  the  gloomy  old  pile  of 
Newgate. 

*'  There  it  is,"  said  Claude. 

''Ay,"  said  Jack  with  a  shudder. 
"  It  would  need,  indeed,  to'be  something 
particular  that  would  tempt  me  to  this 
spot." 

"  We  won't  look  at  it,"  said  Dick. 
"Let us  go  to  the  inn  yard,  where  our 
special  business  lies.'* 

They  walked  on  till  they  got  to  the 
inn  yard,  which  was  exactly  opposite 
to  the  market  of  Newgate.  All  was 
dark  and  drear  about  the  place.  A 
solitary  lamp,  that  was  nearly  out,  cast 
a  flickering  light  upon  the  spot,  that 
was  positively  worse  than  darkness. 

*'  I  have  thought,"  said  Claude  in  a 
low  tone,  "  that  the  best  thing  -we  can 
do  will  be  to  ring  at  the  bell  of  the 
stables  of  the  inn,  and  see  if  any  one 
is  up." 

"  Do  so,"  said  Dick ;  "we  will  keep 
back  in  the  shadow  here." 

"They  got  right  into  a  deep  doorway 

with  a  huge  overhanging   portico,  and 

Claude  Duval   finding  a  large  wooden 

handle  to  a   bell,  slightly  pulled  it,  and 

produced  a  tolling   sound   within   the 

I  yard.    No  notice  was  taken  of  this,  and 

j  after  a  few  minutes  he  rang  again.     He 

i  then  heard  the   sound  of  a  bolt  being 

\  worked  up  and  down  to  withdraw  it, 

as  it  evidently  fitted  very  tightly  into 

its  socked,  and  then  a  little  wicket  vras 

opened  in  the  large  wooden  gate,  and  a 

man,  with  a  dimly-burning   lamp,  ap- 


peared, and  asked,  in  a  sleepy  voice, 
what  was  wanted. 

**Is  Mr.  Groveland  within?"  said 
Claude. 

"  Groveland?  Xou  mean  Wilkes,  I 
suppose  r" 

"  To  be  sure  I  do.  Wilkes  it  is.  I 
come  from  Mr.  Groveland.  How  I  do 
confuse  names,  to  be  sure." 

"  Well,  then,  he  isn't,  and  he  is." 

"  That's  a  strange  answer,  my 
friend.'* 

"  Well,  he's  abed,  in  course,  at  this 
hour  o' night.  But  what  do  you  want, 
now  ?    Do  say  what  it  is  at  once." 

"Are  you  the  ostler?" 

"  Gracious,  no  !  I'm  the  watch- 
man. The  ostler  is  gone  to  bed  too. 
Now,  do  say  what  it  is  ?" 

"  Why,  I  wanted  to  know  if  there 
was  any  chance  to-morrow  of  my  having 
a  coach  and  four  horses  for  about  half 
the  day.  The  coach  belongs  to  Mr. 
Alderman  Pump,  you  see,  and  so  I— — " 

*'  Ob,  dear  me !  can't  you  come,  now, 
at  a  christian  hour,  my  good  fellow  ?" 

*'  Well,  I  don't  want  to  trouble  you. 
Is  there  anybody  else  upon  the  pre- 
mises ?'* 

"  Not  a  soul,  I  (ell  you.' 

"  Then,"  said  Claude,  as  he  stepped 
at  once  within  the  wicket  gate,  and 
pointed  a  pistol  right  at  the  (ace  of  the 
watchman,  "  if  you  give  the  least  alarm, 
or  so  much  as  speak  above  your  breath, 
I'll  scatter  your  brains  over  the  yard.' 

The  watchman  retreated  backwards 
till  he  fell  over  an  iron  chain  that  be- 
longed to  a  crane  close  at  hand,  and 
there  he  lay  upon  his  back  as  if  he  had 
been  suddenly  deprived  of  all  sense  and 
motion. 
I  Claude  went  to  the  wicket  and  only 
said  '•  Come  in,"  and  then  Dick  and  Jack 
entered  the  inn  yard,  and  Duval  closed 
the  little  wicket  door  in  a  moment. 

"  Watchman  !"  said  Duval. 

The  watchman  only  groaned. 

"  Get  up  at  once  ;  you  shall  have 
better  pay  for  this  one  night's  work 
than  you  can  get  for  a  year.  Listen  to 
me.  You  may  as  well  make  a  hundred 
pounds  as  any  one  else.  I  am  Claude 
Duval." 

"Oh— oh,  thedev ' 

«  Silence  !" 

«« Yes,  I— that  is— oh/dear,  of  course  ; 
but  I  feel  that  I  am  the  watchman  of 
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another  world.  1  am  as  good,  I  mean 
as  bad,  as  a  dead  watchman,  and  this  is 
the  last  hour  of  ray  watch— ~" 

"  Silence,  and  listen  to  me.  This  is 
a  matter  of  life  and  death  to  you, 
watchman.  You  may  die  upon  the  point 
of  principle  in  not  giving  up  the  trust 
reposed  in  you,  or  you  may  live  and 
pocket  a  hundred-pound-note." 

**  Principle,  did  you  say,  sir  ?  Die 
upon  principle  ?  Principle  be  hanged  ! 
I'd  rather  live  than  have  all  the  prin- 
ciple in  the  world." 

**  But  your  character  ?"  said  Dick. 

♦*  Character  be  blowed,  sir  I  What's 
the  u^e  of  character  to  a  dead  watch- 
man, I  should  like  to  know  ?  And  touch- 
ing that  hundred  pounds,  Vv'hy — why — " 

*'  You  would  be  very  glad  to  touch 
it?'' 

**  I  should  indeed,  gentlemen.'* 

"  Very  well,  get  up.* 

**  Yes,  gentlemen.  Here  I  is,  Don't 
be  holding  of  that  pistol  in  the  line  of 
rav  head,  if  you  please,  Mr.  Duval. 
Oh,  don't  !' 

'Listen  to  me.  There  are  three 
liorses  here,  in  charge  of  the  sheriff  of 
London." 

"  Ah,  I  smell  a  rat." 

**  Well,  never  mind  that  just  now. 
There  are  three  horses  here,  I  say,  and 
they  belong  to  us.  We  intend  to  have 
them.     Can  you  take  us  to  them  l" 

"  To  the  stall  where  they  is  i  can,  but 
not  to  the  'osses.  The  stall  is  locked 
up,  you  see  ;  but  I  can  show  you  where 
they  is,  and  no  migtake.  But  I'll  take 
the  liberty  of  putting  out  my  lantern, 
and  they  then  won't  have  any  chance 
of  looking  out  at  a  window  and  seeing 
of  us." 

"Do  so." 

The  watchman  blew  out  the  candle 
that  was  in  his  lantern,  and  he  said,  in 
a  voice  that  was  evidently  struggling 
between  fear  and  cupidity— 

*'  Gentlemen,  you  offer  me  a  hundred 
pounds  to  let  you  take  the  'osses,  if 
you  can  get  era?"' 

*'  We  do.  And  if  you  refuse,  we 
shall  be  under  the  necessity  of  shooting 
you." 

''Then  I  consent." 

"  But,  look  you,  you  will  have  to 
come  for  your  money  at  twelve  o'clock 
to-morrow  night  to  iilackhea'h." 

"  Oh,  lor  !" 


*'  You  need  not  be  alarmed.  If  you 
have  ever  heard  anything  of  Claude 
Duval,  you  have  heard  that  he  don't 
break  his  word  m  ith  any  one,  so  you 
may  make  sure  he  is  not  going  to  begin 
to  do  so  with  you.  We  have  not  the 
money  with  us,  but  we  will  get  it  for 
you  by  midnight  to-morrow,  if  you  will 
be  at  the  gate  at  Greenwich  Park  that 
opens  to  Blackheath  at  the  hour  men<* 
tioned.  I  tell  you  this  beforehand, 
lest  you  should  prefer  being  shot  at 
once  to  aiding  us  in  this  little  matter." 

"  Don't  mention  that  again.  Oh 
don't." 

*'  You  consent,  then  ?" 

"  Rather.  Of  course  I  do.  As  for  the 
'osses,  what  can  it  matter  to  me  whether 
you  has  'em  or  the  sheriff?  It  isn't 
the  likes  of  me  that  the  likes  of  you 
stops  on  the  highway,  a^d  I  have  got 
a  wife  and  family  to  look  to,  and  only 
get  nine  shillings  a  week  as  a  watch- 
man ;  so  T  feel  as  if  th's  was  a  kind  of  a 
bit  of  a  God  send  to  a  poor  man,  and 
I  will  trust  to  your  word,  Mr.  Claude 
Duval." 

"  You  have  decided  wisely.  Now, 
take  us  to  the  stable,  and  we  will 
manage  to  get  at  the  cattle." 

"Hilloa!"  said  a  voice.  "Brown! 
Brown !" 

"  Oh,  lor,  that's  Mr.  Wilkes,"  said 
the  watchman,  "  a- calling  to  me  out  of 
his  bed-room  window.  What  shall  I 
do  now?" 

*' Answer  him,"  said  Claude,  in  a 
whisper;  "  tell  him  it's  all  right,  and  we 
will  keep  close  here  in  the  shadow  of 
the  court  by  the  gate.  You  have  no- 
thing to  fear.     Answer  him  boldly." 


CHAPTER  CCLXXXV. 

CLAUDE    MEETS  WITH  A  SEVERE  SHOCK 
IN    THK    OLD    BAILEY. 

The  watchman  was  evidently  fright- 
ened, as  well  indeed  he  might  be,  for 
such  an  adventure  as  that  in  which  he 
was  now  engaged  was  rather  new  to 
him.  He  shook  so  that  his  teeth 
chattered  in  his  head. 

"  Hilloa!"  said  the  voice  from  the 
window.  '*  Watchman,  where  are  you 
now?" 
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"  Answer  him  at  once,"  said  Duval, 
^'  or  it  will  be  the  worse  for  you." 

•Tra  afraid  it  will,"  groaned  the 
watchman,  **  but  Vm  going  to  answer. 
Yes,  sir— yes,  Mr.  Wilkes,  I'm  here/* 

**  Where  are  you  ?  I  don't  see  you.'* 

**Tell  him  your  lantern  has  gone 
out."  said  Claude. 

*'  Please,  sir,  my  lantern  has  gone 
out,  that's  the  reason,  sir." 

"Then    why    don't    you    light    it 


again 


V* 


"  Confound  you,"  whispered  Claude, 
"  why  don't  you  tell  him  you  are  going 
to  do  so  directly  V 

**  Confound  you,"  said  the  watchman 
in  his  fright,  "I'm  going  to  do  so 
directly.' 

"  This  fellow  will  ruin  all,'  said  Dick 
Turpin. 

"What's  that  you  say?"  cried  Mr. 
Wilkes.  "  You  are  drunk,  fellovr,  and 
1*11  take  good  care  to  discharge  you  in 
the  morning.  1  tell  you,  vou  are  drunk, 
fellow." 

"  Say  you  were  speaking  about  the 
lantern,  you  idiot!"  said  Claude. 

**  I  was  speaking  ab«ut  my  lantern, 
you  idiot,  if  you  please,  sir,"  said  the 
watchman. 

"Upon  my  life,  this  is  pretty  lan- 
guage to  use  to  your  employer,'*  said 
Mr.  Wilkes,  "aad  if  I  was  not  afraid 
of  taking  cold,  I  would  come  down 
stairs  and  turn  you  out  of  the  place  at 
once,  you  rascal,  that  I  would  ;  but,  as 
it  is,  you  may  depend  upon  being  dis- 
charged to-morrow,  and  without  a 
character,  too.'* 

"Oh,  dear— oh,  dear!"  murmured 
the  watchman,  "  now  I  am  in  for  it^ 
rather,  I  take  it !  What  will  become 
ofrae?'* 

"The  hundred  pounds !•'  whispered 
Claude. 

"Oh,  ah — that  is  something." 

"  It  is  more  than  you  could  save  if 
you  were  to  stay  in  your  place  for 
twenty  years,  so  you  are  better  off  with 
that  and  your  discharge  thas  you  would 
be  withtut  it  and  still  keeping  your 
situation.  But  how  came  you  to  be  so 
absurd  as  to  speak  to  your  employer  in 
such  a  way  ?" 

"  Oh,  dear  !  didn't  you  tell  me  ?'* 

"  Certainly  not." 

"Well,  now,  ru  be  hanged  if  I 
idn't  think  you  did.     But  it's  done 


now,  and  can't  be  helped,  so  I  must 
just  do  the  best  I  can  for  you,  gentle- 
men, and  trust  to  you,  for,  you  see,  I 
have  lost  my  place  all  through  you." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  Claude ; 
"  it  is  not  through  us  at  all." 

"  Qh,  dear — yes." 

"  Oh,  dear,  no.  It  is  through  your 
own  folly,  my  man— nothing  else.  If 
you  had  only  answered  your  master  as 
you  ought  to  have  done,  all  would 
have  been  well  enoigh  with  your  place. 
But  we  can't  stop  to  dispute  that  ques- 
tion with  you.  Take  us  to  the  stable 
in  which  are  our  horses  at  once." 

**  Come  on,  gentlemen — this  way." 

The  night-porter  spoke  in  rather  a 
gloomy  tone.  Perhaps,  after  all,  he 
had  his  suspicions  that  the  one  hundred 
pounds  was  too  much  in  perspective, 
and  that  there  was  no  very  good  se- 
curity of  its  forthcoming,  even  provided 
he  did  go  to  Blackheath  to  get  it,  ac- 
cordmg  to  the  directions  that  had  been 
given  him ;  and  the  loss  of  his  place 
was  a  positive  event,  that  he  could  have 
very  little  doubt  of  indeed,  after  what 
had  occurred  between  him  and  his 
master  upon  that  interesting  occasion. 

The  man  led  the  way  along  the  old 
walls  of  the  yard,  so  that  they  should 
not  be  likely  to  be  seen  by  getting  into 
the  open  space,  and  then  stopping 
before  a  pair  of  old  doors,  he  said — 

"Here  is  the  stable  that  the  three 
horses  are  in.  They  have  been  well 
fed  ;  for  the  sheriff,  who  is  a  saddler 
by  trade,  has  been  several  times  to  look 
at  them,  and  says  they  are  prime  ones, 
and  that  he  will  ride  the  dark  bay  mare 
himself.'* 

"Will he?"  said  Dick  Turpin.  "I 
should  like  to  catch  him,  that's  all." 

"Then,  that's  yours,  sir  ?" 

*'  It  is." 

"  Then,  by  Jove,  you  are  Dick 
Turp-nl" 

"Well,  what  of  that?" 

**  Oh,  lor !  that  I  should  be  with  such 
a  highwayman  as  Dick  Turpin,  and  sich 
another  highwayman  as  Claude  Duval, 
at  this  time  of  night.  It's  enough  to 
makes  one's  hair  stand  on  end,  it  is. 
Please,  what's  the  other  gentleman's 
name  ?" 

•♦  Sixteen-string  Jack!"  cried  Jack. 

t'  Oh— oh  !  la  it  possible  ?  Well, 
I  often  thought  I  should  have  liked  to 
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be  a  highwayman  myself;  and  if  1  had 
only  thought  nobody  would  have  arres- 
ted me,  and  I  should  never  have  been 
took  up  for  it,  I  don't  know  but  that  I 
should  have  gone  upon  the  road  some 
odd  day.  But  there  is  the  door,  gentle- 
men, and,  you  see,  it  is  fastened  by  a 
padlock/* 

"  Was  fastened,  you  mean,"  said 
Jack. 

*•  Was,  do  you  say,  sir  ?  Why,  they 
have  never  forgot  to  lock  it,  have  they?'* 

*'No;  but  I  have  picked  the  lock, 
and  the  stable  is  open.  Now,  comrades, 
let  us  decide  upon  the  best  course." 

•*  I  think,"  said  Claude,  •'  that  the 
thing  to  do  will  be,  to  saddle  the  three 
horses  in  the  stable,  and,  likewise, 
mount  them  there.  Then  let  the  watch- 
man go  and  throw  open  the  outer  gate 
sufficiently  wide  for  us  to  go  through, 
and  then  we  can  make  a  bold  dash  for 
it,  and  be  off  at  once,  and  never  mind 
how  much  clatter  our  horses'  keels 
make.  I'll  warrant  that  before  any 
one  can  be  in  the  saddle  to  be  after  us, 
we  shall  be  a  couple  of  miles  off.'* 

"  That  is  the  way  to  do  it,"  said 
Dick. 

They  all  three  went  into  the  stable 
at  once,  and  then  Jack  lit  a  match,  and 
held  it  up,  upon  which  Dick  exclaimed — 

"  Ah  !  here  is  my  Bonny  Bess,  look- 
ing as  bright  and  as  beautiful  as  ever." 

At  the  sound  of  Dick's  voice,  the 
creature  made  a  whining  sound,  and 
began  to  rub  its  head  against  him,  to 
testify  the  pleasure  it  had  io  seeing  him 
again.  Jack  and  Claude  found  the 
saddles,  and  began  hastily  to  fasten 
Miera  on  to  their  respective  steeds,  and 
Dick  soon  followed  their  example.  The 
watchman  remained  hovering  about  the 
door  of  the  stable,  and  in  a  great  fright, 
as  his  multered  ejacula>!ons  sufficiently 
testified. 

"  Oh,  lor!— oh,  lor!"  he  said.  «  I 
do  hope  all  this  v/ill  end  well.  I  never 
was  in  such  a  fright  in  all  ray  life.  Oh, 
dear  !  What,  suppose  there  was  to  go  for 
to  come  to  be  a  scrimmige  now,  what 
a  pretty  situation  I  should  be  in,  in  the 
midst  of  it.'* 

"  Hold  your  row  !'*  said  Claude. 

"  Yes,  sir  ;  oh,  yes." 

"  Don't  keep  up  that  muttering  and 
grumbling  at  the  stable  door  ;  somebody 
will  hear  you  at  last,  and  then  we  shall 


have  a  fight  for  it ;  and  when  that  once 
begins,  it  is  hard  to  say  who  may  or 
who  may  not  get  a  stray  bullet  in  his 
head.'* 

"  Don't  mention  it,  sir,  I  beg.  I  feel 
already  as  if  one  was  going  right  through 
my  nob,  I  do  indeed.'* 

'*  Are  you  all  ready?'*  said  Dick. 

'*  In  a  moment,  Dick,*'  said  Claude. 
**  Now  I  am.  How  do  you  get  on, 
Jack?** 

"  I  have  only  to  fasten  the  throat 
rein.  Now  it  is  done.  Shall  we 
mount  ?'* 

"  To  be  sure." 

They  were  all  three  in  the  saddle  in 
a  moment,  and  then  it  was  that  they 
felt  a  degree  of  exultation  that  on  foor 
they  could  never  feel.  The  mere  fact 
that  they  were  mounted  again  upon 
their  good  steeds,  and  thay  were,  both 
man  and  horse,  quite  fresh  and  full  of 
life,  was  sufficient  to  give  them  great 
spirits  ;  and  tliey  felt  as  though  they 
could  afford  to  scorn  any  danger  that 
could  possibly  now  approach  them. 

And  yet  one  glance  at  their  situation 
will  show  how  very  precarious  it  was. 
There  they  were  in  the  midst  of  London 
— opposite  to  Newgate  itself,  and  at 
the  mercy  of  any  little  circumstance 
which  might  have  the  effect  of  betray- 
ing their  position  to  their  worst  foes, 

"  Watchman,"  said  Claude. 

"  Yes,  gentlemen ;  oh,  dear— oh, 
dear!     Here  1  am." 

"  Y'ou  aie  a  poor  coward.  But  re- 
member that  your  money  will  be  ready 
to-raorrow  night  at  the  place  I  have 
mentioned  to  you,  and  it  will  be  your 
own  fault  if  you  do  not  come  for  it. 
And  now  go  and  open  the  outer  gate 
gently,  so  that  we  may  ride  out." 

•*  Yes,  yes  ;  and  the  sooner  you  do 
ride  out  the  better,  gentlemen.  Let  me 
beg  of  you  not  to  make  a  clatter  in  the 
inn  yard.  When  you  are  outside,  it 
don't  matter,  of  course,  to  me  a  bit." 

"  We  will  be  careful.'* 

It  was  an  anxious  moment  now  that 
which  preceded  the  opening  of  the 
great  gate  of  the  inn  yard  to  allow 
Claude  and  his  friends  to  pass  out  into 
the  Old  Bailey.  Tlrey  were  in  com- 
plete darkness;  but,  as  well  as  they 
could,  they  kept  their  eyes  fixed  in  the 
direction  of  the  gate.  Then  they  heard 
the   fall    of  an   iron   bar,    and   Duval 
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cursed  the  stupidity  of  the  watchman, 
who  thus  doubled  their  danger  by  a 
•want  of  ordinary  caution  in  his  pro- 
ceedings. 

"  That  fellow  will  ruin  all  yet,  if  he 
dou*t  mind,"  said  Jack. 

*'  He  is  a  desperate  furabler,"  said 
Claude ;  *'  but  a  moment  or  two  will 
suffice  now  to  save  us." 

•<  It  will— it  will." 

The  gate  creaked  back  upon  its  old 
hinges,  and  by  stooping  in  his  saddle, 
Claude  could  see  that  it  was  fairly  back. 

"  Now  !"  be  said. 

With  one  accord  they  walked  their 
horses  across  the  inn  yard,  but  it  was 
impossible  upon  the  stones  with  which 
it  was  paved  to  prevent  the  shoes  of  the 
cattle  from  making  a  noise.  Of  course, 
the  horses  stepped  freely  and  firmly, 
and  twelve  legs,  each  armed  Nvith  an 
iron  shoe,  do  not  come  down  upon 
stones  quite  as  softly  as  velvet  upon 
velvet. 

"Holloa!  What's  that?'*  cried  the 
voice  of  Mr.  Wilkes  again,  from  his 
window.  "  I'm  sure  1  hear  something. 
What  is  it?" 

"The  devil,  sir!"  said  Claude. 
"  He  has  mistaken  the  house,  that  is 
all,  but  he  will  call  upon  you  to-morrow. 
Don't  you  hear  his  hoofs  V* 

"Watch!  watch!    Thieves!" 

"Off  with  vou  both,"  said  Claide. 
•*  Let  us  turn  to  the  left." 

"  Yes,  yes  !"  cried  Dick  and  Jack. 

The  watchman  shrank  on  one  side, 
and  as  they  went  out  at  the  gate,  he 
said — 

**  Don't  forget  me  to-morrow,  gen- 
tlemen, I  beg  of  you." 

«  We  won't,*;  said  Claude.  "  Hush  !" 

They  were  in  the  Old  Bailey,  and 
with  a  bound,  Duval  was  half  way 
towards  the  end  of  Newgate  Street, 
when  a  hackney-coach  came  into  the 
Old  Bailey  round  the  corner.  It  was 
accompanied  by  a  couple  of  mounted 
men,  and  as  it  lumbered  along,  one  of 
the  windows  was  broken,  and  a  voice 
cried  in  screaming  accents-^ 

"  Claude— Claude  !  Oh,  wtere  are 
you  now  to  save  me?" 

If  the  whole  of  Newgate  had  sud- 
denly, without  the  least  warning  of  the 
approach  of  such  a  catastrophe,  tumbled 
down,  and  presented  nothing  but  a 
niass  of  ruins  before  his  eyes,  Claude 


Duval  could  not  have  been  more  com- 
pletely astounded  than  he  was  by  this 
cry  from  the  person  in  the  hackney- 
coach.  It  thoroughly  bewildered  him. 
For  the  moment  it  stopped  his  breath, 
and  he  staggered  in  his  saddle,  as  though 
some  mental  blow  had  been  struck  at 
his  head  by  an  invisible  hand. 

Then  in  a  voice  that  rang  through 
the  street,  he  shouted— 

«  By  Heaven,  'tis  Cicely  !" 

Yes  ;  too  well  had  he  recognised 
that  voice  as  the  voice  of  his  wife — his 
Cicely,  whom  he  thought  he  had  left 
still  in  such  perfect  security  and  com- 
fort at  the  farm-house  by  Ealing 
Common  ;  and  now  suddenly,  ai  such 
an  awfully  critical  moment,  to  discover 
her  in  a  coach  in  the  Old  Bailey,  and  to 
hear  her  callitg  for  help,  was  enough 
to  make  him  doubt  for  a  moment  the 
fact  of  his  waking  existence. 

The  sound  of  his  voice  reached  the 
ears  of  Cicely,  for,  indeed,  and  in  truth, 
she  was  in  the  hackney-coach,  and  the 
shriek  of  joy  that  came  from  her  lips, 
was  an  answer  to  his  in  a  moment. 

"  Drive  on !"  shouted  one  of  the 
horsemen.  "  Drive  on,  coachman  ! 
Curses  on  you,  don't  you  see  you  are 
close  to  Newgate  r" 

The  coachman  had  been  alarmed  at 
the  cries,  and  had  instantly  pulled  up, 
as  he  would  have  done  had  he,  in  some 
crowded  thoroughfare,  been  made  aware 
that  he  either  had  driven  over  some 
one,  or  was  upon  the  point  of  doing 
so.  But  before  he  could  put  the  old 
miserable  horses  into  motion  again, 
Claude  Duval  was  at  the  side  of  the 
coach. 

••  Cicely  !"  he  cried,  **  speak  again ! 
Is  it,  indeed,  you  V* 

"  Oh,  Claude !— Claude  !     Save  me!'' 

"Ay,  will  L" 

The  two  horsemen  who  accoi^'*'-«ied 
the  coach,  when  they  heard  thei^ame 
of  Claude  mentioned,  uttered  a  shout 
oi  gratification,  and  one  cried — 

"  Why,  here  he  is  !  This  is  our  man. 
Down  with  him!'* 

One  of  them  aimed  a  blow  «t  Duval, 
and  struck  him  on  the  shoulder  with  a 
staff.  Claude  had  drawn  a  prstol,  and 
at  once  he  shot  that  man  deits,  as  he 
cried  out — 

*•  Dick  and  Jack,  ride  oft.  Don't  wait 
for  me— ride  off,  both  of  you." 
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«  Not  yet,"  said  Dick. 

'*Yes,  you  be  oflf  with  you." 

"  I  will  die  first,"  said  Jack. 

"  Help  !— help !  Police  I  Watch  ! 
— watch!'*  cried  the  other  horseman 
who  was  with  the  coach,  as  he  slipped 
off  his  horse,  and  ran  with  all  his  speed 
towards  Newgate. 

The  sound  of  rattles  began  to  be 
heard  from  several  quarters,  and  Claude 
dismounted  as  he  shouted  to  the  coach- 
man— 

"  Keep  your  horses  quiet,  or  I'll  blow 
your  brains  out.  Keep  quiet,  coachman, 
or  it  will  be  the  worse  for  you." 

*'  Oh,  lor,  yes,"  said  the  coachman  ; 
*'all  I  want's  among  you  all  is  my 
blessed  fare.  That's  all  I  wants 
among  you  all,  if  you  pleases,  gents." 


;  CHAPTER  CCLXXXVI. 

I  .        , 

i  THE  Fracas  in  the  old  bailey  has 


DISASTROUS    RESULTS. 


*      Claude  Duval  kept  the  bridle  of 

I  his  horse  over   his  left  arm,  while  with 

his  right   hand  he  tried   to  open  the 

coach   door,  but  it   was  made  fast  by 

some  means,  and  resisted  him, 

"Cicely,''  he  said,  "how  is  this? 
The  door  is  fast." 

'•  It  is  tied  with  a  cord.** 

"Ah,  that  will  do— I  see  it.  Aknife^ 
a  knife  !'*' 

*'  Here,'*  said  Jack,  close  to  his  head. 
**  Here  is  one.'** 
•   "A*  thousand  thank?." 

With  the  knife  that  Jack  handed  to 
him,  Claude  cut  the  thick  cord  that 
t-kept  the  coacK  door  shut,  and  m  ano- 
her  moment  Cicely  was  in  his  arms. 

"  Claude — Claude,  you  have  come  to 
save  me!  Oh,  God!'  I  thought  they 
would  have  taken  me  to  prison  ;  but 
you  have  saived  me." 

"  Mount—  mount !  Let  me  help  you 
on  the  horse,  Cicely.*' 

"  Yes,  Claude— -oh,  yes.  With  you, 
to  the  world's  end  if  need  be.  They 
took  me  a  prisoner,  Claude,  because  1 
would  give  them  no  information  where 
they  might  find  you,  and  they  threa- 
tened me  with  death.  Is  this  New- 
gate?" 

**  It  is— it  is.    But  vou  shall  tell  me 


all  another  time,  Cicely.  Moments  are 
now  most  precious.  Our  lives  all  hang 
upon  a  thread." 

"  They  do,  indeed,'*  said  Jack. 

Claude  had  just  succeeded  in  getting 
Cicely  upon  the  horse,  and  was  upon 
the  point  of  mounting  himself,  when, 
with  a  rush  and  a  shout,  some  couple 
of  dozen  men  from  Newgate  tore  up 
the  street,  and  began  firing  pisttls  at 
random,  as  they  approached  the  parly 
by  the  coach. 

**  Lost  !'*  said  Jack. 

"  No.  no  !'*  cried  Claude.  *'  Hold  my 
horse's  head,  Dick,  or  you,  Jack,  dt  it. 
If  I  can  only  gain  the  saddle,  all  wit 
be  well  again.  Stoop  low.  Cicely — oh, 
stoop  low,  and  avoid  the  bullets." 

"  Yes,  Claude,  yes  ;  but  the  horse  is 
hurt." 

The  horse  began  to  plunge  furiously. 
It  was  quite  out  of  the  question  for 
either  Dick  or  Jack  to  hold  the  half- 
maddened  animal,  and  it  was  equally 
impossible  for  Claude  Duval  to  mount 
it.  Still  he  would  not  relinguish  him 
hold  of  the  bridle,  and  still  his  foes 
advanced. 

*'  Surrender  yourselves,"  cried  a 
voice,  "  or  you  will  be  all  butchered  as 
you  stand.  Surrender,  Claude  Duval. 
You  have  not  a  chance." 

"Never!"  said  Claude,  as  he  now 
with  difiiculty  drew  his  pistols  with  his 
disengaged  hand,  and  fired  thera  one 
by  one  at  the  advancing  men,  and  then 
threw  them  to  the  ground  as  quickly  as 
he  discharged  them. 

"  Fire,  Dick  I  Use  your  pistols  now, 
Jack.  Our  only  chance  is  to  keep  them 
in  check.    They  are  cowards,  after  all.*' 

Dick  and  Jack  kept  up  such  a  con- 
tinual fire  for  a  moment  or  two  that 
the  oflScers  and  officials  of  Newgate 
who  had  rushed  out  to  capture  the 
party  were  staggered ;  but  then  a  roice 
cried  out— 

"  Fire  a  volley  upon  them.  Dead  or 
alive  will  do  for  us.'* 

About  twelve  or  fifteen  fire*  arms  were 
discharged  at  once.  Cicely  uttered  a 
shriek,  and  fell  over  upon  the  neck  of 
the  horse.  Claude  caught  her  in  his 
arms,  and  with  one  piercing  cry  of 
anguish,  he  held  her  bleeding  form  to 
his  breast.  In  another  moment  he  was 
surrounded,  and  half-a-dozen  hands  had 
hold  of  him.     Claude  Duval  was  taken ! 
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A  man  got  hold  of  the  bridle,  too,  of 
Dick  Turpin's  horse  ;  but  with  one 
blow  from  the  butt-end  of  rather  a 
heavily-mounted  pistol,  Turpin  laid  him 


his  hrirse,  he  went  off  like  the  wind 
towards  Holborn.  Jack,  too,  escaped 
bj'  riding  over  a  couple  of  the  officers, 
and  striking  right   and    left  with  the 


prostrate  ;  and  then  putting  spurs  to  (  heavy  end   of  his  riding-whip,  which 


THE    CAPTURE    OF    CLAUDE    AND    DEATH    OF    CICELY. 

had  a  couple  of  ounces  of  lead  let  into  'had  been  with  the  hackney-coach 
the  handle  of  if,  and  did  fetrful  execu-  ;  being  moun'ed  by  a  couple  of  the  most 
^'Oa.  j  courageous  of   the  officers,   they  kept 

Halt-a-dozen  of  the  officers  pursued  ,  close  upon  their  heels.     It  was  a  chase 
them;  and  the  horses  of  the  two  who  '  for  life  or  death  that. 


Ko    149, 
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That  Dick  and  Jack  wor.Id  have  had 
considerable  trouble  in  escaping  was 
pretty  certain  if  one  of  the  officer's 
horse's  had  not  fallen  upon  the  lower 
part  of  Skinner  Street ;  and  Jack  per- 
ceiving it,  turned  upon  the  other,  and 
made  a  blow  at  him  that  rather  stag- 
gered him,  although  it  did  not  hit 
hirn  quite  so  fair  as  Jack  intended 
to  do. 

This  p[ave  them  a  little  latitude,  and 
they  v,-erit  up  Holborn  at  a  pace  that, 
considering  the  ascent,  which  was  then 
much  worse  than  it  is  now,  was 
truly  tremendous  and  appalling.  It 
was  well  thit  the  bill,  though  sharp, 
was  short,  and  that  they  were  soon  upon 
the  head  ground,  as  the  ca  tie  could 
not  have  kept  up  at  such  a  pace.  As 
it  was,  however,  Holborn  was  dashed 
through  in  its  whole  extent  in  a  very 
short  space  of  time,  indeed  and  they 
gained  the  long  straggling;  thoroughfare 
of  Tottenham-court-road,  feeling  satis- 
fied then  that  no  one  was  pursuing 
them. 

It  was  then  that  Jack  pulled  up,  and 
letting  the  reins  of  his  horse  slip  along 
his  arm,,he  plicedboth  his  ha:ids  upon 
his  face,  an^l  sobbed  aloud. 

"Poor  Claude!"  he  said — "poor 
Claude  !" 

Dick  lovoked  at  him  in  s'lence.  lie 
felt  that  no  ordinary  topic  of  consola- 
tion would  suffice  at  such  a  moment. 

"Dead!  dead!"  said  Jack.  "Well, 
they  are  satisfied  now.  They  have 
killed  him  at  last,  and  Cicely,  too,  who 
loved  him  so  well.  They  have  died 
together !" 

"Jack,  you  do  not  know  that  ?" 
"  Oh,  ves — yes.     I  saw  her  fall."' 
"But  you  did  not  see  Claude  fall  ?" 
"  I  saw  the  hands  of  twenty  mur- 
derers upon  him,  Dick.     Do  you  think 
they  would  spare  him  ?" 

"  Yes,  Jack.     They  wanted  to  take 
him   alive,  and,  in   my  opinion,   they 
ha/e.     Oh,  Jack,  this  has,  indeed,  been 
a  fearful  night!" 
'•It  has— it  has!" 

"  But  come,  now.     We  are  men,  and, 
therefore,    like    men,    you    know,   we 
should  meet  such  evil  fortune  as  comes 
to  us.     Cheer  up,  Jack  1" 
"  Cheer  up,  did  you  say?" 
'<>Yes,  Idid;  and  why  not?" 


"  Oh,  no— no  !  This  is  the  end  of  it 
all.     I  have  but  one  wish  now." 

"  Well— -well,  ride  on  gently,  Jack. 
Remembf^r  that  we  are  in  London  yet, 
and  that  our  enemies  may  still  be  after 
us.     What  is  your  one  wish  ?" 

•'  That  [  we"'re  dead!" 

"Oh,  pho  !  You  are  not  at  all  like 
a  dead  one  yet.  Jack,  nor  is  Claude 
either,  for  all  we  know.  Come  — coma, 
you  look  at  the  affair  much  too  gloomily. 
There  is  hope  yet,  you  know." 

"Alas!  it  was  a  natural  impulse  for 
me  to  fly  from  the  spot  when  1  found 
hat  1  could  do  him  no  good  ;  but  I 
ought  to  have  staid  and  oied  by  his 
side,  that  is  what  I  ought  to  have 
done." 

"  No  such  thing,  Jack." 

•*But  I  say  yes,  Dick.  Do  not  tell 
me  it  is  no  such  thinz  ;  you  do  not  know 
how  close  w-as  the  bond  of  union  be- 
tween us." 

Dick  Turpin  could  not  but  see  that 
Jack  was  in  no  mood  to  bs  reasoned 
with,  nor  did  he  blame  him  for  the 
excess  of  feeling  that  he  betrayed  upon 
the  occasion,  for  he  knew  how  close 
had  been  the  companionship  between 
hira  and  Claude  Duval. 

"  Jack,"  he  said,  "  your  feeling  is 
natural  upon  this  occasion;  but  still,  in 
the  absence  of  information  regarding 
the  fate  of  Claude,  you  go  too  far." 

"  No — no.  It  will  be  a  reproach  to 
me  as  long  as  I  live  that  I  did  not  re- 
main and  die  with  him,  as  1  ought  to 
have  done,  and  then  all  woud  have 
been  well  ;  I  should  have  been  spared 
the  heartache  which  I  have  now,  and 
which  will  never  leave  me." 

Dick  put  his  horse  to  a  trot  wiih  the 
hope  that  Jack  would  instiuccively 
follov7  the  example,  and  he  was  nf;t 
mistaken,  for  Jack  assumed  the  same 
pace,  probably  hardly  knowing  that  he 
did  so  at  the  moment. 

Now  a  silence  of  some  quarter  of  an 
hour's  duration  ensued  between  them, 
and  they  got  right  to  Camden  Town, 
and  took  the  left-hand  road,  that  woud 
lead  them  to  Highgate.  More  than 
once  Dick  Turpin  looked  back,  and 
listened  to  hear  if  they  were  pursued 
by  any  one,  but  such  was  not  the  case. 
Of  course,  it  was  absurd  for  the  otncers 
on  foot  to  come  after  two  well-armed 
and  well-mounted  men;  and  the  accident 
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that  had  happened  on  Holborn  Hill  to 
the  two  officfrs  who  were  on  horseback- 
had  had  the  effect  or  completeiv  stop- 
ping their  progress. 

!t\vas  Jack,  now,  who  first  broke 
the  silence  by  turning  to  Dick,  and 
saying — 

•'Can  you  form  any  opinion,  Dick, 
as  to  how  it  came  about  that  Cicely 
was  in  th-it  hackney-coach  r" 

"  Yes,  Jack,  I  can.  Did  you  not 
hear  her  say  that  they  had  taken  her 
into  custody  because  she  would  not  give 
the  information  concerning  Claude 
Duval?" 

"  Yes — yes,  I  heard  something." 

*'  That  was  it,  and  no  doubt  they 
would  have  made  up  some  sort  of  a 
case  against  her  ;  but  it  was  the  most 
unfortunate  thing  in  the  u-orld  that  she 
.•■hoald  arrive  in  the  Old  Bailey  at  such 
a  moment  as  that." 

*'  It  was — it  was." 

"  Yes,  it  ha.s  rained  Claude,  for, 
afer  all,  what  couM  they  have  d'>ne 
wiih  Cicely  ?  Even  if  they  were  quite 
sure  she  had  noihiog  to  do  but  to  tell 
them  at  once  where  to  find  Claud>^,  no 
jury  could  commit  her  of  the  only  legal 
offence  they  could  bring  against  her  of 
harbouring  a  feion,  considering  that  shi 
is  his  wile,  which  fact  she  could  easily 
prove." 

"Yes — yes,  it  was  most  unfortunate, 
as  you  say,  Dick.  This  is,  indeed,  a 
most  sad  night  for  all  of  us.  Where 
are  we  goiiig  now,  Dick?'" 

"Towards  liighgate." 

"But  what  goodciin  we  do  to  Claude 
fit  Highgate?  It  is  of  no  use  surely 
our  going  there.'" 

'•  Y'es  it  is.  Jack.  Listen  to  me,  now, 
patiently.  I  think  that  you  are  in  a 
more  composed  frame  of  mindtiian  you 
were,  and  th^it.  therefore;  I  may  tell 
you  all  ray  hopes  and  fears.  May  I  do 
so,  Jack:" 

"  Oh,  yes,  go  on — go  on,  Dick.*' 

'•Then,  Jack  in  the  first  place  let  us 
con-.idar  what  we  know  and  what  we 
do  not  of  the  affair.  We  know  that 
Ciiely  is  taken —we  know  that  Claude 
is  taken,  but  we  don't  know  if  Cicely 
be  severely  hurt  o.-  not  — and  we  dun"t 
know  if  Claude  be  hur'  at  all.  Nnw, 
here  art'  you  and  I,  boih  free  and  unin- 
jured, and  capable  and  willing  to  as-ii!; 
them  both   in   ever*''  possible    way,  so, 


after  all,  their  situation  may  not  be  so 
bad  as  it  looks." 

"  You  give  me  better  hopes,"  said 
Jack,  drawing  a  long  breath. 

"  To  be  sure  I  do  ;  but  you  are  so 
easily  depressed,  Jack.  That  is  the  one 
fault  of  your  character.'' 

"  I  cannot  help  it,"  said  Jack,  mourn- 
fully. "  Claude  himself,  poor  fellow, 
has  often  told  me  of  it,  and  begged  of 
me  to  try  to  conquer  the  feeling,  but  I 
cannot;  however,  Dick,  I  will  now 
submit  to  your  directions  in  all  that 
has  to  be  done  ;  only  let  us,  if  you  would 
j  keep  me  from  going  out  of  my  mind 
I  a'together,  do  something  as  quickly  as 
we  can." 

"  We  will— we  will.     But  it  mustbe 
evident   to   you.   Jack,   that  the   first 
thin-'  is  to  get  accurate  information   of 
w^hat  has  taken  place." 
i       "Y^es— yes!" 

I  "  Well,  then,  I  propose  that  we  go 
at  once,  now,  on  to  the  Gate-house 
Tavern  at  Highgate,  and  put  up  our 
horses  at  some  other  place,  so  that  we 
shall  be  separated  fram  them,  and  seem 
to  arrive  tnere  from  country-ways  on 
foot.  There  we  will  wait  until  the 
newspapers  tell  us  what  situation  Claude 
and  Cicely  are  in,  for  the  affair  will 
make  quite  a  sensation,  you  may  depend, 
and  evesy  particular  will  be  published." 

'^  Be  it  so,  Dick." 

With  this  determination,  then,  they 
rode  'ight  through  Highgate,  avoiding 
■  the  Gate-house  as  they  went,  and  tliey 
did  not  pause  until  they  got  to  Finchley, 
where  they  drew  up  and  asked  at  a 
road-i-ide  inn  if  their  horses  could  be 
kept  for  a  few  hours,  as  they  were  going 
to  call  upon  a  gentleman  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood, who  had  no  accommodation 
for  them.  The  answer  was,  of  course, 
in  the  affirmative,  and  they  Iclt  thetr 
horses  well  housed  ;  then,  on  foot,  they 
turned  back  to  Highgate. 

On  the  road  they  made  what  altera- 
tions in  their  apparel  were  in  their 
power  to  do,  so  that  by  the  time  they 
reached  the  loni/  straggling  High-street 
of  the  village,  they  could  hardly  have 
been  recognist;d  as  the  same  two  per- 
so's  who  had  ridden  ihrou;:h  it  only 
half  an  hour  bef.»re  at  a  canter. 

'I'he  Gate- house  Tavern  at  Fiighgate 
stood  then  upon  the  same  J>pit  that 'it 
does    now-,  only  the    old   building   has 
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disappeared  and  the  modern  structure, 
although  bearing  the  same  name,  is  not 
that  which  was  at  one  time  rather  noto- 
rious as  a  baiting  place  for  the  knights 
of  the  road. 

The  change  that  Turpin  and  Jack 
had  made  in  their  appearance  was  rather 
for  the  better,  as  regarded  their  respect- 
abilitj'  and  their  looks,  and  they  were 
received  at  the  Gate-house  H'ith  usual 
courtesy  as  gentlemen,  although  there 
was  a  little  surprise  at  their  appearing 
at  such  an  hour  as  that.  Still,  there 
was  then  so  much  traffic  on  the  Great 
North  Road,  that  the  hotels  and  inns 
were  all  open  all  the  night. 

All  that  they  ordered  was  some  mulled 
wine  and  a  couple  of  beds,  which, 
in  the  course  of  a  quarter  of  an  hour, 
they  were  accommodated  with;  and  then 
Dick  Turpin,  as  tie  shook  bands  with 
Jack  for  the  night,  said — 

*' Get  some  sleep.  Jack.  Remember 
that  we  can  just  now  do  nothing,  but 
that  if  we  are  ever  to  co  anything  for 
Claude  it  must  be  by  exertions  that  will 
require  aU  our  strength  and  power,  so 
■we  ought  to  take  care  of  ourselves." 

"  You  arc  right,  Dick.  Good-night !" 

They  parted  for  the  night,  and  Dick 
Turpin  threvr  himself  upon  the  bed, 
having  only  taken  off  his  coat  and  his 
boots,  and  was  soon  last  asleep.  Poor 
Jack,  on  the  contrary,  sat  in  an  arm- 
chair, and  ordered  a  fire  to  be  lit  in  his 
room ;  and  thus,  for  hour  after  hour,  he 
sat,  gazing  at  the  burning  embers,  and 
in  deep  and  profound  thought  regarding 
the  position  of  Claude  Duval. 

It  was  not  until  the  dim  light  of 
early  dawn  began  to  peep  in  at  the 
window  of  the  bedroom  that  Jack  fell 
into  an  uneasy  slumber;  and  then  he  was 
haunted  with  horrible  dreams,  and  he 
fancied  that  he  was  in  the  midst  of  a  vast 
crowd,  that,  with  uproarious  shouts, 
surrounded  a  scaffold,  upon  which  he 
could  see  Claude  Duval  about  to  be  ex- 
ecuted. With  all  his  exertion  he  could 
not  get  at  him,  and  when  he  tried  to 
call  to  him,  he  found  that  his  voice  had 
turned  to  a  weak  whisper. 

With  all  the  fright  and  tenor  of  the 
dream  upon  his  mind.  Jack  started  and 
awoke,  upon  hearing  some  one  knock- 
ing at  the  door  of  the  room. 

"Who  is  there?"  he  cried.  ''Who 
is  there  r" 


'*  Don't  you  know  me,  Jack  ?'  said 
Dick.     "  Open  the  door." 

Jack  did  so,  and  Dick  Turpin  en- 
tered the  room. 

"Why,  Jack,"  he  said,  "you  have 
not  slept  a  bit.'* 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  have,"  said  Jack,  with  a 
shudder.  "  I  have  had  too  much  sleep." 


CHAPTER  CCLXXXVII. 
THE    ST.    James's    CHRONicr.E    gives 

NEWS    TO    DICK     TURPIX      aXD     SIX 
TEEN- STRING   JACK. 

DrcK  could  not  but  s3e  by  the  face  of 
Jack  that  he  had  passed  but  a  very 
indifferent  night,  and  he  shooK  his  head 
as  he  said  — 

"  Jack — Jack,  have  you  been  hus- 
banding your  strength  as  I  asked  you 
to  do,  for  the  purpose  of  trying  to  do 
something  for  Claude :" 

"  No,"  said  Jack,  after  a  pause. 

''  I  thought  not." 

"But  I  will,  Dick.  The  morning 
light  has  brought  something  like  peace 
to  me,  and  I  feel  mucn  better  than  I 
did.  I  am  getting  more  myself.  Ycu 
shall  not  have  cause  to  complain  of  me^ 
again.     But  I  have  had  such  a  dream.' 

"  A  dream  ?" 

"  Oh,  yes.  You  smile,  Dick,  but  it 
was  a  dreadful  dream.  I  thought 
thtJt " 

"  Hold,  for  mercy's  sake.  Jack !     If 
you  don't  wish  to  give  me  the  horrors 
for  the  rest  of  the  day,  I  beg  you  won't 
tell  me  anything  about  your  dream.  Do 
you  know,  it  almost  drives  me   crazy 
when    I   hear   any   one  begin    with  '  1 
thought  that  I  was  so-and-so,  and  then 
1  thought,'  and  so  on.     Come — come, 
Jack,  ctiase  such  nonsense  from  your 
brain.     You   know  that  one  who  was 
better  acquainted  with  human    nature 
than  either  your  or  I  are  has  said — 
'  We  are  such  things  as  dreams  are  made  of.'  " 

*'Yes,  I  remember;  and  he  likewise 

says — 
'  And  our  little  life  is  rounded  by  a  sleep.' 

I  wish  that  mine  were  so.  I 
should  like  to  close  ray  eyes  for  onc-e 
and  for  ever.  But  I  have  promised  you 
that  1  will  make  no  more  such  allusions, 
or  give  way  to  such  feelings,  and  I  will 
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keep  my  word.     Only  tell  me  what  you 
j  would  have  me  do." 

*'Why,  in   the   first   place,  Jack,  I 
'  would  have  you  attend  to  what  I  con- 
sider is  of  the  greatest  importance  just 
now  to  us  both. 

"  What  is  that,  Dick?" 

"  Breakfast." 

"  Ah !  I  might  have  guessed  what 
you  were  going  to  say.  Well,  be  it  so. 
1  will  not  say  that  it  will  be  unwelcome 
to  me,  and  1  hope  that  by  the  time  it 
is  over,  we  shall  hear  something  of 
Claude  Duval." 

*'  If  the  newspapers  reach  here  by 
that  time,  of  course  we  shall.  Let  us 
order  breakfast  in  a  private  room,  and 
ask  for  the  morning  paper  as  soon  as 
it  can  be  got ;  but  we  must  not  appear 
to  be  too  anxious  about  it,  vou  know." 

''Oh,  no— no." 

"  I  will  be  careful." 

The  Gate-house  Tavern  at  Highgate, 
was  a  very  large  eld  ramblinor  house, 
and  there  were  so  many  rooms  in  it 
upon  the  first  floor,  that  twenty  psople 
might  almost  have  breakfasted  quite 
privately,  so  that  Dick  Turpin  and 
Jack  had  no  S3rt  of  difficulty  in  getting 
accommodated.  In  the  course  of  a  quar- 
ter of  an  hour,  a  good  breakfast  ot  hot 
coffee,  rolls,  ham,  and  fine  fresh  but- 
ter, and  plentv  of  cream,  was  before 
them,  to  which  they  did  justice. 

The  room  that  they  were  in  was  a 
very  pretty  one,  so  far  as  its  aspect 
was  concerned,  for  it  looked  upon  one 
of  the  poods  that  were  in  the  town,  and 
there  grew,  close  up  to  the  window,  a 
plum  tree,  some  of  the  think  old 
b:  anches  of  which  were  half  inclined  to 
make  their  way  into  the  apartment, 
and,  as  it  was,  the  leaves  rattled  in  the 
morning  air  against  the  window  panes. 

*'  You  can  let  us  have  a  newspaper," 
said  Dick  to  the  waiter. 

*'Yes,  sir,  yesterday's." 

"  Thank  you  ;  that  will  do  till  to- 
day's comes.  When  do  you  have 
it  ?" 

"The  post-boy  drops  them  at  the 
door,  sir,  at  ten  o'clock  everv  morn- 
ing." 

**  Thank  you  ;  that  will  do." 

Tfie  waiter  bowed  himself  out.  An 
hour  had  yet  to  be  passed  before  the 
time  when  the  post-boy  would  leave 
the  papers  of  that  morning;  so  Dick 


I  and  Jack  wiled  away  the  time  as  well 
as  they  could;  and  there  was  one  thing 
that  they  made  up  their  minds  to, 
which  was,  that  it  would  be  highly 
desirable  to  get  some  cash  as  quickly 
as  possible. 

"  My  exchequer,"  said  Dick,  ''  is 
rather  on  the  wane,  and  I  think  we 
are  bound  to  keep  our  appointment 
with  the  porter  at  the' inn." 

"  Do  you  think  he  remains  true  tousr" 

"  Indeed,  I  do." 

"  Well,  then,  let  him  have  his  money 
by  all  means,  Dick,  if  we  can  get  it ; 
and  the  only  way  we  can  do  so,  is  by 
going  on  the  road  to-night,  and  seeing 
what  kind  of  luck  we  shall  have.  I 
know,  too,  that  Claude  has  little  or  no 
money  ;  therefore,  if  he  still  lives,  we 
must  take  care  to  get  some  for  him." 

"  The  St.  James  s  Chronicle,  gentle- 
men," said  the  waiter,  as  he  laid  the 
paper,  still  damp  from  the  press,  upon 
the  table. 

Jack  did  not  dare  to  look  at  the 
waiter  lest  he  should  perceive  the 
anxiety  which  was  but  too  manifest 
upon  his  face ;  so  he  hid  it  in  his 
pocket  handkerchief  until  the  man  had 
gone  out  of  the  room,  and  then  Dick 
took  up  the  paper  with  a  grave  coun- 
tenance. 

**  What  does  it  say  ?"  gasped  out- 
Jack. 

"  Have  patience,  and  compose  your- 
self.    Recollect  where  we  are." 

"  Oh,  yes,  yes.     Bat  look  at  once  " 

"  Hush  !  i  will  read  to  you  all  that 
concerns  us  in  a  voice  loud  enough 
for  us  to  hear  ;  but  not  loud  enough 
for  any  one  else  to  overhear,  I  hope." 

"  Do  so,  Dick.  I  feel  that  my  agita- 
tion is  too  great  to  permit  me  to  read  it 
for  myself." 

Dick  unfolded  the  paper,  and,  as  a 
heading  to  one  of  the  columns  on  the 
inside,  he  saw  the  words,  "Capture 
of  the  notorious  Claude  Duval.  Dread- 
ful affray  in  the  Old  Bailey." 

"Here  it  is,"  he  said.  *' Listen 
now.  Jack,  and  whatever  I  read,  do  not: 
let  yojr  feelings  get  the  better  of  you." 

"  I  will  not,  i  promise  you  that, 
Dick,  if  you  will  solemnly  promise  noc 
to  keep  a  word  of  the  statement  from 
me. 

"  Upon  my  word  I  will  not." 

Jack    sat '  with    his     hands    tightly 
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clasped    together,    and    in     profound  I      **  Yes.     Shall  I  read  on  V 

silence,  while  Dick  Turpin  read  as  fol-  I      "  Is  there  more?" 

loivs  :—  I      "There  is,  Jack.     The  account  goes 

"  Last  night,  or  rather  at  an  early   on  to  another  hour  or  two." 
hour  this  morning,  the  Old  Bailey  and        "  Yes.     Let  me  know  all." 
its  neighbourhood  were  thrown  into  a  :      Dick  now  read  in  a  subdued  tone, 
state   of  indescribable    confusion   and    which  betrayed  considerable  emotion, 
alarm,  by    a   scene  which   took  place        "We   stop   the   press   to  announce 
nearly    opposite    to    the    entrance    of  shortly,  that  the  female  who  was  the 
Newgate,   concerning  which,   we    will    original  cause  of  the/z-acc/sis  no  more, 
endeavour  to  give  our  readers  the  full    She   expired   in   the   prison    at  about 
particulars.  {  half-past   four   this  morning,    making 

'*  It  appears  that  the  daring  exploits  !  the  fourth  victim  already  dead  upon 
of  the  notorious  Claude  Duval  had  so  thi<?  extraordinary  and  desperate  oc- 
far  attracted  the  aitention  of  the  highest   casion." 

authorities,  that  it  was  deemed  desira-  }      "  Dead!"  said  Dick.  "  So  poor  Cicely 
ble  to   resort   to  extraordinary  means    is  dead,  after  all.     Killed  in  a  street 
for    his   apprehension,    and,  after  the  ^  brawl  at  laift." 
most    diligent  inquiries,   it  was  ascer-  |      *•'  it  seems  so  " 
tained  that  a  female  of  doubtful  charac- 1      *' Alas,  poor  girl !     It  is  a  sad  fate 
ter,  whom  he  calls  his  wife,  v/as  con-  |  for  her.     Is  it  not  so,  Dick?" 
cealod  at  a  farm  in  the  neighbourhood  !      **  It  is,  indeed." 
of  Ealing.    It  was  then  lesolved  at  once  |      *'  After  this,  Claude  will  not  look  up. 
to    apprehend    this     person,   and    her    He  will    abandon  hope.     He  will  not 
capture  was  cleverly  accomplished  by  a    even   try  to  escape  now,  poor  fellow! 
couple    of   active    officers   from    Bow    And  if  we  see  hira,  he  will  tell  us  that 
Street.  the  best  and  the  kindest  thing   we  can 

"  Upon  the  coach  in  which  she  was    do  for  him,  is  to  let  him  die.     I  know 
being   conveyed  to   Newgale   reaching    that  that  is  what  he  will  say  to  us." 
the  corner  of  the  Old  Bailey,  it  appears  ':      "  Yts,  Jack,  in  the  first  liush  of  his 
that  a  most  daring  attempt  was  made    despair  Claude  Duval  may  say  so,  and 
to  rescue  hci",  by  three  mounted  men,    may  feel  so,  but  ti:at  will  pass  away 
who   shot  one  of  the  officers  dead  on    again." 
the  spot,  and  then  proceeded  to  reh  ase  \      "  Thinl;  ycu  so  ?" 
the   female   from    tho    carriage.     The  ^      "  I  am  sure  of  it,  Jack,  and  so  we  will 
alarm,  however,  was  given,  and  a  strong    not  take  such  an  answer  from  him,  if 
force  coming  from  ]>sewgate,  succeeded    Ave  shou-d  succeed  at  all  in  seeing  him. 
in  capturing  one  of  the  ruffians,  wiio    This  has,  indeed,  been  a  sad — a  very 
turned   out   to  be    no   other  than  the    sad  adventure." 
notorious  Claude  Duval  himself.  j      *•  Is  there  no  more  ?''  j 

"We  regret  to  say  that  in  the  ?7ie/c^  .  **  No — i;o.  Stop  I  What  is  this? 
no  fewer  than  four  officers  have  received  Oh,  only  some  editorial  remarks  ;  *  We 
severe  wound.-,  and  two  have  been  shot  congratulate  the  respectable  portion  of 
dead  upon  the  spot.  The  female,  too,  society  upon  the  apprehension  of  the 
who  had  been  placed  upon  a  horse,  in  '  notorious  Claude  Duval  the  highway- 
order  to  effect  her  escape,  was  badly  man,  who,  no  doubt,  will  now  expiate 
wounded.  |  his  offences    against  the   safety   of  his 

**  Claude    Duval  himself  is   now  in  [  fellow-men  at:  the  Old  Bailey." 
Newgate,  and  it  is  expected  that  in  a'      "That  wii  do  for  that,"  said  Jack, 
very  few  hours  his  associates  will  like-  I  "They  will  all  have   a  kick  at  the  dead 
wise  be  in  cus:od3\*  I  lion." 

Dick  paused,  and  looked  at  Jack.  He!  "When  you  have  quite  done  with 
was  very  pale.  I  the  paper,  gentlemen,"  said  the  waiter, 

"  You  see.  Jack,"  said  Dick,  *'  that  j  popping  his  head  into  the  room,  *  the 
there  is  no  mention  of  Claude  being  gents  down  stairs  would  be  much 
hurt  in  the  least."  °  j  obliged  if  you  couIJ  let  them  have  it  " 

*'No.  But  poor  Cicely — she  is  hurt!  «' Oh,  certainly,"  said  Dick,  gailv. 
badly."  i"  There  is  no  change   whatever  in  the 
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price  of  meat,  or  either  of  corn,  I 
see. 

"  Ain't  there,  sir  ?" 

"  No.  You  can  take  the  paper. 
Thank  you." 

"  Thank  you,  sir.  Coming — coming 
— coming  !" 

The  bells  below  were  ringing  vio- 
lently, and  the  waiter  rushed  out  of 
the  room  with  the  St.  James's  Chroni- 
cle in  his  hand. 

It  was  then  that  Dick  Turpin  and 
Jack  looked  at  each  other  in  silence  for 
S"me  few  minutes,  and  Dick  was  just 
about  to  say  something,  when  the  door 
of  the  room  was  abruptly  opened,  and 
a  man,  attired  in  a  rouj^h  great  coat, 
made  his  appearance  in  the  room. 
The  moment  he  saw  that  some  one  was 
there,  he  drew  back,  saying — 

'*  Beg  pardon,  gentlemen.  Didn't 
know  anybody  was  m  this  room." 

He  was  gone,  then,  before  Dick  or 
Jack  could  make  any  reply  to  him; 
but  to  the  surprise  of  Dick,  Jack 
slowly  rose,  and  going  to  the  door,  he 
locked  it  carefully,  and  likewise  slid 
a  bolt  that  was  in  the  lower  part  of 
it  into  its  ploce. 

•'  What's  the  matter.  Jack  r" 

*' Did  you  know  that  man?  But 
no.  Why  do  I  ask  you  ?  Of  course 
you  did  not,  or  you  would  not  sit  so 
quietly  there." 

*'  VVho  IS  heV  said  Dick,  starting 
up. 

**Hush! — hush!  "We  must  make 
no  noise.  You  have  heard  of  a  Bow- 
street  runner  named  Godfrey,  I  sup- 
pose ?" 

"Yes.     By  Jove,  I  have/' 

"That's  the  man.  then." 

DicK  mechanically  produced  a  pistol. 

"  Put  it  up  asjain,"  said  Jack.  "  It 
is  of  no  use.  .  By  the  sound  of  voices, 
there  are  plenty  of  people  down  stairs, 
and  although  we  might  take  a  lite  or 
two,  we  should  be  sure  to  be  over- 
powered in  the  long  run.  Force  will 
do  nothing  for  us  in  this  emergency,  T 
assure  you,  Dick." 

*■  You  are  right,"  said  I'urpin,  a?!  he 
put  the  pistol  into  his  pocket  again. 
"You  are  quite  right,  JacK.  1  am 
enraged,  however,  at — at——" 

"  At  what,  Dick ?' 

*•  Pardon  me  for  saying  it,  but  1  was  I 


about  to  add,  at  your  coolness  and  deci- 
sion, Jack." 

"  Danger  awakens  me  to  the  full  use 
of  all  my  faculties,  I  think,"  faid  Jack, 
"And  now  1  tell  you  that  my  opinion  is: 
this  Godfrey  only  came  up  stairs  to  look 
on,  and  that  it  wa-  no  mistake  his  open^ 
ing  the  door  of  this  rocm.  I  think  that 
he  knows  us,  too.  Dick." 

"  The  devil  you  do  !'' 

"  Yes  ;  and  that  he  is  now  organizing 
a  plan  for  our  capture.  We  must  con- 
coct some  plan,  or  we  are  lost,  at  once  I' 

"  To  be  sure.     The  window  !" 

"  Hush  !  hush  !  What  do  you 
hear  ?" 

*'  Foots'eps  upon  (he  stairs,  and  low 
voices.  They  come  nearer,  Jack.  Open 
the  window,  that's  a  good  fellow  I  I  am 
quite  convmced  now  that  there  are  a 
dozen  pe  pie  slowly  creeping  up  the  old 
stairs.  The  wmdow,  Jack  ! — the  win- 
d'w!  But  don't  make  any  noise  over  if, 
or  we  are  lost !  That  will  do.  Bravo ! 
that  will  do  I" 

"Are  they  coming  yet,  Dick?" 

'•  They  are  ;  but  they  come  slow,  for 
they  think  to  take  us  by  surprise." 


CHAPTER  CCLXXXVni, 

DICK   AND    JACK  GO  UPOiN    THE    HEATH, 
AND  MAKE  A   TRAVELLER  DISBURSE, 

Jack,  while  Dick  was  listening  with- 
in some  couple  of  yards  or  so  of  the 
door,  had  so  cautiously  opened  the  win- 
dow of  the  room  that  it  made  not  the 
least  noise.  Those  who  were  coming 
up  to  the  apartment  from  below  were 
evidently  coming  with  extreme  care; 
and  no  doubt  *hey  were  marshalled  by 
Godfrey,  the  officer,  who  contemplated 
making  a  secure  capture,  even  if  it  were 
at  the  expense  of  a  life  or  two. 

"  Corag,"  said  Jack. 

Dick,  quite  noiselessly,  went  towards 
the  window.  There  was  a  good  view 
of  a  garden  below  ;  but  the  height  was 
very  inconsiderable  indeed,  and,  besides, 
by  the  assis'ance  of  the  plum-tree  there 
could  be  no  possible  trouble  in  the  way 
of  descending. 

What  a  mercy  for  them  it  was  that 
they  had  not  their  horses  there  at  such 
a  time ! 

"  After  you,  Jack,"  said  Dick,  in  a 
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low  tone.     "  After  you.     Let  us  be  off 
at  once,  if  we  can.     Get   out  at  the 
window." 
\       "No,  no— go  first." 

Tap  !  tap  !  carae,  gently  at  the  door 
of  the  room.  There  was  no  time  •to 
parley  about  precedence,  and  Dick  at 
once  got  out,  and  slid  down  to  the  ground 
comfortably  enough  by  the  aid  of  the 
plum-tree.  Jack  got  out  of  the  window, 
too  ;  but  as  he  held  on  to  the  tree,  he 
gently-  and  noiselessly  closed  the  case- 
ment again. 

"  That  may  give  us  five  minutes' 
stretch,"  he  said;  "and  a  minuet  is 
now  to  us  as  good  as  a  life." 

''  Good  !"  said  Dick.     *'  Come  on  !" 

They  were  both  in  the  garden,  now. 
A  low  fence  was  at  the  other  end  of  it, 
and  it  was  by  that  means  only  shielded 
t'om  the  high  road  through  the  village, 
so  that  it  was  a  hazardous  thing  to 
cross  that  fence  at  all.  But  that  was 
no  time  for  doubts  or  hesitations,  and 
they  ran  across  the  garden  till  they  got 
to  a  kind  of  outhouse ;  but  the  moment 
they  reached  that,  a  voice  said — 

*'  Hilloa  !  who  are  you  ?" 

Dick  looked  into  the  outhouse,  and 
he  saw  a  lad  cleaning  shoes  and  boots, 
and  looking  with  amazement  at  them 
both. 

'•  It's  all  right,"  said  Dick.  "  Tfs 
only  a  joke  !  You  didn't  see  us,  mind, 
or  we  shall  losft  our  wager/' 

"  Wager  ?" 

*'  Yes,  to  be  sure.  There's  your  share 
of  it  for  not  seeing  us." 

Dick  placed  some  five  or  six  guineas 
— he  did  not  wait  to  see  how  many 
there  were — in  the  hands  of  the  boy, 
^ho  immediately  transferred  them  to 
his  pocket,  as  he  said — 

"  I  am  blind  aod  deaf,  too,  gentle- 
men/* 

"That's  right.  We  want  (o  leave 
the  garden." 

'•This  way.     Hilloa!" 

A  loud  crash  at  that  moment  came 
upon  all  their  ears.  The  door  of  the 
room  so  lately  occupied  by  Dick  and 
Jack  had  been  burst  open  by  Godfrey, 
the  officer,  and  they  knew  that  they  had 
not  another  moment  to  spare. 

"  Quick  !"  said  Dick,  "  which  is  the 
way  '^" 

•'  Here  you  are,"  said  the  lad,  as  he 
opened   a  door  at  tlie  back  of  the  out- 


house that  led  at  once  into  the  villao-e, 
close  to  the  top  of  a  lane. 

"  That  will  do,"  said  Dick.  "  Come 
on,  Jack." 

They  did  not  pause  another  moment, 
butcowering  down,  they  ranalong'by  the 
garden  railings  of  an  old  red  brick  house, 
and  then  past  a  blacksmith's  forge,  till 
they  got  to  the  top  of  the  lane,  down 
which  they  dashed  at  great  speed. 
Those  who  know  the  lane,  know  that 
it  goes  down  hill  from  Highgate  for 
some  distance,  and  that  circumstance 
gave  the  fugitives  a  great  advantage  in 
the  speed  they  made.  The  hour  was 
one  at  which  not  many  persons  were 
about,  so  that  they  escaped  observation 
from  any  chance  pa-senger  in  the  lane, 
and  Jack  who  was  foremost,  cried  out  to 
Dick— 

"  Follow  me  ;  1  know  every  inch  of 
this  neighbourhood.  Make  no  scruple 
of  following  me,  Dick." 

'*  All's  right,  Jack.  I  will  keep  up 
with  you." 

After  they  had  got  about  a  quarter 
of  a  mile  down  the  lane,  now.  Jack 
made  an  abrupt  turn  to  the  right,  and 
burst  his  way  through  the  hedge  that 
skirted  the  road.  Dick  followed  him, 
and  then  they  both  set  to  work  to  pull 
the  bushes  and  blackthorn  over  the 
gap  they  had  made  in  getting  through 
the  hedge,  so  that  it  should  not  be  ob- 
served.     It  was  then  that  Dick  said — 

*'  Jack,  I  think  we  have  done  them !" 

**  Dent  holloa  before  you  are  out  of 
the  wood,  Dick." 

'*  No,  but  there  is  a  chance  now." 

*'  There  is,  and  a  good  one,  too.  If 
we  keep  along  this  way  at  the  back  of 
this  side  of  Highgate,  we  shall  reach 
Finchley  over  the  fields ;  and  I  do  think 
if  we  can  once  get  our  horses  we  shall 
give  them  the  slip." 

"  Not  a  doubt  of  it." 

On  Jack  dashed  across  a  wide  mea- 
dow, and  then  they  came  to  another 
hedge,  at  the  base  of  which  was  rather 
a  brawling,  formidable  water  course. 
That  was  no  time  to  stop  for  trifles, 
though,  and  they  both  jumped  it  with- 
out a  moment's  hesitation,  and  scram- 
bled up  the  bank  on  the  other  side,  little 
heeding  the  clay  and  mud  that  stuck  to 
iheir  hands  and  clothes.  There  was  a 
turnip-field  on  the  other  side  of  that 
hedse. 
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'Jhrongh  the  turnips  they  went  at  a  ;       "1  th'nk  I  see  it,"  said  Dick. 


good  rate. 

'•  Hoi  !  hoi !"  cried  a  man  wih  a 
-smock  frock  on.  "Hoi!  Tiat  wont 
do,  voumust  not  come  there,  you  know. 
Go  back." 


The  man  began  to  run    after   them 

but  ihey  had  got  the  start  of  hina,  and 

they  cleared  the  hedge  on  the  other  side 

of  his  turnip  field,  and  got  into  a  mea 

dow  before  he  was  half-wav  towards  it. 


1  TU.'.PIN    AND    JACK    KlCOGNIsr^   BV    THE   OFFICIR   AT    THE    GATi  o.lCUSE   TAVEKX. 

I  "On — on, '  said  Jack.     "  We  won't  |  they  came  to  rather  a  serious    o 'stacle. 

'  give  up  our  speed,  Dick,  till  we  caunot  ;  A  wall,  encircling  soaie  garden,  skirted 

!  help  it.     On— oni'                                     !  a  long  way  oit  to  the    left,  right    into 

I  "All's   right,"   wa-j  Dick  s  response.  |  the    tields'.     It    was     oo    ormi(:able   a 

-^  and  over  tie  field  they  went.    But  now  ;  thing  to  try  to    suroiouut,  so    they  had 
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no  resource  but  to  go  round  it,  which 
with  great  regret  they  did  ;  but  they 
found  that  on  the  other  side  there  was 
an  enclosed  pa'ldock,  with  some  cattle 
in  it.  No  doubt  that  was  private  pro- 
percy,    and    they   were  trespassing    hy 


lie  down  whHe  I  make  an  observation 
of  as  extended  a  character  as  I  can." 
I  Jack  fiung  himself  upon  the  grass, 
I  and  after  the  race  that  he  had  had  it 
I  was  a  great  relief  for  him  to  do  so,  in- 
'  deed  ;   and   Dick    climbed  right  on  to 


going  thr  ugh  it ;  but  they  did  not  stand  ;  the  top  bar  of  the  stile  they  were  close 
upon  ceremony,  but  vaulting  the  pailing,  ■  to,  and  holding  right  on  by  the  branch 
over  they  went.  ,  of  an  alder  tree,  he  was  able  to  see  lax 

Their  progress  was  rather  accelerated    away  across  the  meadows. 


across  this  paddock  by  a  young  ox 
takini^  it  into  his  head  to  run  after 
them,  with  the  idea  that  they  were  run- 
ning away  fro  d  him  ;  and  as  they  did  not 


"Not  a  soul,"  he  said- 
"  That's  a  mercy, "  said  Jack. 
"Only  our   friend,   the   ox  yonder, 
very  angry  at  our  escape.     That  is  the 


admire  being  tossed,  they  got  out  of  |  only  enemy ;  but  I  am  sure,  upon  my 
that  individual's  W'ay  as  quickly  as  they  j  life.  Jack,  I  don't  think  that  in  all  my 
could,  and  then  Jack  paused,  and  held  •■  experience  !  ever  had  such  a  desperately 


his  hand  to  his  side  as  he  said — 

"Done  up.  Dick." 

'■  I  don't  wonder  at  it, 
**  We  have  run  a  mile." 

*'  Have  we,  though?" 
To  be  sure   we   have,  and  I  would 


narrow  escape  as  this  of  to  day." 
"  It  was  a  close  touch." 
said  Dick. !      *'  Much  too  close  to  be  at  all  pleasant, 
T  can  assure  you.     But  we  will  go  on, 
though  we  need  not  huTy  ourselves.'* 

..    , Dick    descended    from    his   elevated 

rather  slacken  my  pace  a  little,  I  assure  I  position,  and  then  Jack,  having   found 
you.'*  I  much  relief  to  the  pain  in  bis  side  from 

"  Then  I  may  w'ell  feel  exhausted.  I  the  few  minutes'  rest  he  had  had,  rose. 
But,  Dick,  if  you  think  you  can  go  on  '  and  they  went  on  at  a  brisk  walk  only. 
a  little  fa'^ter  ihan  I  can  you  know,  j  '1  hey  came  now  to  several  openings  to 
you  had  better  do  so,  and  let  me  come  the  right,  which,  if  they  had  chosen  to 
at  my  leisure.  Save  yourself,  Dick."  |  avail  themselves  of,  would  have  taken 
"  Pho  !    pho!  Jack,  don't  be  saying  !  them  into  the  main  road  ;  but  they  did 


sttch  things  to  me,  o'd  fellow,  at  this 
time  of  day.  We  will  sink  or  swim 
together.  U  the  Philistines  catch  one 
of  us,  they   may -as   well  catch    both. 


not  think  it  at  all  prudent  to  do  so. 
They  kept  in  the  fields  until  they  saw 
the  house  at  which  they  had  left  their 
horses  ;  and  they  considered  that  there 


You  don't  mean  to  say  that  you  have  |  would  surely  be  some  back  way  to  it 
come  to  a  <lead  stop  ?'  I  from  the  fields. 

"  Oh,  no — no.  I  am  better  now.  A  j  Just  as  they  were  talking  about  that 
pain  ciught  me  in  the  side  that  uas  all,  j  probability,  they  came  upon  one  of  the 
but  it  has  gone  again,  Dick,  and  1  can  openings  we  have  mentioned  as  leading 
get  on,  though  not  so  fast."  j  to  the  mam  road,  and  as  they  did  so,  they 

"Allow  me  to  say,  that  there  is  no  :  heard  the  clatter  of  horses  feet.  They 
occasion  now  for  such  a  mad  sort  of  i  drew  back,  and  flung  themselves  flat 
hurry  about  it,  Jack."  i  upon  the  grass,  by  the  side  of  some  tim- 

'■  No — no,  not  so  much  occasion  ,  ber  that  had  been  recently  felled  ;  and 
certai:jly,  Dick,  that  I  admit  freely.  ■  they  saw  six  horsemen  come  up,  and 
There  is  not  so  much  occasion  ;  but  pause  at  the  entrance  to  the  turning 
still,  our  horses  are  some  distance  off,  that  led  into  the  fields.  There  was  a 
we  get  to  them  the  cottage  with  a  garden  full  of  clothes 
'  hanging  out  to  dry  at  the  corner  ef  the 
turning 


and  the   sooner 
better  it  will  be.' 

"  No  doubt;  but  let  us  regu'ate  the 
pace,  now.  Stop  a  bit,  though.  Jack, 
altogether." 

"What  for,  Dick?'* 

"  I  will  g  ;t  upon  this  stile,  and  take 
a  look  about  me.     Perhaps  I  shall  see    voice. 

that,  not  being  pursued,  we  can   take  ^      "  Have  you   seen  a  couple  of  men 
thinjs  a  little  easier  altogether.     You    pass  here,  my  good  woman  ?" 


Hoi !  hilloa !"  cried  one  of  the 
horsemen.  "House!  house!  Is  any- 
body at  home  ?" 

'*  What  is  the  matter  ?'  said  a  female 
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"  Oh,  1  don't  know.  What  do  I  care 
about  them  ?  I  don't  attend  to  whether 
men  pass  or  not." 

♦'  Well,  but  have  you?" 

•'Go  along  with  you,  do,  and  don't 
bother  !  No,  I  haven't.  There,  now, 
I  suppose  that  will  satisfy  you.  But  I 
have  seen  a  boy  and  a  cow." 

"  It's  out  of  the  question  that  they 
could  have  got  this  far."  said  another 
of  the  mounted  men,  "even  allowing 
that  they  took  this  road  at  all.  They 
are  hid  in  Highgate,  somewhere,  that  is 
iny  opinion." 

*' Weil,  well,"  cried  he  who  had  fii-st 
spoken,  *'  let  us  come  on," 

They  rode  off  at  a  sharp  trot. 

*'  What  the  deuce  are  they  going  to 
do  ?•'  said  Dick. 

•*  Give  notice,  most  likely,"  replied 
Jack,  "to  the  different  villages  all  down 
tlie  road  that  if  we  are  seen  we  are  to 
be  secured,  if  possible.  They  will  s'op 
at  every  public-house,  including  that  at 
which  our  horses  are  ;  but  as  ihey  will 
mention  t^vo  men  and  not  two  horses, 
they  will  get  no  news  of  us,  I  think  ; 
and'  our  best  plan  is  to  let  them  get  a 
good  quarter  of  an  hour's  s'art  of  us 
now." 

"  Be  it  so,  Jack.  It'a  a  rest  at  the 
same  time,  b  you  are  at  all  comlortably 
situated.     Are  you  so  ?" 

"  Oh,  yes  !  yes  I  But  this  is  not  the 
sort  of  thing  that  vou  are  accustomed 
to,  Dick." 

"Why,  no,  I  can't  say  it  is;  but 
variety,  you  know,  Jack,  is  charming." 

Jack  shook  his  head. 

*'  Not  this  sort  of  variety.  A  suc- 
cession of  pleasures  may  be  delightful 
enough,  but  a  succession  uf  risks,  such 
as  have  fallen  to  our  share  lately,  I  must 
confess  I  don't  exactly  like  so  well.  ! 
We  have  fallen  upon  cruel  times,  Tur- 
pin.'' 

"  We  have,  so  tar  as  poor  Claude  is 
concerned;  but  if  he   were  wirh   us  I 
should  not  much  mind  our  present  situa-  \ 
lion." 

"  Oh,  but  it  is  a  dreadful  thing,  D.ck 
Turpin,  when  you  come  to  consider  that 
here  we  are,  like  a  couple  oi  E>aus — all 
men's  hands  are  lifted  against  us,  and 
our  ha«ds  are  lifted  against  all  men  ! 
Here  we  are  in  our  native  country,  out- 
casts and  wanderers  upon  the  face  of 
the  earth — hunted  like  wild  beasts  from 


town  to  country,  and  from  country  to 
town — a  price  put  upon  our  heads,  and 
our  deaths  considered  not  only  a  lawful 
act  but  a  pub'ic  benefit.  This  is  adrcad 
ful  sta^e  of  things,  is  it  not  r" 

"  Sixteen  stringed  Jack,"  said  Dick, 
"  allow  me  to  advise  you  to  leave  the 
profession,  and  to  go  into  the  church, 
1  have  heard  of  many  a  fellow  who  has 
tried  the  road,  and  found  he  did  not 
get  on  there,  and  then  gone,  by  a  divine 
call,  of  course,  to  be  a  parson.  Why 
should  you  not  leave  the  road,  now,  and 
take  to  ihe  palpit  r" 

'•  Ah,  1  see  that  you  will  not  attend 
to  me." 

"  Jack,  I  know,  and  you  know,  too 
that  we  cannot  be  no  other  than 
what  we  are.  Society  won  t  own  us. 
Jack.  If  we  were  to  oiftr  ourselves  to 
the  community  at  large,  all  that  we 
should  get  for  om*  repentance,  and  our 
wish  to  amend  our  ways,  would  Le 
a  halter." 

"True.     That  is  true." 

"  And,  therefore.  Jack,  do  not  let  us 
waste  our  time  in  vain  regrets.  We  are 
what  we  are,  so  such  we  must  remain. 
So,  now,  my  dear  fellow,  let  us  get  on 
and  secure  our  two  good  ?teeds.  We 
will  go  upon  Blackheath  and  Shooter's 
Hill  to  night;  andit  will  be  a  bad  thing 
if  between  us  we  cannot  get  some  good 
booty.  We  must  pay  our  friend  the 
watchman  of  the  inn  in  the  Old  Bailey 
a  part  of  his  debt,  if  we  cannot  con- 
veniently let  him  have  all  of  it.  Come 
on." 

"  I  am  ready,"  said  Jack.  "  Come 
en,  then.  There  is  truth  in  what  you 
say,  ILTick." 


CHAPTER  CCLXXXIX. 

TAKES    A   GLANCE    AT   THE  AFFAIES    IN 
NEWGATE. 

TiiEY  found,  as  they  had  anticipated, 
that  there  was  a  back  entrance  from  the 
open  country  to  the  inn  at  which  they 
had  left  their  horses ;  and  as  thoy  were 
instantly  recognised  by  the  ostler,  they 
had  no  cliffic-lty  in  substantiating  their 
claim  to  their  steeds. 

"  We  came  across  the  fields,"  said 
Dick,  as  he  saw  the  man  look  with 
some  surprise  at  the  condition  of  their 
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clothing,  which,  to  tell  the  truth,  had 
suffered  not  a  little  in  their  headlong 
route.  We  came  across  the  fields,  but 
we  scarcely  found  the  meadows  dry 
enough/' 

**No,  sir,"  said  the  man,  "there's 
been  a  deal  of  rain,  and  they  won't  be 
dry  for  some  time,  I  take  it.  I'll  get  a 
brush  from  the  house,  sir,  and  rub  you 
down  a  bit." 

"  No,  thank  you.  Just  get  out  the 
horses,  and  we  will  be  off." 

"  Very  good,  sir." 

The  horses  were  brought  out,  but 
Jack  kept  a  good  eye  upon  the  road,  as 
he  could  not  exactly  take  upon  himself 
to  say  if  all  the  officers  had  ridden  past 
or  not,  although  a  party  of  them  had 
done  so.  Dick  paid  the  ostler  liberally, 
but  not  to  such  an  amount  as  to  create 
any  surprise  that  he  came  by  his  money 
too  easily',  and  they  both  mounted. 

*'  You'd  better  look  out  on  the  road, 
gentlemen,"  said  the  ostler,  '"'  for  they 
do  say  as  there's  a  couple  o'highway- 
men  on  it." 

"  Indeed  I     Who  says  so  ?" 

"  Why,  the  officers  have  been  here, 
vou  see,  and  they  says  so,  and  I  thousht 
i  had  better  tell  you  of  it  in  case  you 
happened  to  see  anybody  on  the  road 
that  looked  like  'em." 

"Thank  you.     Good-day." 

The  ostler  touched  his  seal-skin  cap, 
and  then  Dick  and  Jack  rode  out  of  the 
inn-yard  into  the  open  road  in  the  most 
independent-looking  manner  in  all  the 
w'orld.  If  they  had  been  magistrates 
of  the  country  they  could  not  possibly 
have  looked  more  cool  and  self-pos- 
sessed. 

"Jack,"  said  Dick,  "does  that  fel- 
low snspect  us  ?" 

*'  Yes. ' 

"  Y'ou  really  think  he  does  ?" 

"  I  saw  it  in  his  eyes,  Dick.  I  can- 
not take  upon  mvself  to  say  whether  he 
means  to  do  anything  or  not  contingent 
upon  his  suspicions,  but  that  he  does 
think  we  may  be  the  two  highwaymen 
he  spoke  of  is  certain  enough." 

"  Confound  him!'" 

*'  Nay,  we  ou^ht  not  to  confound  him 
till  we  know  whether  he  is  inclined  to 
be  an  enemy  <Jr  not  to  us.  Recollect 
that  he  mi-ht  have  detained  the  horses." 

"  True;  he  might  have  done  so  ;  but 
as  we  have  got  t';era,  I  rather  recona- 


I  mend  a  good  canter,  or  perhaps  a  gal- 
.  lop." 

j  "  Fair  and  softly,  Dick.  We  will  get 
out  of  the  high  road  as  quick  as  we  can  ; 
that  will  be  one  good  job  done.     Ah  1* 

"  What's  the  matter,  Jack  ?" 
;      *'Look!" 

Jack  did  look,  and  about  twenty  yards 

in  front  of  him  he  saw  a  man  on  horseback 

I  with  a  cutlass  by  his  ^ide,  and  holsters 

to   his   saddle,  and,  altogether,  a  most 

I  mounted  police-oflicer-like  iook  about 

1  him. 

'  "  What's  to  be  done  r"  whispered 
Jack. 

"  Put  a  bold  face  upon  it,  and  ride 
up  to  him." 

Dick  did  so,  and  bolting  up  to  the 
man,  he  said,  in  a  voice  as  though,  he 
were  very  aRgry  about  something — 

*'  Do  you  belong  to  the  police  ?" 

"  Yes,  sir,  I  do,"  said  the  man. 

*'Well,  I  only  wish  you  were  in  the 
fields  at  the  back  of  my  house,  instead 
of  bein^  on  the  road  here.  Y'ou  see  this 
horse  that  I  am  riding?" 

•'  Y'es,  sir." 

"  Well,  I  very  nearly  had  him  stolen 
only  a  quarter  of  an  hour  ago  from  ray 
paddock,  at  the  back  of  Swains-lane  to 
the  north,  by  a  couple  of  men,  who 
%vere  skulking  about  there  for  no  good. 
They  ran  off  when  I  called  my  ser- 
vants." 

*'Two  men,  sir — on  foot  ?'' 

"  On  foot,  of  course ;  but  they  did 
not  seem  inclined  to  be  on  foot  f;r  one 
moment  longer  than  it  would  take  them 
to  steal  a  horse." 

"  St,"  cried  the  ofScer,  "  can  you 
tell  me  which  way  they  went  ?'' 

"Yes.  Towards  Hampstead,  as  fast 
as  they  couM." 

**  Hang  me,  if  I  didn't  think  they 
would  go  that  way,  only  Mr.  Godfrey 
would  not  have  it.  Thank  you,  sir,  for 
your  information.  The  two  men,  sir, 
are  notorious  highwaymen  that  we  are 
upon  the  look-out  for.    Good-day,  sir." 

With  this,  the  officer,  who  was  com- 
pletely taken  in  by  the  bold,  angry,  and 
off-handed  manner  in  which  Dick  Tur- 
pin  had  spoken,  clapped  spurs  to  his 
horse,  and  galloped  in  the  direction  of 
Plighgate,  to  give  the  news  tf^at  he 
thought  he  had  now  got  of  the  fugi- 
tives. 

"That  will  do,"  said  Dick 
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*'  Yes,"  replied  Jack,  *'  I  think  it  will. 
I  could  no  more  have  faced  the  fellow 
in  such  a  way,  and  looked  so  cool  and 
collected  while  I  spoke  to  hitn,  than  I 
could  have  flown," 

"Oh,  Jack,extraordinarvemergencie& 
have  to  be  met  by  e.vtiaorainary  means, 
and  there  was  no  other  way  of  di&arm- 
ini:  this  great  danger  but  by  looking  it 
steadily  in  the  face." 

♦' Which,"  added  Jack,  "is  the  way 
to  disarm  and  to  vanquish  most  great 
dangers,  as  well  as  small  ones,  if  peo- 
ple coul.l  but  be  brought  to  think  so.'* 

Dick  nodded,  as  an  acquiescence  to 
the  truth  of  this  proposition,  and  then 
they  went  on  for  about  a  mile  at  a  rate 
which  precluded  the  possibility  of  fur- 
ther conversation. 

It  was  no  easy  thing  to  find  direct 
routes  to  the  neighbourhood  they  wanted 
to  go  10  from  such  a  very  opposite  end 
of  the  suburbs  of  London  as  they  were 
now  at.  It  was  a  long  stretch  to  get 
to  Blackheath  from  the  neighbourhood 
of  Finchley.  There  was  the  absolute 
necessity  of  crossing  the  Thames  some- 
where or  another;  and,  beyond  the  fact 
that  they  did  not  think  either  London 
Bridge  or  Blackfriars  at  all  safe  for  this 
purpo-e,  they  had  no  very  distinct  idea 
of  which  way  they  ought  to  go. 

Afrer  about  a  mile  further,  theykf.pt 
down  a  turnin?  to  the  left,  which,  at  all 
events,  they  thought  was  the  best  way 
they  could  then  go  ;  and  Jack  called 
out  to  Dick,  saving — 

"Have  you  decided  upon  our  route, 
Turpin  ?" 

"Troth!  no!  I  have  not.  Have 
you  V 

"  Well,  of  course,  I  have  not  decided, 
because  that  is  for  you  to  do,  as  well  as 
for  me ;  but  what  do  you  say  to  getting 
across  the  country,  now,  westward  to 
the  Edgeware  Roafl,  a-id  then  skirting 
the  parks,  and  getting  boldly  over  the 
bridge  at  Westminster  ?  If  we,  after 
that — admitting  tha*^  we  get  so  far  in 
safety — keep  to  the  left,  we  must  come 
out  about  the  Old  Kent  Road,  and  then 
all  i^  easy." 

"That  will  do,  Jack.  Be  it  so.  I 
was  just  thinking  what  bridge  would  be 
the  best,  but  now  you  mention  West- 
minster, I  cannot  but  believe  that  it 
will  be  the  safest  for  us." 

"  The  distance,  too,  Dick,  will  not  be 


quite  so  great  as  it  might  look,  consi- 
dering where  we  now  are,  and  where  it 
is  we  want  to  go  to." 

"  Certainly  not.  That  will  do,  Jack, 
nicely.  How  far,  now,  should  you  say, 
at  a  rough  guess,  is  it  to  Blackheath, 
from  this  present  spot?" 

"  It  will- be  but  a  rough  guess,  Dick; 
but  talking  of  it  in  that  way,  and  not  at 
all  pledging  myself  to  accuracy  as  re- 
gards a  mile  or  two.  or,  perhaps,  three, 
I  should  say  it  is  thirteen  miles." 

Dick  nodded. 

"Ah!  Jack  I"  he  said,  *' you  know 
the  country' round  about  London  pretlj^' 
well.  I  do  think." 

"Tolerably,"  said  Jack. 

It  was  no  part  of  the  policy  of  the 
confederates  to  seek  any  adventures  in 
the  day-time.  There  was  already  toa 
much  racket  about  them,  and  too  much 
excitement  in  the  public  mind  concern- 
ing them  and  their  doings,  for  them  to 
run  more  risks  by  any  attempted  ex- 
ercise of  what  they  considered  to  be 
their  professional  calling  on  the  road, 
as  they  went  along.  They  thought, 
and  no' doubt,  upon  good  grounds,  that 
the  impression  would  still  be,  both  on 
tiie  part  of  the  officers,  and  the  part  of 
the  public,  that  they  were  hanging  about 
the  northern  suburbs  of  the  metropolis, 
and  so,  their  sudden  appearance  at 
Blackheath  would  be  totally  unlooked 
for,  and  they  would  be  able  to  make, 
probably,  a  good  night's  work  of  it  in 
that  locality. 

How  far  this  calculation  was  correct 
or  not,  time,  and  a  very  short  time,  too, 
will  no^  show  to  the  reader. 

The  Edgeware  Road  was  gained  by 
traversing  one  of  those  long  shady 
green  fenes  that  lie  between  it  and  the 
Great  North  Road  from  London,  and 
which  in  the  summer  time  have  such  a 
aelicate  freshness  and  thorougly  country 
aspect  about  them,  that  it  is  marvellous 
they  are  not  better  known  to  the  pale 
and  dust-covered  inhabitants  ofLondon. 
But  the  fact  is,  that  when  a  cockney 
and  h^s  family  goes  a  chort  distance  into 
what  he  calls'  the  country,  it  is  always 
upon  some  high  road,  until  he  comes  to 
a  public-house,  and  there  he  sits  him 
down  over  his  glass  until  it  is  time  for 
him  to  wend  his  way  back  again  to  the 
pent-up,  confined  place  of  his  hom« 
a.'ain.      The  pleasant    out-of-the-way 


1198 


GENTLEMAN  JACK ;  OR, 


spots — the     cool    lanes — the     verdant 
meaJows,  are  as  much  unknown  to  the 
genuine  l4ondoner  as  though  they  were 
a  thousand   miles  away   from  him,  in-  , 
stead  of  almost  at  his  very  door.  I 

But  this  is  a  digression.  DickTurpin 
and  Jack  of  the  sixteen-strings  soon 
left  the  Edgeware  Road  behind  them, 
arid  made  their  way  down  Park  Late 
without  any  molestation,  after  which 
they  got  through  a  portion  of  Pimlico, 
and  /airly  emerged  close  to  West- 
minster Abb -y  and  within  sight  of 
Westminster  Bridge.  ' 

They  could  but  feel  nov/  that  they 
were,  as  regarded  their  personal  safety, 
in  rather  a  dangerous  locality  for  West- 
minster was  better  protected  by  the 
police  than  any  other  locality,  of  Lon- 
don, on  account  of  the  number  of  per- 
sons of  importance  connected  wiih  the 
government,  who  resided  within  its  [ 
limits.  Still  the  danger  was  Ihat  of  a  few 
fleeting  minutes,  for  when  once  the 
bridge  should  be  crossed  they  would  be  in 
adifferent region — for  squalid  and  dirty 
as  the  other  side  of  the  water  is  now, 
it  was  pretty,  and  cleanhness  and  beauty 
itself,  in  comparison  with  what  it  was 
a  hundred  years  ago. 

*'  Now,"  said  Dick,  as  they  cantered 
towards  the  bridge,  "  if  any  officer  of 
the  police  should  happen  to  see  and  re- 
cognise your  face  or  mine,  it  would  be 
a  capital  morning's  work  for  him."  ; 

•'  It  would,  indeed,  unless  I  thought 
proper  to  reward  him  for  his  cleverness  | 
and  interference  with  a  bullet."  j 

Dick  laughed.  t 

*'l  don't  know,  Jack,  but  that  such 
athingwcu'd  sei*ve  the  fellow  right, 
and  I  should  feel  myself  inclined  to  add 
to  the  reward  by  giving  him  another."    .. 

They  reached  the  bridge,  however, 
and  no  one  favoured  them  with  more  j 
than  a  mere  passing  glance,  so  that  their  | 
progress  might  be  said  to  be  exceed- 
ingly  satisfactory  indeed,  so  far  ;  and 
so  the  moment  they  had  cossed  it  and 
were  in  the  old,  dirty,  and  squalid  road 
on  the  other  side.  Jack  drew  a  long 
breath,  as  he  said —  | 

•*  Welcome  to  all  the  misery,  and  the 
squalor  and  the  dirt  of  over  the  water. 
We  are  a  hundred  times  safer  here  than 
we  were  on  the  other  side  of  the  bridge."  j 

"  I  think  we  are.  Jack,  and  now  I 
have    good    hopes  that  we    shall  see 


g,n.  way 
shudder  I 


Blackheath  to-night,  and  feel  something- 
like  the  feehngs  ot  old  times  stealing 
over  us." 

"  Ah,  if  Claude  were  but  with  us  !" 

"Yes,  that  is  a  damper  indeed. 
Jack." 

"  It  is.     I  do  not  wish  to  give 
to  superstition,  but   with   a 
feel   as   if  a  something   whispered    to 
me  that  his  doom  is  sealed." 

"What  mean  you?" 

"  I  think  that  his  time  has  come, 
Dick." 

"  What!     For  death?" 

"Ay,  Dick,  for  death!  I  wish  I 
did  not  think  it,  but  I  do  in  spite  of 
myself.  The  shadow  of  a  dreadful 
fate  for  Claude  Duval  seems  to  be  rest- 
ing upon  my  heart,  and  1  cannot  shake 
i:  off." 

"  But  you  must  shake  it  off,  Jack." 

*•'  Alas,  I  cannot !" 

"Then  it  will  be  your  master,  and  it 
will  have  one  injurious  effect  which  you 
do  not  calculate  upon,  if  you  do  not  rid 
yourself  of  it." 

*'  What  is  that,  Dick  ?" 

"  It  will  paralyse  your  energies  so 
that,  taking  all  your  attempts  to  be  use- 
less, you  will  fail  in  everything  that  you 
try  for  the  benefit  of  Claude  Duval." 

"Oh,  no — no,  it  will  not  have  that 
effect,  Dick,  fur  I  will  die  for  him  if  it 
be  requisite  ;  and,  indeed,  I  have  ofien 
wished  that  when  his  career  ended,  mine 
should  do  S3  likewise.'* 

*'  I  could  heartily  scold  you,  Jack, 
for  giving  way  to  such  gloom,  but  I 
will  not.  Come  on  at  a  good  canter 
now,  and  I'll  warrant  that  if  the  moon 
peeps  down  upon  you  on  Blackheath 
to-night,  and  if  we  have  anything  in 
the  shape  of  good  furtune,  you  will  be 
in  quite  a  different  frame  of  mind." 

"  I  hope  I  shall,  Dick." 

"  I  know  you  will.  This  is  the  pace 
to  go  at.  Flow  the  folks  look  at  us. 
Jack,  as  we  pelt  along  ;  we  are  creating 
what  may  be  called  a  sensation.  Mind 
that  pig,  Jack." 

Jack  had  very  nearly  ridden  over  a 
pig  who  was  basking,  if  we  may  be 
allowed  the  term,  in  the  kennel,  with 
a  depth  of  about  six  inches  of  very 
luxurious  mud  about  him. 

Jack,  however,  did  not  ride  over  the 
pig,  but  jumped  over  that  obese  and 
alderman-like    individual,    and     they 
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paced  their  way  till  they  got  into  the 
Old  Kent  Road,  and  then  at  a  more 
moderate  pace  they  entered  Greenwich^ 
having  done  the  distance  from  Finch- 
ley,  which  was  rather  more  than 
thirf^een  miles  that  Jack  had  estimated 
it  at,  in  the  space  of  an  hour  and  ten 
minutes. 

"  Pretty  good  eoing,'*  said  Dick,  as 
they  trotted  through  the  town. 

"  Where  shall  we  put  up  till  night, 
Dick?" 

"  Let  us  ride  on  to  El'hara.  It  is  a 
quiet  hum-drum  sort  of  place,  where 
you  don't  see  a  stranger  above  once  a 
week.  I  think  a  man  might  go  there 
and  not  be  found  out  by  his  friends  or 
by  his  creditors,  if  he  were  to  remain 
there  for  twenty  years.  I  am  confident 
that  he  might  stay  until  time  had  made 
a  sufficient  alteration  in  his  appearance 
for  him  to  pass  as  somebody  else  m  the 
world." 


CHi^PTER  CCXC. 

A   NIGHT     SCENE      UPON     BLACKHEATH 
AND    shooter's    HILL. 

The  horses  were  not  distresspd  by 
the  ride  from  Finchley  to  Blackheath, 
and  then  on  to  the  village  of  Eltham, 
but  boih  Jack  ana  Dick  knew  how  v<?ry 
desirable  it  was  to   rest  horses  some 

[  time  before  they  showed  distress,  so 
they  alighted  at  the   most   creditable- 

;  looking  inn  in  Eltham,  after  being  well 
stared  at  by  everybody  in  the  village. 

j      "  Dinner,''  said  Dick,  '*'  and  the  best 

;  6f  everything,  and  plenty  of  it,  for  the 

I  cattle.'* 

1      This  was  an  order  that  set  everybody 

,  upon  the  stir  at  the   inn,  for   the  last 

■'  gentleman  that  had  been  there  had 
only  had  bread  aad  cheese  and  half-a- 
pint  of  ale,  and  that  was  five   weeks 

I  ago. 

I  •'  A  lively  place  this,  landlord,  said 
Dick,  as  he  sat  down  with  Jack  in  the 
well-saoded  old  parlour  of  the  inn. 

"  Oh,  very,  sir,"  said  the  landlord, 
making  a   hideous    grin.     "However 

^  lively,  sir,  you  may  call  it,  we  have  had 
a  good  deal  to  think  of  lately.'* 

j      "Indeed?" 

**  Yes,  gentlemen.  The  pump  has 
been  out  of  order,  and  Mrs.  Brown, 
who  keeps  the  mangle  of  Eltham,  has 


lost  a  hen,  she  says  ;  there''ore,  with 
two  such  incidents,  the  public  mind  of 
Eltham,  you  see,  sir,  cannot  exactly  be 
brought  to  a  state  of  stagnation." 

"  I  shoold  think  not." 

The  landlord  made  his  how  and 
exit,  and  Jack,  looking  at  Dick,  said  with 
a  laugh — 

"  Is  that  fellow  a  wag  ?" 

"Not  a  bit  of  it.  This  place.  I 
take  it,  would  drive  any  man  of  ordinary 
energies  insane  in  about  a  week,  I 
thmk." 

*'  It  would  me  ;  but  is  there  not  an 
old  palac3  or  someihing  of  the  sort, 
here?' 

*'  Yes.  but  I  think  we  had  better,  do 
you  know,  keep  quie*".  It  don't  want 
now  but  four  hours  or  so  to  night,  and 
the  clouds  are  heavy,  as  if  it  wou'd 
turn  out  a  windy,  and  possibly  enough, 
a  rainy  one,  so  we  shall  be  ab'e  to  get 
upon  the  heath  and  upon  Shooter's 
Hill  early.  Let  us  stay  here,  Jc.ck, 
till  we  feel  that  it  is  time  to  go  out  upon 
basmess." 

"Be  it  so— and  here  ccmes  the 
dinner." 

We  will  now  skip  four  hours  and 
rather  more  by  the  leave  of  the  reader, 
and  behold  the  deep  shadows  of  an 
unus'ially  dark  night  dropping  down 
upon  Eltham  and  upon  the  whole 
country  round  about  it,  and  wrapping 
up  the' bleak  and  bare  heath  as  if  in  a 
shroud  of  direst  black.  Shooter's 
Hill,  with  its  mass  of  vegetation  to  the 
right  of  the  road,  and  the  turret  of  its 
imitation  castle,  were  completely  lost 
amid  the  darkness,  and  ever  and  anon 
the  wind  came  in  fitful  gusts  across 
the  wide  expanse  of  the  heath,  carrying 
upon  its  noiseless  wings  particles  of 
wmter  belating  rain  about  the  hour  of 
midnight. 

"  It  is  time,"  said  Dick,  as  he  looked 
from  the  window  of  the  snug  room  in 
which  they  were.     "  It  is  time.  Jack." 

*'  And  I  am  ready,  Dick,  rut  before 
we  leave  this  place,  let  us  take  the 
opportunity  of  looking  to  o«r  pistols." 

"  Ah,  yes,  well  thought  of" 

A  few  minutes  sufficed  for  them  to 
see  that  their  arms  were  all  in  order, 
and  then  Dick  Turpin  rang  the  bell 
and  ordered  their  horses. 

''  The  horses,  gentlemen  ?"  said  the 
landlord.     "Oh,  dear— ah,  dear,  it's  a 


Taining — that  is  to  say,  it's  a  mizzling. 
I  did  think  you  were  going  to  stop 
here,  gentlemen.  There's  capital  beds. 
Hem !  VVe  haven't  had  anybody  to 
sleep  here,  do  you  know,  gentlemen, 
since  last  September  twelvemonths.'' 

*'  Your  beds  must  be  well  aired, 
then,"  said  Dick. 

"  Oh,  yes,  sir,  they  are,  indeed. 
We  all  sleep  in  them  in  regular  order. 
There's  the  blue  room,  and  the  green 
room,  and  the  red  room,  and  No.  10, 
11,  and  12.  Those  are  the  bed-rooms, 
gentlemen,  and  we  go  from  one  to  the 
other  to  keep  them  well  aired  for  the 
gents  ;  and  the  cook,  gentlemen,  if 
there's  one  uncommonly  damp,  sleeps 
in  it  two  nights,  as  she  is  rather  a 
warm  kinJ  of  individual,  in  consequence 
of  the  kitchen  fires,  you  understand." 

'*  We  have  no  doubt  about  the  excel- 
lence of  your  accommodation;  but 
business  calls  us  to  London." 

''  Well,  it  you  must  go,  gentlemen, 
you  must ;  only  I  am  very  sorry  to 
lose  you,  as  1  ana  afraid  we  shall  be 
dull  afterwards." 

The  horses  were  brought  to  the 
door,  and  Jack  and  Dick  mounted,  and 
rode  off.  The  inhabitants  of  Eltham 
flew  to  their  doors  and  windows  to 
see  them  go  as  well  as  they  could,  in 
t.ie  darkness  that  v.'as  over  all  things  ; 
and,  no  doubt,  the  advent  of  two 
slrangers  in  the  place  who  had  actually 
dined  there,  served  these  simple- 
people  as  food  for  conversation,  for  not 
•nly  the  rest  of  the  evening,  but  some 
days  to  come. 

The  heath  was  reached ;  and  then  Dick 
and  Jack  drew  rein,  and  tried  to  look 
about  them.  How  bleak,  and  how 
black  and  dim  the  place  was !  They 
might,  ftr  aU  that  they  could  see,  have 
been  in  the  midst  of  some  uninhabited 
region  of  vast  extent,  where  neither 
bird  nor  beast  had  a  home. 

*'  Now,  Jack,"  said  Dick,  '*  this  is 
the  sort  of  nighc  upon  which  professional 
gentlemen  such  as  you  and  I  may  cry 
*  Stand !'  to  a  man  in  ;  and  as  we 
want  money,  we  must  get  it  in  our  old 
way  here.  Where  shall  we  post  our- 
ee-ves  ?' 

"  On  the  commencement  of  the  as- 
cent of  Shooter's  Hill  Road." 

*'  Be  it  so.  This  is  the  direction,  I 
think.     Come  on.'"' 


We  must  now  premise  that  the  snug 
villas  and  the  rows  of  houses  that  skirt 
Blackheath  now  had  no  sort  of  existence 
at  the  period  of  the  life  of  Gentleman 
Jack,  The  heath  was  nothing  but  a 
wide  expanse  of  open  country,  and 
although  several  roads  were  made 
across  its  expanse,  it  was  about  as 
rude  and  uncouth  a  looking  region  to 
be  near  a  great  city  as  could  be  well 
conceived. 

Blackheath  had  been  famous,  some 
years  before  that  period,  for  a  number 
of  daring  robberies  that  had  taken 
place  upon  it,  and  in  its  immediate 
neighbourhood ;  but  by  the  death  of 
the  perpetrator  of  them,  who  had  been 
shot  one  night  by  a  Colonel  Standish, 
who  resided  at  Lewisham,  they  had 
been  arrested,  and  since  then  the  heath 
had  not  been  popular  among  the 
knights  of  the  road.  The  present  visit  of 
Dick  Turpin  and  Jack,  however,  pro- 
mised to  have  the  effect  of  raisings  its 
reputation  a  little. 

It  was  only  by  guess  that  they  could 
at  all  make  their  way  to  Shooter's  Hill, 
for  see  they  could  not,  and  there  was 
every  probability  of  their  going  out  of 
the  right  track,  which,  in  fact,  they 
did  to  a  limited  extent  to  the  left;  but 
they  regained  it  again,  owing  to  striking 
upon  the  road  itself,  which  wound 
around  Greenwich  Park,  aud  over  the 
heath,  and  then  right  up  the  hill. 

"We  are  right  now,"  said  Jack. 
"  The  road  is  here." 

" How  far  will  you  go  upon  it?" 

"I  think  just  to  the  cammencement 
of  the  rise,  for  there  either  horsemen  or  ' 
carriages  aie  compelled  to  slacken  their  | 
pace ;  so  it  will  be  a  good  opportunity  I 
for  us  to  step  forward  and  lighten  their  ! 
purses  a  little."  j 

"  Quite    philanthropical,  too,"    said 
Dick,  *'  for  they  will  be  able  to  ascend  i 
the  hill  all  the  better."  | 

*'  To  be  sure  they  will ;  and  here  we 
are.  I  ean  feel,  as  well  as  slightly  see,' 
that  we  are  upon  the  rise  of  the  hill. 
And  now,  Dick,  I  don't  caie  how  soon 
we  make  a  little  cash." 

*'  How  cold  I  am  1"  said  Jack. 

*'  It  is  what  poor  Claude  used  to 
cill  a  shuddery  night.  Jack." 

«  Yes — yes.  I  recollect  the  expres- 
sion.    He  has  often  used  it." 

As  Jack  spoke,  they  heard  the  tramp 
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of  footsteps  approaching,  ^nd  they  were  both  silent  i.  a  moment.  They 
had  taken  their  stati  u  uDon  what  horsemen  ami  carra  e  (.rivers  would 
call  the  near  side  of  ihe  road-that  is,  to  the  nde  nex:  to  Greenwich,  so  that 
they  could  come  out  from  the  deep  s»iadow  of  the  rlump  ot  trees  close  to 
which  thev  were  at   a  momeni's  .notice,  ii  it  were    requisite    so    to    do.      Ihe 


person  '^•ho  -as  approaching  came  on  at  a  quiclc  pace  and  there  ^'f  ^  ^;'?^^ 
of  hurrv  ab.ut  the  walk  whi.  h  led  Dick  and  Jack  both  to  suspect  that  he 
might  have  som-thing  about  him  worth  the  talcing. 

'"^  Halt!"  cried  Dick. 

'♦Ah!   who  is    that?"  said  the  traveller. 


xr«. 


IKl 
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"  Resistance  is  in  vain,"  said  Dick.  "  Your  money  is  what  we  want.  You 
are  now  covered  by  a  pistol,  and  if  you  are  indiscreet,  you  are  a  dead  man," 

"  1  have  no  money — indeed,  I  have  none   worth  the  taking.     A  few  shil- 
lings, perhaps,  are  all  that  1  have  about  me." 
"We  don't  know  that." 

**  But  I  assure  you  it  is  a  fact.  Now,  if  you  want  to  stop  any  one  with 
money,  there  is  Mr.  Croke  coming  in  his  chariot.  He  lives  a  little  way  over 
the  heath.  He  is  a  rich  man,  and  a  lawyer,  and  he  is  too  old,  too,  to  ^ow 
you  the  light  pair  of  heels  that  I  can  ;  and  so  good-night." 

With  these  words  the  man  scampered  off  at  such  a  rate,  that,  in  the  darkness,' 
all  pursuit  was  quite  out  of  the  question. 

"  Not  a  very  good  beginning,"  said  Jack.     "  Which  way  did  he  go  ?'* 
"  Up  the  hill.      But  what   odd  sort  of  light  is  that  upon  the  heath.  Jack  ? 
There  is  a  something;  coming  through  the  darkness.     It  looks  like  some  great 
animal  with  two  flaming  eyes." 

'*  Why,  Dick,  what  are  you  talking  about  ?  It  is  a  carriage,  I  tell  you, 
and  those  are  the  lights.  We  can  see  them,,  but  not  the  vehicle.  I  wonder 
if  that  fellow  told  us  the  truth  when  he  said  somebody  worth  the  stopping 
was  coming?" 

''  1  should  not  wonder.     Keep  quiet."  .; 

From  out  of  the  gloom  some  distance  now  before  them,  emerged  a  man  on 
horseback;  and,  as  Dick  and  Jack  had  calculated  upon  every  one  driving  up 
gently  to  about  that  spot,  he  slackened  the  speed  of  his  horse,  and,  in  fact, 
reduced  it  to  a  walk. 

Dick  made  his  steed  give  a  bound  that  brought  him  right  in  the  path  of 
the  horseman,  and  by  good  fortune  and  accident  rather  than  that  he  saw  to  do- 
it, he  got  hold  of  the  bridleof  his  horse,  as  he  cried— 

"Stand,  or  you    are  a  dead  man!     Your  money,  sir,  quickly!" 
"  Oh,  have  mercy  upon  me!'*  cried   the   horseman,     *' Help  ! — Oh,  mercy! 
Don't  kill  me !" 

"  Your  life  is  not  worth  a  minute's  purchase  if  you  don't  be  quiet,"  added 
Dick;  "and  if  you  do,  it  is  as  safe  as  if  you  were  in  your  own  bed.  Your 
money,  sir!" 

*'  Yes — yes,  good  Mr.  a — a — Highwayman— yes,  if  you  please.  I  haven*t  but 
twenty  pounds  or  so  with  me ;  but  if  you  will  spare  my  life,  vou  shall  liave 
them." 

"  Quick— quick  1" 

"  Yes,  sir— oh,  dear,  yes.     There  is  my  purse,  sir,  if  you  please.     Will  you  be 
so  good  as  to  let  me  go  now?" 
"  Who  are  you  ?" 
"  Augustus,  sir,  if  you  please." 

**  Augustus  who  ?     You  have  some  other  name  than  that,  I  presume." 
"Yes,   sir.      Augustus  Croke,  and  that's   the  old  man,  1  mean  my  father, 
who  is  coming  in  the  carriage,  sir,  if  you  please." 
"  Indeed  ?    What  is  he  r'* 

"A  lawyer,  good  sir,  and  he's  got  his  cash-box  from  the  office  with 
him." 

'*  Very  good.     Now,  Mr.  Augustus,  you  reside  just  over  the  hill  ?" 
**  We  do,   sir,"   said  the  trembling  Augustus. 

"Then  I  can  inform  you  that  there  are  no  less  than  twenty  of  us,  and  all 
'  well  armed,  and  we  have  made  a  determination  to  cut  the  throats  of  the 
i  whole  family,  if  we  don't  get  the  cash-box  thai  your  father  has  with  him.  If  we 
•i  do.  no  one  will  be  in  the  s'ightest  degree  hurt.  Now,  with  that  knowledge, 
I  you  see,  that  your  best  way  is  to  prevent  bloodshed,  and  to  lide  home  and  say 
i  nothing." 

"Yes,    gentlemen  —  oh,    dear    yes.     Besides,  what's  a   ca?h-box  to    ones. 
!  life?  and  father  can  easily  swindle  somebody  out  of  as  much  again—dear  me,  I     : 
j  mean,  put  it  into  somebody's  bill  of  costs  in  the  regular  way."  j 
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"  Never    mind,    Mr.  Augustus ;    you  used    the    proper  word   at  the  first. 
Swindle  will  do.     Now  go  on.'' 
''  I  heartily  thank  you,  sir." 

Augustus,   finding  himself  at  liberty  to  proceed,  did  so  at  once,  leaving  the 
old  man,  as  he  called  him,    to  take  the  consequences  of  a  collision  with  the 
jj     highwaymen,  and  only  regardful  of  his   own   safety  in  the  matter.     If  fathers 
J     show    to    their    sons   that   quile  and   roguery  are  the  mere  characteristics  of 
their  proceedings,  what  kind  of  feeling  can  they  expect  their  sons  to  have  ? 
'•  Will  that  fellow  really  lide  home  and  say  nothing?"  said  Jack. 
"  To  be  sure.    Selfishness  is  the  badge  of  all  the  tribe.  Jack.    But  here  comes 
the  carriage  of  this  Mr.  Croke,  and  it  may  be  that  in  the  cash-box  which  has 
been  so  kindly  mentioned  by  the  young  gentleman,  we  may  find  enough  to  make 
this  little  expedition  quite  worth  our  while.     Is  it  lighter.  Jack?" 

"  In  good  troth  it  is.  The  mist  is  going,  and  the  morning  is  coming.  We 
shall  have  a  .fine  night  upon  the  old  heath  yet." 

*'  We  shall,  indeed.     Why,  the  fog  grows  whiter,  and  even  now  'l  can  see  the 
trees  on  the  other  side  of  the  road  quite  plainly.      Look,   too,   how  the  white 
mist  rolls  away  in  huge  clouds.     Ah,  there  is  the  morn." 
"The  beautiful  rnorn,"  said  Jack. 

At  the  moment  that  they  spoke,  the  bright  sparkling  silver  edge  of  the 
moon — it  was  nearly  a  full  one,  too — peeped  up  from  the  horizon,  and  cast  a 
long  streak  of  light  over  the  heath.  The  night  mists,  like  a  routed  army, 
began  to  dissipate  quickly,  and  particles  of  blue  sky,  with  twinkling  stars  in 
them,  began  to  peep  down   upon  the  earth. 

"This  is  not  exactly  a  highwayman's  night,"  said  Dick. 
*'  No,  but  it  is  a  beautiful  on  i ;  and  there  comes  the  carriage — you  can  now 
see  it  quite  plainly — it  will   be  here  in  three  or  four  minutes  now.     It  is  to  be 
hoped  that  this  Mr.  Croke,  the  lawyer,  will  have  something  worth  the  taking  m 
the  cash  box,  that  his  son  Augustus  has  spoken  of." 

'*  Yes,  enough  I  hope  to  let  us  pay  our  friend  the  inn  watchman,  who  will 
be  waiting  for  as  at  twelve  o'clock  by  the  park  gate  yonder,  and  enough  after 
that  to  spare  for  the  exigencies   of  poor  Claude." 

*•'  If  not,  Dick,  we  must  still  take  toll  here,  upon  the  side  of  Shooter's  Hill,  until 
we  do  get  enough." 

It  was  astonishing  to  notice  now  how  rapidly  the  moon  rose,  and  what 
an  efi'ect  it  produced  upon  the  whole  landscape,  as  it  showed  its  bright  silver 
face  to  this  half  of  the  great  world.  The  air  became  purer  and  clearer.  A 
few  floating  white-tipped  clouds  alone  remained  of  all  the  thick  vapours  that  i 
hai  hidden  the  face  of  nature,  and  the  trees,  and  the  heath,  and  the 
hill  showed  sharply  and  clearly  in  the  light. 


CHAPTER  CCXCI. 

THE   IXN-PORTEB     WANTS     TO    MAKE    A    FORTUNE    RATHER    TOO    SOON. 

It  was  with  a  heavy  heart  that  Jack  now  listened  to  the  sound  of  the  rapidly 
approaching  carriage  wheels  which  announced  that  the  lawyer  was  nearly 
on  the  spot  where  he  and  Dick  were  in  waiting  for  him.  Poor  Jack  was  be- 
ginning to  feel  that  his  day  was  past,  and  that  his  career  on  the  road  was 
really  over. 

And  yet,  who  had  been  more  darin?  than  he  in  the  time  gone  past  ?     Who 

had,  with  the  wild  and  reckless  generosity  of  an  unselfish  heart,  dune  more  good 

and  less  harm  than  he  had,  at  a  time  when  an  adventure  was  only  the  more 

acceptable  to  him,  the  more  perilous  it  proved  to  be  ? 

But  all  that  had  been   in   the   time  before  poor  Jack  had  gone  through  the 
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sea  of  horrors  that  had  encompassed  him,  before  his  execution,  the  awful  pro- 
tractions of  which,  and  his  resuscitation,  the  reader  is  well  acquainted  with, 
since  they  have  been  narrated  in  the  veritable  pages  of  this  narrative  some  time 
since.  Those  events  had  broken  the  spirit  of  the  man,  and  had  induced  a 
nervousness  that  would  stay  by  him  until  the  grave  should  close  over  his  hopes, 
his  aflFections,  and  his  fears. 

After  all,  Jack  was  to  be  pitied,  much  as  we,  of  course,  must  condemn  his 
moie  of  life. 

The  spot  upon  which  the  confederates  had  chosen  to  wait  for  the  coming  of  the 
lawyers  carriage,  was,  as  we  have  before  intimated,  a  little  upon  the  rise  of  the 
hill,  so  that  the  vehicle  came  but  slowly  towards  them,  owing  to  the  necessity 
of  slackening  the  speed  of  the  horses  up  that  steep  ascent. 

This  was  a  great  advantage  to  both  Dick  and  Jack,  and  they  were  too  old 
stagers  on  the  road  not  to   see  it  in  that  light,  and  to  take  every  advantage  of  it. 

The  plan  of  operation  of  stopping  a  carriage  when  there  were  two  men  to  do 
it  was  very  simple,  but  very  effective  ;  one  would  go  to  the  horses'  heads,  and 
threaten  the  coachman  with  death  if  he  did  not  keep  the  animals  quiet,  while 
the  other  would  pay  his  polite  attentions  to  the  occupants  of  the  beleaguered 
vehicle, 

"  Now,  Jack,  you  keep  the  coachman  in  check,"  said  Dick,  "  and  I  will  speak 
to  the  lawyer." 

•♦  Very  good,  Dick." 

The  bright  moonlight  shot  through  an  opening  between  a  chestnut  tree  and  a 
tall  poplar,  making  a  complete  path  of  light  across  the  roa  i,  and  just  as  the 
carriage  came  upon  that  spot,  Jack  dashed  out  from  his  hiding  place  and  seized 
the  horse  next  to  him  by  the  r«^in,  while,  pointing  a  pistol  at  tlie  coachman,  he 
cried  out — 

"Another  step,  and  you  are  a  dead  man  !" 

The  coachman  dropped  his  whip  in  a  moment,  and  sat  looking  as  if  the  eyes 
of  the  highwayman,  by  their  steady  glare  at  him,  had  turned  him  at  once  to- 
stone. 

Now  was  Dick's  turn,  and  ht  was  at  the  door  of  the  carriage  on  the  near  side 
in  an  instant.  The  glass  was  up.  but  with  a  touch  Dick  let  it  down,  and  resting 
the  barrel  of  a  large  pistol  upon  the  ledge  of  the  little  casement,  he  said — 

*'Now,  Mr.  Cioke,  it  is  not  your  money  or  your  life,  but  it  is  your  moneVj, 
■without  your  life  or  with  it,  whichever  you  choose." 

"Thieves!"  cried  the  lawyer. 

"  Oh,  no,  Mr.  Croke.  There  is  but  one  thief  here,  and  that  is  sure  lo  be  you, 
for  you  are  a  lawyer.     J  am  the  toll  keeper." 

<*  The— the  toll  !     What  toll  ?=' 

**  One  that  is  levied  by  me  upon  rich  rogues.  So,  be  quick,  or  I  will  put  half 
an  ounce  of  lead  into  your  brains." 

"  Oh,  spare  him  !"  said  a  female  voice. 

'^Nonsense!"  said  Dick.  "Spare  a  lawyer?  Ha!  That  is  a  good  idea. 
But  as  I  never  take  even  the  life  of  a  reptile'  without  the  necessity  for  so  doing, 
why,  L  can  afford  co  let  you  off  this  once." 

"  I  won't  be  robbed,"  said  the  lawyer.  "  I  never  was  robbed,  and  1  won't  be 
robbed  by  any  man.  This  proceeding  is  contiary  to  all  law,  and  I  don't  intend 
to  put  up  wuth  it." 

*'  Oh,  you  don't  ?" 

"  No,  sir,  I  don't ;  and  rather  than  be  robbed,  I  will  wait  here  until  assist=ince 
comes  up,  and  I  will  have  you  apprehended,  and  appear  against  you  at  the  Old 
Bailey.     I  can  identify  you,  I  am  certain." 

"Verv  good,"  said  Dick,  quite  calmly.  "  It  is  the  cash-box  I  want,  that  is 
all." 

"  The  devil !"  said  the  lawyer.     "  Who  told  you  of  that  >" 

"Augustus." 

'  My  Augustus  ?" 
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**  I  presume  so.  I  am  only  too  happy  ia  the  consciousness  that  he  is  not 
tear;  so,  Mr.  Croke,  I  give  you  now  about  half  a  minute  to  decide  whether  you 
will  trouble  me  to  rifle  your  dead  bodj^,  or  give  me  up  freely  from  your  living 
one  what  I  want." 

"  You  will  come  to  the  gallows.'* 

"  Very  likely ;  and  you  to  a  worse  place  than  that,  although  you  may  die  in  a 
feather  bed.  You  are  pretty  well  known  here,  Mr.  Croke,  and  as  the  half- 
minute  is  past,  why  — "  Here  Dick  cocked  the  pistol,  and  before  he  could  say 
another  word,  the  lawyer  handed  him  out  a  small  canvas  bag,  saying— 

*•'  This  is  the  whole  of  the  money  I  have  about  me.  It  is  a  good  sum,  and  I 
think  you  ought  to  feel  satisfied  with  it." 

"Perhaps  1  may  ;  but,  by  the  light  of  the  moon,  I  can  see  some  papers  there 
upon  the  carriage  seat.     What  are  they  ?" 

"  Only  seme  bonds,  and  bills,  and  promissory  notes  of  no  use  to  any  one  in  the 
way  of  money,  I  assure  you '* 

"  Never  mind,"  said  Dick,  as  he  reached  his  hand  into  the  coach  and  took  out 
the  bundle  of  papers,  "  I  will  look  them  over  at  my  leisure,  and  if  they  are  no 
use,  I  will  return  them  to  you." 

"  Oh,  no— no.     Don't  take  them." 

*'  I  have  them.'* 

Something  fell  on  to  the  road  at  Dick's  feet  from  the  papers,  and  upon  looking 
down  he  saw  that  it  was  a  watch,  which  the  lawyer  bad  slipped  in  there  for 
safety. 

"  Is  it  a  good  one?"  said  Dick, 

*'  No  better,"  groaned  Croke. 

Dick  sprang  off  his  horse  to  pick  up  the  watch,  but  just  as  he  was  rising  with 
it  in  his  hand,  he  heard  the  lawyer  say — 

"  Take  that,"  and  at  the  same  moment  the  report  of  a  pocket  pistol  struck 
upon  his  ears,  and  his  hat  was  struck  from  his  head. 

The  first  suspicion  of  Dick  was,  that  he  must  be  shot,  considerins:  the  very 
small  distance  he  was  from  Mr.  Croke ;  and,  indeed,  ]f  the  lawyer  had  aimed  at 
him  anywhere  but  on  the  head  he  could  not  possibly  have  avoided  hitting  him ; 
but,  as  it  was,  he  missed  him  by  a  bail's  breadth,  and  the  bullet  merely  blew  his 
hat  off  his  head. 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Dick. 

"Murder  !  help  !"  shouted  the  attorney,  now,  for  having  fired  at  the  highway- 
man and  missed  him,  he  made  quite  certain  that  his  own  death  would  follow,  as 
a  matter  of  revenge.  Dick  fancied  that  these  shouts  would  brine;  some  ooe  to 
the  spot,  so  he  opened  the  coach-door  hurriedh'',  and  seized  the  lawyer  by  the 
throat  ana  dra^^ed  him  into  the  road.  Some  female  who  was  in  the  carriage 
was  lying  fainting  at  the  bottom  of  it,  so  that  the  clamour  she  would  have,  no 
doubt,  added  to  the  scene  was,  very  happily,  so  far  as  DickTurpin  was  concerned, 
spared,  and  he  only  had  to  deal  with  Mr.  Croke. 

"Hilloal''  cried   Jack.     "  How  do  you  get  on,  Dick?' 

•'  All  right." 

"  I  heard  a  shot." 

•*  Yes,  it  was  at  me;  but  I  have  had  my  old  luck,  and  it  has  missed  me.'* 

"  Thank  the  fates    for  that,"    said  Jack. 

Mr.  Croke  was  held  by  far  too  tightly  by  the  throat  by  Dick  to  be 
able  to  do  anything  but  make  an  odd  gurgling  kind  of  noise,  more  indicative 
of  the  difficulty  of  breathing  than  anything  else  ;  but  he  did  manage  to  get  upon 
his  knees,  for  he  thought  tliat  his  last  hour  was  surely  come. 

It  was  at  this  moment,  when  Dick  hardly  knew  what  to  do  with  the  man 
whom  he   did   not   wish  to   kill,  that.  Jack  again  spoke. 

"  Philistines,  Dick,"  he  said.     "  Down  the  hill  they  come." 

This  was  quite  a  sufficient  signal  to  Turpin  of  approaching  danger  ;  and 
upon  the  impulse   of  the   moment,  he  flung  the  lawyer  to  the  side  of  the  road 
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^nder  the  trees,   and  hearing  a  loud  splash,  he  felt  quite  satisfied  that  he 
was  in  a  ditch. 

'*  Off  and  away/'  he  then  cried.      "  Come  on,  Jack." 

Dirk  was  mounted  again  in  a  moment,  and,  indeed,  it  was  quite  a  beautiful 
thing  to  see  how  his  horse  had  stood,  amid  all  the  confusion,  as  firm  and 
quiet  as  a  rock,  waiting  for  him,  and  watching  him  as  though  the  creature 
had  a  knowledge  of  what  was  going  on,  and  felt  a  warm  interest  in  the 
result. 

They  both  now,  although  the  time  had  so  nearly  arrived  for  them  to 
meet  the  inn- porter  at  the  gate  of  the  park,  made  their  way  towards  Eltham 
across  the  heath,  intending  to  make  a  round  to  get  to  their  destination. 

They  had,  no  doubt,  but  the  lawyer  would  not  be  so  bad  but  that  he  would 
be  able  to  tell  those  who  were  approaching  down  the  hill  which  way  the  highway- 
men had  gone. 

*'  Jack,"  he  said,  ''who  is   coming,  do  you  know  ?'* 

*•  About  half  a  dozen  mounted  men,  I  should  say,"  replied  Jack,  "judging 
from  the  sound  of  the  horses'  feet." 

*'  Ah,  indeed  !     Then  it  was  time  to  go." 

"  Why,  yes;  a  general  fight  is  not  the  thing  exactly  that  suits  us,  you  know, 
Dick.     But  what  success  did  you  have  with  the  lawyer  ?"" 

**  As  good  as  could  possibly  be  expected.     1  have  a  small  bag  of  gold,  I  think, 
and  I  have  taken  a  mass  of  papers  from  him." 
**  Of  what  use  are  they  ?  ' 

"They  may  be  of  use  to  some  poor  devil  or  another.  At  our  leisure,  Jack, 
we  will  look  over  them,  and  possibly  we  may  be  doing  the  greatest  favour  to 
some  one  by  destroying  them.  He  said  in  his  terror — and  when  a  lawyer 
is  thoroughly  frightened,  he  speaks  sometimes  the  truth — that  they  were  bills 
and  bonds,  and  such  like  documents. " 
"Then,  let  us  destroy  them  all." 

"No,  we  will  hide  them  somewhere.     What  trees  are  those  before  us.  Jack  ?" 
"  They  belong  to  what  is  called  the  Manor  House  Estate,  and  they  show  us 
that  we  have  crossed  the  heath.     If  you  want  to  hide  the  packet  of  papers,  it  is 
easy  enough  to  do  so  in  one  of  these  trees." 
*'  A  good  thought.     It  shall  be  done." 

The  trees  of  which  Jack  had  spoken  belonged  to  a  kind  of  wilderness  that 
shielded  an  estate  called  the  Manor  House,  that  was  upon  the  skirts  of  the 
heath.  The  wilderness  was  not  at  all  enclosed  in  any  way  ;  so  that  our  adven-  f 
turers  hadnodifBculty  in  darting  in  among  them,  and  then  they  dismounted,  and 
Dick  climbed  up  a  tree  some  short  distance,  with  the  packet  of  papers  belonging 
to  the  lawyer  in  his  hand,  and  safely  lodged  them  in  a  corner  formed  by  several 
branches,  so  that  they  could  not  fall. 

*•  That  will  do,"  he  said ;  **  and  now,  I  think,  as  there  are  no  signs  of  pursuit, 
that  we  may  as  well  get  round  to  the  park  gate,  for  1  should  not  at  all  like  to 
break  faith  with  the  inn-porter." 

*'  Heaven  send  that  he  keeps  faith  with  us,"  said  Jack. 
"  Don't  doubt  it.     He  would  be  a  fool  and  a  villain  both  not  to  do  so.     What 
could  he  gain  by  acting  otherwise?" 

*'  I  don't  know,"  said  Jack.  "  He  might  think  it  was  more  to  his  interest  to 
take  the  reward  offered  to  him  by  the  authorities  for  putting  them  in  the  way 
of  oar  capture,  than  to  keep  faith  with  us,  Dick.  Mind  you,  I  don't  say  that  I 
have  any  special  reason  to  doubt  the  fellow ;  '^ut,  still,  he  might  do  so." 

*'  Then,  Jack,  we  will  be  doubly  cautious.  Have  you  any  of  your  phosphor- 
ous matches  with  you  ?  I  want  to  see  what  is  in  the  bag  that  the  lawyer 
handed  to  me  from  the  coach." 

"  Oh,  yes,  Dick,  I  can  throw  a  light  upon  the  subject." 
In  a  minute  or  two  Jack  had  one  of  the  little  matches  alight,  and  then  Dick, 
rapidly  counting  the  contents  of  the  bag,  found  about  one  hundred  and  twenty 
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guiDeas,  besides  some  half-guineas  wrapped  up  in  paper,  and  separate  in  that 
manner  from  the  whole  ones. 

"This  will  do,"  he  said.     **I  will  pay  our  friend,  the  inn-porter,  pnd  then^ 
Jack,  our  whole  energies  must  be  directed  to  poor  Claude,*' 

"  Alas  !  you  may  well  call  him  poor  Claude.     Now,  I  am  afraid,  Dick,  that 
he  will  never  look  upon  the  moonlight  again.*' 

"  Don't  despair,  Jack.  If  you  do,  it  will  paralyse  our  efforts  to  aid  him. 
Come  at  once  to  the  park-gate,  and  let  us  settle  that  little  business,  and  then  all 
our  thoughts  belong  to  Claude." 


CHAPTER  CCXCII. 

TAB   PERIL    OF  JACK   AND    DICK    IS    VERY    GREAT    INDEED. 


!      It  was  quite  impossible  that  any  night  could  be  more  possibly  lovely  than 
;'  that  which  now  showed  itself  upon  Blackheath  upon  the  occasion  of  the  visit  of 
■  Jack  and  Dick.    The  few  fleecy  clouds  that  had  been  at  intervals  sweeping  over 
'  the  face  of  the  moon  had  entirely  disappeared,  and  there  was  the  beautiful  calm- 
:  looking  luminary  of  the  night  sailing  in  a  sea  of  azure  of  such  a  hue  as  is  seldom 

seen  in  our  climate. 

!      It  was  a  night  upon  which  to  dream  of  the  past — upon  which  we  might  look 

I  with  the  radiance  of  hope  upon  the  future — anight  upon  which  the  evil  passions 

of  human  nature  one  would  expect  would  cower  from  the  presence  of  the  soft 

'  and  innocent- looking  beauties  of  nature,  and  not  show  themselves  till  darker 

influences  pervaded  the  material  world. 

Jack  was  very  much  affected,  as  he  always  was  by  such  nights,  and  as  he 
looked  up  at  the  moon,  and  the  pale  ray  that  fell  upon  his  face  robbed  it  of  the 
little  colour  he  had,  he  said — 

"  Dick,  do  you  think  you  would  like  to  go  there  ?" 
i   "  Go  where  ?" 

Jack  pointed  to  the  moon. 

"  Are  you  mad,  Jack  ?  What  the  deuce  do  you  mean  by  asking  a  fellow  if 
he  would  like  to  go  to  the  moon,  eh  r" 

,  "  I  don't  know  ;  but  it  looks  so  quiet— so  peaceful — and  so  serene,  that  it 
seems  as  if  it  would  be  a  great  privilege  after  death  for  the  immortal  part  of  us 
to  wing  its  flight  just  through  such  a  sky  as  this  to  night,  to  yonder  far  won- 
drous world,  if  it  be  one,  and  there  rest  in  peace." 

•'  Come,  come.  Jack,  yoii  %vill  make  yourself  melancholy,  as  you  know  you 
always  do,  if  you  begin  talking  in  tiiat  kind  of  way.  Recollect  how  much  we 
have  to  do  in  this  world  yet.     Recollect  Claude." 

"  Oh,  yes,  yes,  we  have  him  to  cling  to." 

"And  recollect  poor  Cicely.'* 

'*  Alas  1  alas  !     Why  did  I  not  die  long— Icng  ago  !'* 

"  Because  you  are  wanted  now.  Jack.  That's  the  only  reason  I  can  think  of^ 
so  don't  talk  of  dying,  I  beg  of  you." 

"  I  w^on't,  Dick,  till  I  have  seen  how  Claude  fares.  I  should  not  like  to  die 
and  to  leave  hiofi  to  suffer." 

"  No,  Jack,  come  what  ma}^   we   will  get  him   out  of  the   power   of  the 
'  Philistines,  and  so  keep  a  good  beart  on  it ;  and  here   we  are  close   to  the  place 

of  our  destination.     I  have  been  thinking,  Jack,  that — that '  f! 

:  ^    *.'  That  what,  Dick  ?     Ah,  you  too  are    beginning  to  think  that  our  friend  the 
'hin^porter  may  not  be  to  be  trusted  exactly," 

"Well,  perhaps,  I  have  ;  but  yet  I  thiak  it  is  wrong  to  do  so.     Heaven  knows 

that  in  the  course  of  my  career  I  have  met  with  much  good  faith  ;  although,  at 

,.,  times,  when  and  where  I  least  expected  it,  1  own  that   I  have  been  betrayed  ; 
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and,  therefore.  Jack,  without  doing  any  injustice  to  this  man,  whom  we  are 
<:a11ed  upon,  by  having  pledged  our  words,  to  meet,  we  ought  to  be  very  cautious 
how  we  do  meet  him." 

"  You  speak  my  sentiments,  Dick,  to  the  letter.  What  is  the  course  that 
you  advise  ?" 

*'  Nay,  Jack,  I  was  going  to  ask  you  that,  you  know,  because  I  know  that 
the  affair  has  been  upon  your  mind  some  time,  and  that  you  have  been  givingf  it 
some  consideration,  and  I  should  not  wonder  at  all  if  you  have  thought  of 
some  plan  of  operations  that  would  enable  us  to  make  a  little  sure  of  what  we 
are  about  before  we  run  any  very  serious  risk." 

"  You  are  right,  Dick,"  said  Jack,  with  a  faint  smile.  "  I  was  going  to  pro- 
pose something  to  you  with  that  object,  only  As  yoa  had  professed  to  have 
confidence  in  the  man,  I  did  not  know  very  well  how  to  begin  it ;  but  now  I 
have  no  sort  of  difficulty,  and  this  is  what  I  would  advise  that  we  do.  I  would 
go  to  a  part  of  the  wall  of  the  park  over  which  we  can  easily  ^et — for  it  is  so 
damaged  in  places  that  there  are  plenty  of  footholds,  and  there  I  would  leave  the 
ho.-ses  on  the  outside,  fastened  to  a  stake,  which  we  can  run  into  the  ground  ; 
and  when  we  are  m  the  park,  and  on  foot,  there  will  be  no  difficulty  in  making 
our  way  through  the  trees  to  the  inner  side  of  the  gate,  and  so  seeing,  at  all 
events,  if  any  one  is  on  the  watch." 

"  Good,"  said  Dick. 

**  If,"  continued  Jack,  "  there  is  any  ambuscade,  and  we  are  to  be  betrayed  in 
any  way,  of  course,  it  will  be  from  within  the  park,  where  any  one  might  be 
hidden,  and  not  on  the  heath-side  of  the  door." 

"  Certainly  not.  There  misht  be  any  force  they  chose  to  bring  against  us  ia 
the  park,  and  we  no  further  off  it  than  the  thickness  of  the  doors  opening  to  the 
heath,  and  not  know  it.  Come  on,  Jack,  I  approve  of  the  plan,  and  am  desirous 
to  put  it  into  instant  execution." 

Having  thus  wisely  determined  upon  tvhat  to  do,  they  both  dismounted,  so 
that  they  should  not  be  seen  against  the  clear  night  sky,  and  they  led  the  horses 
by  a  round-about  route  to  a  spot  evidently  to  the  left  of  the  gate  or  door  which, 
no  doubt,  is  well  known  to  all  our  readers  as  that  which  opens  directly  upon 
the  heath  from  the  beautiful  old  park. 
They  reached  the  wall  m  safety,  and  there,  sure  enough,  they  found  several  parts 
of  it  which  were  in  a  considerable  state  of  decay.  The  difficulty  now  was  to  find 
a  stake  to  which  to  picket  the  horses  ;  but  after  a  time  they  did  find  one,  and 
they  gave  the  creatures  just  liberty  enough  to  move  about  a  little,  but  not  suffi 
cient  to  leave  the  spot. 

"  Now  for  it,"  said  Jack.  "  I  will  climb  over  first,  as  this  is  my  plan,  you 
know,  Dick,  and  if  the  place  is  all  clear,  you  can  follow  me." 

"  As  you  please  Jack." 

Jack,  with  great  care,  so  as  not  to  displace  any  of  the  old  bricks,  and  so  give 
an  alarm,  climbed  to  the  top  of  the  old  park  wall ;  and  then  crouching  down,  so 
low  that  he  might  be  said  to  be  almost  lying  along  the  top  of  it,  he  shaded  his 
eyes  with  his  hands,  and  took  a  long  look  into  the  park. 

How  sweetly  the  moonbeams  broke  among  the  quiet  and  leafy  glades  of  that 
lovely  SDol  at  such  an  hour,  and  how  calm  and  beautiful  the  green  sward  looked, 
tinted  with  its  strange  metallic-looking,  spectral  colour,  from  the  full  beams  of 
the  moon ! 

All  was  still.  The  place  looked  as  if  it  were  dedicated  to  the  very  geni  of 
solitude,  one  could  hardly  imagine  it  possible  that  by  any  circumstances  such  a 
place  could  be  the  scene  of  crime,  of  frivolity,  to  say  nothing  of  riot  and 
•disorder. 

"  Is  it  all  right  V*  whispered  Dick. 

"  I  think  so,"  said  Jack,  in  a  very  low  tone.  The'-e  was  something  about  the 
solitude  of  the  place  and  the  moonlight  which  would  >ave  made  speaking  loud 
eeem  like  a  piece  of  profanity.     It  is  strange  how  such  spots  of  naturer  in  the*t 
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solitary  beauty,  affect  the  imagination  rauch  in  the  same  way  that  the  dim  majesty 
of  some  cathedra'  does. 

•'  Come  on,"  said  Jack,  "  come  on.  This  way  that  I  have  entered  by  is  good. 
It  is  as  easy  as  getting  up  a  staircase." 

Dick  was  by  his  side  in  a  moment,  and  then  he  took  a  long  look  iato  the 
park. 


IIUIIX    AN'.")    .ACK    S.'AiirLhU    fcY    THE    DLLU    IN    u  RLE.N  W  JCH    I'AIIK. 

"  Ho  A-  beautiful,"  he  sild.     "  Ah,  what  is  that?" 

"What- what?" 

"  The-^e,  movinijj  among  the  tree'.     Don't  you  see  something.''     There  again 

DOW." 

"  Yes,  a  deer." 


No.  152. 
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'•Are  you  sure  it  was  only  a  deer.  Jack  r  Oh,  yes,  to  be  sure,  tliere  the 
creature  comes  out  into  the  moonlight.  It  is  one  of  the  deer.  How  fair  and 
beauti(ul  it  looks,  now.     Don't  you  admire  it.  Jack  ?" 

"  It  don't  seem  like  anything  but  the  spectre  of  a  deer  in  the  moonlight," 
said  Jack.  "I  wonder,  now,  if  that  creature's  line  senses  are  cognisant  of  our 
preset^e  ?  Look  how  its  head  is  turned  now,  and  how  it  lijtens.  Ah  !  there 
it  goes." 

With  a  bound,  the  graceful  creature  was  off  in  a  moment,  and  disappeared 
among  the   trees. 

**  I  think  we  may  safely  descend,"  said  Jack.  **  Solitude  and  ourselves  se^m 
to  hold  possession  of  the  old  park." 

They  both  cautiously  now  descended  the  wall,  and  after  taking  careful  note  of 
the  spot,  so  that  they  should  be  sure  to  find  it  again,  they  began  to  creep  along 
close  to  the  wall,  where  there  was  a  well-defined  shadow  cast  by  it,  in  the  direc- 
lion  of  the  little  gate. 

Up  to  this  time,  everything  had  conspired  to  raal%e  both  Jack  and  Dick  think 
that  they  were  suspecting  the  inn-porter  wrongfully,  and  that  nothing  in  the 
shape  of  an  enemy  was  wiihin  either  sight  or  hearing;  but  they  had  not  pro- 
ceeded very  far,  before  they  found  some  cause  to  c&me  to  a  different  opinion. 

It  was  Jack  v.-ho  suddenly  touched  Dick  upon  the  arm,  and  whispered  to 
him — 

"  Stoop,  and  listen.** 

They  both  crouched  quite  close  to  the  ground,  and,  indeed.  Jack  laid  his  ear 
to  it,  and  then  they  heard  a  regular  tramping  of  feet,  that  could  not  possibly  be 
mistaken,  and  as  they  listened,  they  felt  quite  conscious  that  it  was  coming 
nearer  and  nearer  each  minute. 

••What's  that?' said  Dick. 

*'  Military,"  replied  Jack.  *'They  are  coming  this  way,  too.  Ah,  now- they 
pause,  and  all  is  still — no,  they  com*  agam,  but  they  are  straggling,  and  each 
man  is  making  as  little  noise  as  he  caa.  Dick,  it  is  you  and  I  that  they  are  so 
obliging  as  to  come  to  meet." 

"Not  a  doubt  of  it.*' 

Notwithstanding  both  Dick  and  Jack  had  taken  all  the  piecaution  that  we 
have  seen  they  had  taken,  for  the  purpose  of  providing  against  such  a  contingency 
as  this,  it  wa?  quite  evident  that  they  had  neither  of  tkem  looked  forward  to  it  as 
Tery  likely  to  happen,  for  there  they  were,  now  that  they  saw  it  had  occurred, 
quite  unable  to  think  of  what  would  be  best  to  do.  To  be  sure,  flight  was  the  most 
obvious  thing, but  their  rage  against  the  inn-porter  v/as  so  great,  it  did  not  seem 
to  them  that  anything  was  at  ail  feasible  but  some  plan  of  operation  that  would 
sufiice  to  visit  him  with  the  retribution  that  he  deserved. 

At  least,  such  was  their  first  thought  in  the  matter. 

They  drew  back  still  further  into  the  shade,  and  Dick  was  upon  the  point  of 
saying  something,  wlien  a  low  "  Kush  !'*  from  Jack  detained  him,  and  then  he 
heard  a  footstep  upon  the  decayed  leaves  under  some  trees  close  at  Land,  and 
a  voice  said— 

"  It  is  time  they  came,  surely,  now.'*' 

*' I  should  think  it  was,"  replied  another  one,  "and  once  or  twice  1  fancied 
I  heard 'em.  Well,  they  may  come,  but  L  don't  see  why  half  a  dozen  of  us 
mightn't  have  done  the  job  quite  as  well.*' 

"  That's  my  own  idea,  too.     1  don't  like  this  mixing  up  of  the  soldiers  with 

'  our  affairs.     We  are  officers,  and  we  ought  to  be  left  to  take  the  thieves,  or  not 

take  'em,  as  we  think  proper ;  but  of  late,  it's  nothing  but — '  Oh,  let  us  have  a 

guard  of  soldiers,'  and  then  there's  sure  to  be  a  mess  made  of  the  whole  affair, 

for  they  don't  like  the  job,  and  we  feel  put  out  of  sorts,  and  no  good  is  done." 

*'  That's  it,"  said  the  other.  *'  But  do  you  think,  after  all;  that  Turpin  will  be 
•0  green  as  to  come  ?" 

"  I  do.     He  is  just  the  sort  of  fellow  to 'come,  if  he  said  he  would,  and  no^ 
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that  it's  all  up  with  Claude  Duval,  he  and  the  other  will  like  to  make  all  the 
friends  they  can  r" 
"And  that  other?" 

"I  tell  you  again  that  it's  Sixteen-string  Jack." 
i       "Yes,  you  tell  me.'* 

I      "It's  true.     He  was  hanged,  but  brought  to  life  again.    The  s*0ry  is  well 
enough  known,  now,  to  the  beaks ;  and  if  be  would  get  out  of  way,  and  not  go 
upon  the  road  again,  it's  my  idea  they  would  leave  him  alone." 
"  Oh,  would  they,  though  ?— Don't  you  think  it." 

"They  wouldn't  1" 

*'  Not  they.  Of  all  men  they  want  to  catch  him,  I  tell  you.  Don't  you  know 
that  he  robbed  the  Bishop  of  London  near  Fulham  once,  and  that  ever  since 
then,  the  great  folks  have  determined  to  make  an  end  of  him  ?" 

"  Ok— ah  !     That  is  decided." 

"  Well,  come  on  ;  T  suppose  all  our  set  is  in  the  park  by  this  time,  along  with 
that  fellow  from  the  Old  Bailey,  bother  him,  who  will  pocket,  I  suppose,  all, 
if  not  the  greater  part  of  the  rewards." 

*•  The  inn-porter  you  mean  V* 

*' Yes,  confound  him  !  Don't  forget  our  private  signal,  though.  It's  'Keys 
and  Jocks,'  so  we  shall  all  kno;v  each  other  among  the  trees.  Come  this  way.  I 
suppose  those  red  coats  from  Tilbury  are  now  not  far  off  the  gate." 

The  two  officers  passed  on,  and  after  they  had  goni>  both  Jack  and  Dick  felt 
that  they  had  so  much  to  think  about  that  they  were  silent  for  some  few  minutes, 
although  they  might  have  spoken  in  an  under  tone  to  each  other  without  any 
danger. 

It  was  Dick  who  broke  that  silence. 

"  Jack,"  he  said,  *'  are  you  there  ?" 

"  I  am,  Dick.  Did  you  hear  one  of  them  fellows  say  it  was  all  up  with  poDr 
Claude  Duval  ?  Oh,  Dick,  did  you  hear  that,  or  have  my  ears  as  well  as  my 
fears  deceived  me?'* 

*'  I  did  heaj  it,  Jack,  but  it  goes  for  nothing,  or  ought  to  go  for  nothing,  with 
us.  What  does  it  come  to,  after  all,  but  just  to  this,  that  the  officers  think  they 
have  him  safe.  You  know  that  as  soon  as  they  get  a  fellow  into  Newga'e  they 
all  think  that  hi?  career  is  over  ;  but  there's  lots  of  chances  after  that,  when  there 
is  courage  within  the  walls  and  friends  without." 

"  Heaven  help  him!"  said  Jack. 
•  "Well,  as  to  that,  Jack,  I  suppos*  we  are  not  the  sort  of  fellows  to  call  upon 
Heaven  for  help,  although  there  are  worse  than  we  v,-ho  often  do  so." 


it 

I  CHAPTER  CCXCHL  ,  U 

I  EVIL    FORTUNE   THICKENS    ABOUT    CLAUDE    DUVAL.  I 

I  It  is  time  now  that  we  turn  our  attention  to  the  condition  of  Claude  Duval  ' 
himself,  after  that  frightful  strugg'e  in  the  Old  Bailey  that  had  so  verv  unex- 
,  pectedly  had  the  effect  of  placing  him  in  the  ban  Is  of  his  foes.  Vv'e  shall  soon, 
^  however,  take  up  again  the  proceedings  of  Jack  and  Dick  in  the  endeavours 
I  th^  made  to  do  something  for  their  much  esteemed  associate, 
j  The  horror  that  came  over  poor  Claude  Duval  when  he  found  that  it  was 
I  Cicely  who  had  fallen  a  victim  to  the  scuffle  that  had  taken  place  in  th^  Old 
I  Bailey,  was  such  that  it  completely  confused  his  intellect  for  a  time,  and  the  first 
j  return  to  anything  like  positive  consciousness  that  he  had,  w..s  finJing 
himself  in  a  cell  in  Newgate. 

"  HiHoa  1"  cried  a  voice.     "What  do  you  bring  it  in  now,  Master  Duval,  eh  ? 
How  are  you  ?     Better,  I  suppose  r" 
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"Who  are  you?"  said  Claude,  faintly. 

"Timothy 'Magss." 

*♦  Oh,"  said  Claude.  '*  I  don't  know  you." 

"  Why,  no,  1  don't  know  how  you  should,  seeing  tha/t  we  never  was  properly 
introduced  ;  but  you  know  as  you  are  in  the  stone-jug  V* 

Duval  nodded. 

•*  Well,  I'm  a  watching  of  you." 

**  Oh,  indeed,"  saia  Claude  again.     "  You  are  a  turnkey,  I  suppose  ?'* 
I  "No,  I'm  a  hextra." 

"  A  what  V 

*'  A  hextra  they  cals  me.  I  hangs  about  the  stone-jug,  you  see,  and  if  any  of 
the  regular  chaps  is  ill  and  can't  come  and  do  duty,  they  gets  me  to  do  it,  and 
the  governor,  he  says,  '  Where's  Maggs  V  he  says  ;  '  he's  ihe  man — where 's 
Maggs  V  he  says." 

Mr.  Timothy  Maggs  seemed  to  be  so  delighted  at  the  recollection  of  what  the 
fovernor  said,  that  he  laughed  until  the  tears  came  into  his  eyes,  and  then  starting 
up,  he  cried  out — 

"  There's  the  doctor,  I  hear  him  a  coming.  You  wouldn't  go  for  to  say  that 
3  spoke  to  you,  for  my  order  was  to  wasn't,  you  see." 

*' Oh,  no — no,"  said  Claude  faintly,  "  I  will  siy  nothing,  you  may  depend; 
^ut,  implore  you  to  tell  me  if " 

"  Hush  !  here  they  is." 

The  door  of  the  cell  was  opened,  and  three  or  four  people  appeared  upon  the 
threshold  of  it.  The  cell  was  so  situated,  that  in  daytime  it  was  not  quite  dark, 
Jnasmuch  as  through  the  thickness  of  the  wall  there  came,  close  to  the  ceiling, 
from  one  of  the  inner  courts  of  Newgate,  a  faint  reflected  light,  which,  when 
fhe  eye  got  used  to  it,  was  quite  sufficient  to  enable  any  one  to  see  any  object 
in  the  ctil.  No  doubt,  though,  to  any  one  coming  directly  from  the  open  air 
Hhe  place  would  have  been  positively  dark  for  a  considerable  time, 

Ciaude  looked  at  the  people  who  came  into  the  cell  rather  listlessly,  and  he 
3aw  that  one  was  the  governor  of  Newgate,  he  knew  him  very  well  by  sight 
another  of  them  he  supposed  to  be  one  of  the  sheriffs,  and  by  the  manner  of  a 
third  he  soon  found  thut  he  was  the  surgeon  of  the  prison. 

"  Well,  how  is  the  patient  ?''  said  the  la'ter. 

•'  He's  been  a  looking  about  him,"  said  Mr.  Timothy  Maggs. 

**  Oh,  indeed.    Well,  Duval,  how  are  yt>u  to-day  ?" 

Claude  shook  his  head. 

"  Come— come,"  added  the  surgeon,  "  you  are  not  much  hurt,  and  you  will 
joon  recover  from  your  present  state." 

"  And  go  comfortably  out  and  be  hung,"  said  the  governor. 

Duval  looked  him  keenly  in  the  face,  as  he  said — 

*'  I  want  an  answer  but  to  one  question.  1  beg  that  some  one  of  these  who 
are  here  present,  will  have  the  charity  to  answer  it  truly  for  me." 

"What  is  it?"  said  the  sheriff. 

**^  I^ — \s  —  she" Poor   Claude   could   get  no  further  for  a  moment  or  two, 

and  tken  gathering  all  his  strength,  he  managed  to  say   in  a  hoarse  voice — **  is 
Cicely  dead  i     That  is  my  question." 

There  was  a  rapid  glance  passed  between  the  governor  and  the  surgeon,  and 
then  the  former  said — 

"  Yes,  she  is  dead  ! '  , 

Claude  Duval  closed  his  eyes,  as  if  from  that  moment  he  would  gladly  shut 
out  the  world  from  all  converse  with  him.  They  heard  something  like  a  low 
gasping  sob,  and  then  all  was  still. 

"  Gammon,"  said  Mr.  Maggs. 

"How  dare  you  !"  cried  the  governor.  **  You  scoundrel,  how  dare  vou  say 
that  V 

"  Oh,  dear  me,  sir.  I  only  meant  as  it  was  all  gammon  of  Claud  i  Duval  to 
^o,  for  t  )  pretend  .a=i  be  was  :>  crv  i'lT.  '^hi.j-'s  Kjl-I  lo-1n^." 
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"Leave  the  cell!" 

"  Yes,  Mr.  Governor,  if  you  like,  in  course  I  shall  leave  the  cell.  Good-dav 
to  you  all,  gentlemen.     I  only  said  gammon — gammon.*' 

Timothy  left  the  cell,  and  then  the  sheriff,  torning  to  the  surgeon,  said — 

*'  Sir,  can  you  say  that  this  prisoner  may  be  left  with  safety  alone  in  his 
cell  V 

•'  Yes,  if  frequently  visited." 

"  Very  well.  You  hear  that,  governor  ?  That  wi'l  be  much  better  than 
leaping  a  man  with  him,  and  you  will  probably  be  so  good  as  to  send  a  different 
man  upon  each  visit  that  is  made  to  him." 

"  I  will,  sir,"  said  the  governor.  "  I  know  what  you  mean,  sir.  Lord  bless 
vou,  these  sort  of  fellows  would  offer  a  man  five  hundred  pounds,  a?  soon  as 
look  at;  him,  if  they  thought  he  could  help  them  out  of  here,  but  I  think  we  shall 
ke  one  too  many  for  Claude  Duval  this  time.  Do  you  hear,  Duval  ?  Yvou  are  to 
be  left  alone  now,  but  you  will  be  often  visited,  for  all  that,  so  that  you  hid 
better  keep  quiet." 

Duval  made  no  reply  whatever  to  this,  and  then  they  all  left  the  cell,  and  he 
heard  the  lock  shot  mto  the  socket,  and  the  bolts  and  bars  put  up  into  their 
places,  and  he  heard  the  retiring  footsteps  as  they  all  left  the  cell  door,  and  then 
he  felt,  indeed,  that  he  was  alone. 

"  Now,"  said  Duval,  "  if  I  could  only  die — if  f  could  only  at  the  wish  to 
do  so  bid  a  last  adieu  to  this  world,  I  might  be  happy.  Death  !  Is  it  not.  af:er 
all,  within  the  grasp  of  all  those  who  choose  to  clutch  at  it  ?  Why  should  I  not 
die?  The  power  to  leave  this  mortal  life  is  one  which  has  evidently  been  freely 
left  to  human  nature.  In  a  thousand  different  ways  any  one  may  shake  off  ail 
the  troubles  and  the  griefs  of  this  state.  It  is  great  an'i  benificent  of  Provi- 
dence  to  have  given  man  such  a  power.     Shall  I  not  embrace  it  ?" 

This  was  the  first  time  during  all  his  eventful  career  that  suicide  had  ever 
occurred  to  Claude  Duval,  and  now  it  never  would,  but  that  he  felt  all  the  agonv 
of  spirit  which  the  fate  of  poor  Cicely,  who  had  loved  him  so  truly  and  so 
devotedly,  was  calculated  to  produce. 

What  had  he  now,  he  asked  himself,  to  live  for,  now  that  that  gentle  spirit 
had  gone  from  him  ? 

With  the  inclination  growing  upon  him  each  moment  to  take  his  own  life, 
Claude  Duval  rose  from  the  pallet  bed  which  he  had  been  laid  upon,  but  he  felt 
so  weak  and  ill  that  the  very  effort  to  get  to  his  feet  brought  on  a  death-'ilce 
sickness,  and  he  sunk  back,  fully  believing  chat  without  raising  his  hand  against 
himself,  nature  herself  would  soon  relieve  hira  of  the  ills  that  he  seemed  born 
to. 

While  Claude  Duval  is  in  this  desperate  condition  we  will  follow  Mr. 
Timothy  Maggs  from  the  cell,  and  take  a  brief  g'ance  at  that  rather  eccentric 
gentleman's  pr<"ceedings.  j 

Mr.  Maggs  was,  as  he  himself  had  intimated,  a  kind  of  supernumerarv  at  New- 
gate, a  '■  hextra"  as  he  said  in  his  peculiar  vernacular.  He  was  a  man  who  had 
made  himself  singularly  useful  to  the  turnkeys  of  Newgate,  and,  indeed,  to  all 
the  officials  of  the  stone-jug,  as  it  was  facetiously  called.  His  imperturbable 
good  humour — his  disregard  of  any  fatigue,  and  the  fidelity  of  his  actions,  all  re- 
commended him  very  much  to  the  notice  of  the  authorities. 

If  a  turnkey  were  ill,  or  drunk,  Maggs  was  the  man  who  supplied  his  place. 
Jl  ever  the  governor  wanted  any  one  for  extra  duty  of  any  sort,  he  sent  for  : 
Mag^s.  The  Lord  Mayor  had,  at  the  request  of  the  Governor  of  Newga'e,  sworn  ' 
him  in  as  a  constable,  and  he  would  have  had  a  permanent  situation  in  Newgate,  | 
but  for  his  extreme  usefulness  as  an  extra.  What  would  they  do  for  the  want  I 
of  such  a  man,  if  Maggs  had  regular  duties  to  perform?  They  would  have  to  ' 
look  out  for  another  Maggs  forthwi'.h.  '  ', 

Upon  one  occasion,  too,  .Maggs  found  out  that  half  a  dozen  of  the  most  ; 
desperate  prisoners  that  Newgate  ever  held  within  its  iron  bounds,  had  planned  ) 
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an  escape,  and  he  took  the  information  direct  to  the  governor,  and  the  whole 

affair  was  blown. 

^     After  that  circumstance,  all  doubts,  if  there  were  any,  regarding  the  fidelity 
t  of  Maggs  to  the  administration  of  the  law,  vanished,  and  the  most  unbounded 

I  confidence  was  reposed  in  him. 

I I  And  yet,  strange  to  say,  in  spite  of  all  this,  will  it  be  believed  that  Maggs  was 
'^  playin»  a  part  ?    Ifes,  Maggs's  sympathies  were  with  the  prisoners,  and  not  with 

the  jailers,  and  his  mission  to  Newgate  was  to  comfort,  console,  aid,  and  abet 

I  felons,  which,  according  to  act  of  parliament,  is  a  high  crime  and  misdemeanour. 

I      But  the  sagacious  reader  w^ill  say — "Why,  then,   did  Maggs  go  to  the 

governor  with  information  of  the  plot  to  escape  of  the  half  dozen  desperate 

characters?'*      We    will    tell,  the   sagacious    reader.     One  of   the  party  had 

already  betrayed  his  comrades,  and  sent  a  letter  to  the  sheriff  containing   the 

full  particulars  of  the  plot,  so  that  Maggs  having  found  out  as  much,  not  only 

j  disappointed  that  rascal  of  the  reward  he  expected  to  get,  but  raised  his  own 

j  character  above  suspicion,  by  going  to  the  governor  with  the  particulars,  so  that 

j  when  the  sheriff  came  post-haste,  and  cried  out  to  the  governor — •'  Here  is  a 

j  plot  to  escape,  hatching,  sir,  under  your  very  nose/'  the  governor  rubbed  his 

,  hands  coolly  together,  and  replied — •*  I  know  it." 

By  this  little  scbeme,  Maggs,  therefore,  did  no  harm  whatever  to  the  cause 
'  in  which  he  really  was  enlisted,  but  raised  his  usefulness  wonderfully  by 
I  increasing  his  reputation. 

True,  that  time  the  authorities  chuckled  over  the  idea,  that  in  Maggs  they 
had  a  cunning  and  efficient  spy,  while  the  "  famiiy,"  as  the  thieves  called 
themselves,  knew  that  in  him  they  had  an  able  and  daring  assistant  and  friend 
in  Newgate. 

Several  of  those  apparently  perfectly  inscrutable  escapes  from  the  prison  had 

been  managed  by  Maggs  ;  and,  indeed,  with  his  facilities  of  going  in  and  out  of 

.  the  stone-jug,  it  was  comparatively  easy  for  him  to  render  what  aid  he  chose 

to   those  theie  confined,  for  there  was  a  general  order  to  let  him  go  about  the 

building  at  pleasure. 

Such,  then,  was  the  man  who  had  been  appointed  by  the  governor  to  stay  in 
the  cell  with  Claude  Duval,  and  to  endeavour  to  get,  if  that  were  possible,  some 
sort  of  information  out  of  him  regarding  his  associates. 

When  Maggs  left  the  cell  to  the  occupancy  of  the  governor,  the  sheriff,  and 
the  surgeon,  be  took  his  way  to  the  vestibule  of  Newgate,  and  was  passing  out 
through  the  wncker,  when  the  man  who  was  on  the  lock  said — 

"  Well,  Tim,  do  you  think  Duval  will  swing  ?" 

"Rather." 

"You  do — do  you  ?  Well,  he  is  rather  an  out-and-outer,  ain't  he,  now?  I 
did  begin  to  think  a  little  time  ago,  that  we  should  never  have  him  here  at 
eight  o'clock  of  a  Monday  morning." 

''  By-the-by,''  said  INJaggs,  "  have  you  heard  anything  more  of  what  has  been 
so  much  talked  about.  I  mean  about  the  hanging  the  fellows  here  in  the  Old 
Bailey,  instead  of  at  Tyburn." 

"  Why,  yes,  they  do  speak  of  it;  but  it  won't  do,  Mr,  Maggs.     Oh,  dear,  no.'' 

'•  You  think  not  r" 

''  I  know  it  won't  do.    Lor  bless  you,  it's  agin  all  custom  and  rule.     Why, 
\  the  fellows  have  been  hung  at  Tyburn  times  out  of  miad,  and  the  idea  of  hang- 
ing 'em  here  is  outrageous." 

"  But,  why  ?• 

'*0h,  you  want  to  know  why?" 
.       "  Yes,' I  do.     For  ray  part,  1  don't  see,  Mr.  Wilks,  what  difference  it  makes  to 
a  family  cove,  whether  he  is  tucked  up  and  has  to  daace  upon  nothing  here,  or 
at  Tyburn-tree.     1  should  just  as  soon  say  good-by  to  this  here  world  from  one 
place  as  another." 

The  turnkey  drew  himself  up,  and  giving  his  head  a  slight  motion  from  side 
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to  side,  he  said  in  quite  an  oracular  tone  of  voice,  as  he  looked  in  the   face  of 
Maggs  most  steadfastly — 

*•  I  tell  you  what  it  is,  Maggs.     I  don't  mean  for  to  go  for  to  say  as  it  really, 
mind  you,  makes  much  difference  to  a  fellow  whether,  as  you  say,'  he  is  tucked 
up  here  or  at  Tyburn -tree  ;  butwhatllook  at  is  this— this  here,  Mr.  Maggs,  is 
what  I  look  at."' 
"  Well  ?■' 

**'  It's  an  innovation  !" 

'•  Ah,  to  be  sure  it  is  that." 

"  I  rather  think  it  is ;  and  when  I  say  that,  I  rather  think  as  well  that  it's  a 
clincher.** 

"  So  it  is"  said  Maggs.     "  Good  day." 

The  turnkey  continued  shaking  his  head  some  time  after  Maggs  had  left,  for 
he  really  did  consider  within  his  politic  brain,  that  what  he  had  said  wa?,  in  his 
own  phraseology",  a  clincher.  How  many  people  now-a-days  fancy  they  get  over 
difficulties  with  just  such  clinchers  as  Maggs  received  from  the  turnkey  ! 

A  dubious  smile  played  upon  the  lips  of  Maggs  as  he  left  Newgate,  and  he 
strolled  very  leisurely  up  the  Old  Bailey  towards  Holborn,  and  then  took  his 
route  across  Smithfield.      i^Iaggs  never  once  looked  behind  him,  but  now  and 
then  there  came  that  side-long  glance  which  a  man  who  thmks  it  just  within  j 
the  limits  of  human  possibility  that  he  may  be  followed,  darts  from  his  eyes,  and  ! 
once  he  made  a  full  stop,  and  seemed  quite  absorbed  in  contemplation  of  the  sheep  ! 
pens  in  Smithfield.  } 

It  was  quite  evident  Maggs  was  in  no  hurry,  for  it  was  a  good  half  hour  after  ' 
he  had  left  Newgate  before   he  reached  Barbican,  and  then  turnjcg  down  a  nar-  ' 
row  turning,  he  approached  a  little,  mean  looking  public-ho^e,  and  after  one 
hasty  glance  around,   entered  it. 

Theie  was  really  nothing  in  the  appearance  of  the  public-house  to  indicate  any-  j 
thing  but  rather  straitened  circumstances.    One  would  have  supposed  it  to  be  one 
of  those  little  out  of  the  way  old  fashioned  houses  that  are  cut  out  completely  i 
by  the  more  modern  blazing  establishments  of  the  day.  i 

A  ruddp  faced,  simple  looking  man  was  behind  the  bar,  who  just  gave  a  nod  to  | 
Mago's,  as  a  couple  of  people  were  indulging  in  a  pint  of  ale  there. 

*•  A  nice  day,"  said  Maggs. 

*'  Very,"  said  the  landlord.     "  V/hat  is  it  to  be  V* 

"  A  glass  of  the  old  October." 

*'  Ah,  that's  the  drink.    You  know  what  to  order,  I  rather  take  it." 

•'  Why,  yes,  I  ought  by  this  time.     Is  the  slate  there  ?" 

"  Yes,  here  it  is." 

The  landlord,  from  a  high  hook  upon  which  it  was  hanging,  took  down  a  slate, 
to  which  by  a  piece  of  string  was  appended  a  pencil ;  upon  this  slate  Mr.  Magss  did 
not  write  anything,  but  he  rudely  scratched  a  compass,  such  as  is  placed  at  the 
corner  of  maps,  with  N.  E.  S.  W.  at  its  different  points.  Close  to  the  W.  Maggs 
scratched  a  hand  with  the  finger  extended,  something  after  the  fashion  of  a  finger- 
post on  a  country'  road,  and  then  he  placed  under  that  the  figure  12,  11 

"  Hang  it  up  again,"  said  Maggs.  i  | 

j        The  landlord  took  a  alance  at  it,  and  said —  !  | 

"  Kather  particular  ?"  j  j 

i       "A  little."  ^  i| 

With  a  nod,    the  landlord  hung  the  slate  up  again,  and  then,  after  drinkingy  I 
j   his  glass  of  old  October,  Mr.   Maggs  left  tl'.e  pubiichouse,  and  went  his  way  I 
oack  to  the  Old  Bailey.  ' 

Now,  if  any  one  had  been  very  curious  all  that  day  at  that  little  old  fashioned  .; 
public-house,  they  would  have  seen  the  landlord  show  that  slate  to  at  least  tweaity 
people,  who  only  each  gave  a  sort  of  nod  when  they  saw  it,  and  then  it  was  hUD^ 
up  again 

We  shall  soon  find  that  it  had  a  significance  of  a  peculiar  kind. 


^^^ 
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CHAPTER  CCXCIV. 

THE  THIEVES  HAUNT  AT  WEST  END,   HAMPSTEAD.— MAGGs's  ADVICE.  I| 

The  mystery  of  the  slate  at  the  little  public-house,  near  to  Barbican,  is  one  '■] 
that  will  socn  be  made  apparent  to  the  reader.  By  the  communication  that  '! 
Maggs  had  made  to  the  "  family,"  it  was  clearly  understood  that  he  meant  as  jj 
many  of  that  fraternity  as  thought  proper  to  do  so,  to  meet  him  somewhere  in  |{ 
the  West.  |/ 

Now,  as  there  was  but  one  place  of  rende  zvous  in  that  quarter  of  the  environs  of 
London,  it  was  not  possible  to  make  a  mistake  upon  the  subject,  and,  therefore,  it 
was  well  known  where  at  the  hour  of  twelve  that  night  they  were  to  meet. 

We  will  now,  therefore,  at  once  conduct  the  reader  to  the  place  of  meeting  of 
the  thieves  at  West  End,  Hampstead. 

To  those  unacquainted  with  the  district,  we  may  state  that  there  are  two  routes 
from  London  by  which  West  End,  Hamps'ead,  may  be  easily  reached.  The  one 
is  a  long  narrow  tortuous  lane  from  Kiiburn,  and  the  other  is  by  a  road  westward  1 
from  the  old  church  at  Hampstead,  and  which,  after  crossing  the  several  lanes  that 
go  northward,  conducts  the  traveller  to  the  little  red  looking  village  called 
West  End. 

At  the  period  of  our  tale,  West  End  consisted  of  a  little  cluster  of  cottages 
that  stood  in  a  ho'low,  and  in  the  neighbourhood  of  them  there  were  some  ji 
mansions  with  very  portentious  iron  gates  and  extensive  lawns,  past  which  the  !! 
road  went  right  on  to  the  Edgeware-road.  1 1 

Some  daring  robberies  and  one  murder  about  the  spot  had,  however,  had  the  !^ 
f{  effect  of  making  the  neighbourhood  not  at  all  popular,  and  some  of  the  largest  i; 
of  the  mansions  wanted  tenants.  One  of  them  in  particular  had  been  for  a  long  i| 
time  deserted.  It  belonged  to  one  of  the  aldermen  of  the  City  of  London,  and  j 
it  was  in  the  keeping  of  a  highly  respectable  man,  recommended  by  Maggs  !  ', 
Yes,  Maggs  had  sufficient  influence  to  give  such  a  recommendation,  and,  j| 
therefore,  was  it  that  Hawthorn  House,  West  End,  Hampstead,  became  one  of  !; 
the  stations  for  the  most  active  of  the  "family."  ^ 

The  worthy  alderman,  who,  by  the  bye,  amassed  his  money  in  the  manufacture  •; 
of  candles,  was  much  astonished  that  nobody  gave  him  an  offer  for  Ha'^thorn  \\ 
House;  but  if  any  one  seeing  the  board  up  signifying  that  "  This  Family  i; 
Mansion'  was  to  be  let,  entered  to  look  over  it,  something  like  the  following  !f 
conversation  would  take  place  between  the  projected  t|nant  and  the  respectable  !/ 
man  and  his  wife  who  took  care  of  the  premises:—  v 

"  Well,"  the  visitor  would  say, "  I  think  the  place  will  suit  me/'  !i 

'•  I  am  so  glad  to  hear  that,"  the  respectable  man  and  hia  wife  would  both  say  ' 
in  a  breath;  ** for  then  we  shall  get  somewhere  else."  \\ 

"  Indeed  ?    Why,  why— What  is  your  objection  to  this  place  ?'  ;| 

Upon  this,  they  would  both  put  on  quite  an  air  of  confusion,  and  the  wife  '! 
-I  would  say, — *'  John,  I  think  you  ought  to  tell  this  gentleman,  for  he  is  a  real  ; 
i  gentleman  as  any  one  may  see  in  a  moment  by  his  looks."  i 

!  This  was  so  highly  flattering  to  the  intending  tenant,  that  he  commonly  y. 
j  proflfered  half-a-crown  for  the  expected  intelligence,  and  then  John  would  say —  It 
I  *'  It  would  be  a  very  cruel  and  impious  thing  to  let  you  and  your  amiable  (i 
I  family  come  here  without  your  knowing  that  you  would  never  get  a  night's  rest.*  u 
I      ** Never  get  a  night's  rest ?    Why  not?'*  || 

*'  On  account  of  the  shrieks,  sir." 
1      ** The  shrieks?"  |'' 

1      *' Yes,  sir;   they  do   say  as  the  place  is  haunted,  sir ;    but  I  can't  bring  my     i 
mind  to  believe  it,  and  if  any  body  was  strong-minded  enough  to  go  on  sleeping     1^ 
and  Dever  minding  horrid  screams  and  shrieks  in  their  very  ears  till  their  heads 
seem  ready  to  burst,  they  might  like  the  place  well  enough." 


>-, 
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"God  bless  my  soul,"  the  intending  tenant  would  then  say.  "  I I,  that  is 

I  shouldn't  mind  myself,  but  my  wife  is  rather  delicate.  D.^ar  me,  it  won't  suit 
at;  all ;  good  da5%  I  am  very  much  obliged  to  you,  mv  man,  for  mentioning  it 
at  all.     Oh,  dear— oh,  dear,  what  a  place  to  be  in." 

With  some   such    expressions    as  the  above  the  party   walk  off,  and  thus 


DICK    TURPIN'    STOPS    AL'GUSTL'S    CROKE    NEAR    SHOOTEr's    HILL. 

Hawthorn  House  will  probably,  to  the  great  despair  of  its  owner,  who  little 
suspects  the  sort  of  reputation  his  property  is  acquiring,  remain  without  an 
offer  or  even  a  visitor. 

It   was    to   this   place,    then,  as  half-past  eleven  was  pealed  out  by  the  old 
church  clock  of  Hampstead,  that  several  people  might  have  been  seen  wending 

No.  153. 
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their  way,  both  from  Hampstead  and  from  the  lane  leading  to  the  spot  by  the 
way  of  Kilburn. 

These  people  were  part  of  the  "family;"  but  they  took  good  care  to  make 
their  approaches  to  the  house  ia  such  a  manner,  as  not  to  attract  much 
attention  from  the  neighbourhoad. 

There  was  a  door  in  the  oaken  paling  at  some  distance  from  the  regular 
entrance  to  the  avenue  leading  to  the  front  of  the  house,  and  it  was  by  that 
door  that  those  members  of  the  fraternity  who  went  there,  who  had  i^esolved 
to  respond  to  the  summons  of  Maggs,  entered  the  premises.  i 

At  that  door  it  was  that  the  man  who  took  care  of  the  house,  rather  too  well 
for  the  worthy  alderman  who  owned  it,  stationed  himself,  to  see  that  none  but  . 
the  properly  entitled  persons  ga'ned  admittance. 

The  first  who  arrived  wore  a  cloak  and  a  hat  that  entirely  concealed  all  the 
Ujoer  part  of  his  face.  He  tapped  at  the  little  oaken  door,  and  Charley  Lang, 
&i  he  man  was  named  who  was  withia,  opened  a  little  square  orifice  in  it,  and 
sai  !  in  a  low  tone — 

'  What's  o'clock  ?'' 

*•  You  can't  see  for  the  clouds,"  was  the  reply. 

"  Oh,  all  right — Can  you  walk  in  ?" 

"Yes;  with  a  jemmy  or  picklock," 

*'Airs  right,"  said  Charley,  as  he  flung  open  the  door  ;  "you  are  one  of  the 
right  sort,  at  all  events." 

In  this  manner,  and  with  the  same  amount  of  questioning,  and  getting  the 
same  answers,  he,  within  the  half-hour  from  half-past  eleven  to  twelve  o'clock, 
admitted  to  the  garden  about  twenty  persons. 

The  night  was  dark  and  lowering,  although  no  rain  was  fi^Iling.  Great  masses 
of  dark  clouds  seemed  to  have  stooped  from  the  sky  to  rest  upon  the  tops  of  the 
tall  old  trees,  and  w]bere  there  was  the  least  additional  shadow,  the  night  was  sa 
intensely  dark  that  it  was  impossible  to  see  even  dimly  the  ground  at  your 
feet. 

&*'  Has  Maggs  come?"  said  one  of  the  last,  who  made  an  appearance  at  the: 
oaken  door  in  the  wall. 

*'  Why,  no,*'  sa'd  Charley,  "and  I  wonder  at  it." 

**  So  do  I.     He  is  generally  punctual  enough,  and  there  goes  twelve  ©"'clock.'*" 

"  Ah,  there  it  goes,  sure  enough ;  and  if  he  were  here,  1  should  not  feel  that 
it  was  any  good  staying  at  this  gate." 

"  He  is  here." 

"  Is  h^  ?  How  do  you  make  that  out  ?  Go  and  teli  that  to  some  one  else,. 
I  have  kept  too  good  a  watch  here  for  that.     No — no,  he  has  not  passed  me." 

**  You  are  mistaken,  Charley." 

"  Ah !  that  voice—" 

*'  Is  the  voice  of  Maggs.     Do  you  know  me  now  ?" 

"  The  devil!     Why,  it  is  you,  and  I  didn't  know  you  a  bit  ?" 

"  Of  course  not.  Don't  you  remember  now  the  last  time  I  was  here,  we  were 
talking  about  disguises,  and  you  said  that  you  would  know  anybody,  through 
any  disguise,  that  you  had  once  seen  sufficient  of  to  say  that  you  had  had  a  good 
look  at  them?" 

« I  did— I  did." 

"  Well,  you  know,  old  fellow,  that  1  differed  from  you,  and  held  to  the  con^- 
trary,  and  now  I  hope  you  are  convinced,  for  you  didn't  know  me." 
>  "  It  was  your  voice  that  deceived  me ;  I  don't  know  how  you  could  alter  that 
so  well." 

**  That's  a  secret ;  but  I  can  do  it.'' 

*'  I  know  you  can,  Mr.  Maggs  ;  but  don't  say  anything  about  my  not  knowing 
you  to  the  •famiiv,'  or  else  they  will  have  a  laugh  at  me,  and  1  don't  want 
that." 

**  Not  a  word,"  replied  Maggs.  "I  Oiily  did  it  for  a  friendly  joke  between 
YOU  and  me,  that  was  all,  old  chap,  and  I  don't  let  it  go  any  further  ;  so,  now  you 
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may  fasten  the  door,  for  none  of  our  sort  will  be  here  to-night,  now,  except  thflfevj 
who  have  already  come.'* 

*'  No,  it's  all  rigiit,''  said  Charley  Lang,  as  he  bolted  and  locked  the  door, 
*'  There's  a  pretty  good  muster  of  'era,  1  can  tell  you,  Mr.  Maggs.*' 

*'  Is  there  ?     How  many  ?'* 

"  Twenty-one  with  you.'* 

"  That  will  do.  We  don't  like  to  go  on  without  you,  Charley ;  so  you  can 
let  little  Bill  keep  on  the  watch,  while  you  come  to  the  hall  with  the  rest 
of  us.'* 

"  Ay,  ay,"  said  Charley  Lang.     "  Little  Bill,  though  he  is  a  chick  of  ray  own, 
and  only  a  matter  of  nme  years  old,  is  a  regular  rum  'un,  he  is.     Why,  Mr. 
Maggs,  I'd  back  that  boy  to  keep  watch,  when  a  man  couldn't  do  it.     I'd  wager 
he'd  be  on  the  look-out,  and  never  wink  once  for  twelve  hours  at  a  stretch." 
i      •' Indeed!" 

I     **  Yes,  to  be  sure  ;  and  I  do  think  he'd  smell  an  officer  half  a  mile  off," 
I     *'  He  is  invaluable." 

■     **  He  is.     Come  this  way,  and  I  will  rout  him  out.     I  daresay  he  is  in  the 
iitchen,  as  before,  like  a  dogon  the  watch." 

"  No,  I  ain't,  father,"  said  a  little  squeaking  voice.  *'  Here  I  is." 

"  Lor  bless  us  1"  ejaculated  Charley.  "  Here  he  is.  There  now,  who  would 
have  thought  it  ?     I  don't  see  you.  Bill,  though.* 

"No,  father,"  squeaked  the  voice  again.     "  'Cos  It  is  so  jolly  dark,  that  is  the  ■ 
reason  you  don't  see  me,  father  ;  but  here  I  is."  i 

"  Murder !"  said  Charley,  as  he  fell  flat  upon  the  grass  in  consequence  of  his  ; 
son  and  heir  making  a  bolt  between  his  legs,  to   make  his  presence  visible,  | 
"Oh,  raurder!  I'm  jolted  to  death  almost.    What  the  deuce  did  you  do  that 
for  ?'* 

"It's  only  me,  father.** 

"  Only  you !  Curse  you,  what  do  you  mean  by  upsetting  your  father  in  this 
way,  you  little  vagabond  ?  Is  this  what  you  call  honouring  your  parents  ?  You 
will  come  to  a  bad  end,  that  you  will.  Bill — you  will  come  to  a  bad  end." 

"  Perhaps,  he  didn't  mean  it,"  suggested  Maggs, 

"  I  don't  suppose  he  did,"  said  Charley,  "or  else,  uncomfortable  as  such  a 
thing  would  be  to  the  feelings  of  a  parent,  I  should  have  to  skin  him." 

"rfa— ha!"  laughed  Bill. 

"  Hold  your  row  !"  said  Charley.  "Now  mind.  Bill,  you  keep  watch  all  along 
O*  this  side  of  the  garden,  and  let  us  know  if  there's  any  danger.  Keep  your 
ears  and  your  eyes  open,  and  your  mouth  shut,  Bill,  that's  the  way  to  keep  a 
look  out.     Ain't  it,  Mr.  Maggs  ?"• 

"  Yes,  I  believe  it  is ;  but  oa  such  a  night  as  this  your  eyes  are  not  much  good 
to  you,  I  rather  think,  are  they,  Bill  V 

"  Oh,  but  he's  like  a  cat,*'  suggested  Charley,  "he  can  see  in  the  dark." 

"  Can  ycu.  Bill  ?" 

"A  little,"  replied  Bill.  "  Howsomdever,  I'll  keep  a  good  look  out,  fathe.% 
and  if  anybody  comes  here  as  shouldn't,  I'll  settle  *em.** 

"Oh— oh  !"  said  Charley,  as  he  walked  to  the  house  with  Magg?.  "  He  says 
he'll  settle  *em.  Did  you  ever  hear  such  a  rum  un.  But  I'm  glad  to  see  you, 
Mr.  Maggs,  because,  you  see,  I  have  a  respect  for  your  opinion,  and  I  want  to 
ask  your  advice." 

"  What  about  ?" 

**  About  Bill.  I  don't  know  what  to  bring  him  up  to.  I  shouldn't  like  it  to  be 
anything  low,  you  know,  'cos  why,  the  boy  has  a  kind  of  genius  ;  and  it  mustn  t 
be  anything  that  wants  b.gness  and  strength  'cos  why,  he's  little  and  ain't  got 
much.  What  do  you  think,  Mr.  Maggs,  would  be  the  best  thing  in  life  for  Bill  V* 

"  Upon  ray  word,  I  hardly  know." 

"  Well,  but  you  does  know  a  something  of  him,  Mr.  Maj?gs.  Jtist  think  it 
over,  now,  in  your  quick  way,  and  let  us  hear  ycu  opinion  about  him." 
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"  Well,  but,  Charley,  you  are  the  best  judge  ;  you  have  thought  the  matter  over 
in  your  own  mind,  no  doubt.     What  is  your  idea  upon  the  affair,  eh?'* 

I*  Well,  in  course  I  have  thought  it   over,  and  Pm   divided,  you  see,  in  my 
opinion  whether  it's  best  to  make  a  cracksraxn  of  him,  a  swell  fogle-hunfer  and 
a  snap-dragon,  which  you  know  means  the  grabbing  of  tickers  and  all  them  sort 
o'  th'ngs,  or  to  let  him  go  on  the  road  with  some  of  the  old  hands." 
**  You  mean,  then,  to  bring  him  up  to  the  old  business  ?" 
'*In  course." 

"Well,  I  will  turn  it  over  in  my  mind,  «nd  let  you  know  what  I  think  about  it 
when  I  see  you  again,  Charley ;  but  I  don't  think  he'll  do  for  the  road.  It  strikes- 
me  as  he  is  cut  out  for  the  smoking  swindle.'* 

"  Well,  perhaps  he  is.  You  think  he'd  be  good  at  getting  into  houses  whea 
the  people  ain't  at  home,  Mr.  Maggs  V* 

*'  I  do,  if  you  can  teach  him  the  use  of  the  tools  well." 

"  Oh,"  said  Charley,  with  a  voice  of  conscious  pride,   "  I  tell  you  what,  Mr. 

Maggs,  I  wouldn't  say  it  before  him  on  any  account,  'cos  why,  it's  a  bad  thing 

to  make  the  young  *uns  conceited  afore  their  time — they  will  pick  np  that  fast 

enough — but  I'll  say  it  to  you,  that  that  boy  can  pick  a  lock  as  well  as  you  or  I." 

"  You  don't  mean  it?'* 

"  I  do — I  do.     It  was  only  the  other  day  that  I  wolloped  him  and  locked  him 
up  in  one  of  the  old  kitchens,  and  I  thought  he'd  be  a  crying,  so  I  got  down  close 
to  tlie  door  and   listened,  and  I   heard  a  little  kind  o*  rattling  noise,  and  in  a 
moment  or  two  something  fell  on  my  back." 
"Was  it  Bill?"* 

"No,  it  was  the  key  that  I  had  left  sticking  in  the  lock  of  the  door,  and  he 
had  first  of  all  pushed  it  through,  and  when  1  found  that,  1  began  to  guess  what 
he  was  about.  He  was  picking  the  lock,  and  in  half  a  minute  he  did  it  too,  and 
coming  out  righc  head  over  heels  over  me,  he  cried  out — '  Done  the  old  'un  at 
last.'  * 

"  Did  he,  though  ?" 

"  Yes.  'Done  the  old  'un  at  last,'  says  he.  Oh,  lor!  You  can  imagine  the 
feelings  of  a  father.  '  Done  the  old  'un  at  last,*  says  he,  meaning  me,  you  know. 
I  was  the  old  'un.  There's  a  boy  for  you,  and  only  nine !  What  do  you  think  o' 
that?  There's  a  genius  for  you,  Mr.  Maggs.  'Done  the  old  *un  at  last,'  says 
he.  Oh,  dear — oh,  dear,  I  always  laugh  till  the  tears  come  into  my  eyes  when. 
I  think  on  it.  Oh,  he'll  be  a  rum  *un,  he  will.  *  Done  the  old  'un  at  last,*'  says 
he,    Ob, dear — oh,  dear.    '  Done  the  old  *un  at  last,'  '* 


•  ••  "    ■  ■  ■■  — ■    4  . 

••  CHAPTER   CCXCV. 

THE   FAMILY   COMES   TO    A  RESOLUTION   TO    BEFRIEND   CLAUDE   DUVAL, 

By  the  time  Charley  had  concluded  his  choice  little  anecdote  about  the 
genius  of  Bill,  a  genius  which  promised  as  fairly  as  possible  to  conduct  that 
precious  young  gentleman  to  the  gallows,  he  and  Maggs  had  reached  the  house  j 
and  passmg  through  two  rooms  upon  the  ground  floor,  and  then  along  a 
passage  paved  with  stone,  they  reached  a  spacious  apartment,  which  was  called 
the  hall. 

This  hall  had  at  one  time  been  a  sort  ot  great  kitchen  or  servants'  hail,  but  its 
size  and  the  altitude  of  its  loof  had  pointed  it  out  to  some  modern  improvers  of 
the  mansion  as  fit  to  be  converted  into  the  principal  apartment  upon  the  grounJ 
floor.  With  rather  a  questionable  taste,  since  the  rest  of  the  building  was  not 
at  all  of  that  style,  this  hall  had  been  fitted  up  according  to  the  gothic  notions 
of  the  Elizabethan  era,  and  certainly  very  old  fashioned  and  cosey  it  "ooked. 

At   one   end    there  was   an  immense  fireplace,  with   a  tremendous   carved 
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chimney-piece  above  it,  and  at  the  other  there  was  a  kind  of  gallery,  with  huge 
carved  oak  balustrndes,  capable  of  holding  some  twenty  people.  The  roof  was 
supported  by  massive  transverse  beams  of  wood,  and  the  walls  were  of  oaken 
panelling.  There  was  not  much  in  the  way  of  furniture  to  the  room,  but  the 
thick  and  massive  draperies  of  the  windows  still  remained,  and  were  to  be  sold 
with  the  house,  and  a  large  oaken  table  in  the  centre,  about  twelve  feet  in  length 
ana  some  six  or  eight  in  width,  together  with  a  number  of  old  oaken  seats, 
constituted  the  whole  of  the  furniture  of  the  place. 

There  was  but  one  light  burning  in  the  immense  room,  which  was  forty  feet  in 
length  and  about  twenty-five  feet  in  width,  and  that  solitary  light  was  stuck 
between  the  outline  of  a  stag's  head  that  graced  one  of  the  panels. 

The  whole  of  the  thieves  who  had  responded  to  the  call  of  Maggs  were 
assembled  in  this  hall.  One  of  the  oaken  seats  was  placed  upon  the  table,  and 
was  intended  for  the  chairman,  he  who  had  called  the  meeting  being  usually 
placed  in  that  seat  of  honour  and  office. 

It  was  a  strange  thing  to  see  the  faces  of  the  little  throng  of  persons  there 
assembled  by  the  faint  light  of  that  one  candle,  and  mark  the  different 
physiognomies,  and  yet  see  that  there  was  throughout  the  whole,  one  prevailing 
expression  of  suspicion  and  cunning.  There  was  an  uneasy  look,  too,  and  a 
quick  shiftins  glance  about  the  greater  number  of  them,  that  sufficiently  betokened 
the  unquiet  life  that  they  led,  and  the  constantly  present  feeling  that  was  in 
their  minds,  of  not  knowing  but  that  some  hand  might  be  s' retched  out  to  capture 
them,  and  some  one  say  in  the  customary  phrase  of  the  officers,  "  You  are 
wanted.'* 

And  to  hear  these  men  speak,  one  would  think  they  were  all  fascinated  with 
the  career  of  crime  they  had  chosen,  and  that  if  they  could  they  would  not  eara 
their  bread  by  any  of  the  ordinary  channels  of  industry. 

Perhaps,  though,  they  all  had  a  shrinking  fear  at  their  hearts — perhaps  they 
all  had  their  s^litaray  moments  when  they  gave  way  to  the  horrors  of  remorse 
and  all  the  fears  of  the  untimely  end  they  might  well  look  forward  to.  Perhaps 
it  was  only  when  other  eyes  were  upon  them  that  they  played  the  part  of  the 
bold,  daring,  reckless  villain  who  would  not  be  shackled  in  his  notions  of 
right  and  wrong  by  the  laws  of  society. 

Well,  at  all  events,  they  gave  Maggs  a  cheering  welcome  when  he  made 
his  appearance  in  the  hall,  and  he  had  to  hold  up  his  hand  and  say  •'Hushl'  to 
stop  the  tumult  of  applause  that  they  were  inclined  to  bestow  upon  him,  and 
it  was  quite  a  6tudy  now  to  see  what  a  different  man  the  Maggs  of  the  thieves' 
meeting  at  West  End,  Hamstead,  was  ^0  the  Maggs  of  Newgate. 

Here,  amid  his  fellows,  and  away  from  those  who  thought  not  only  that  they 
were  his  masters,  but  he  was  their  humble  servant — he  stood  a  good  six  inches 
high — his  voice  had  a  different  tone,  and  he  spoke,  too,  the  English  language 
with  a  tolerable  amount  of  correctness  ;  but  at  Newgate  he  played  a  part,  and 
shuffled  about  half  lost,  and  when  he  spoke  he  frequently  made  the  most  common 
and  ridiculous  grammatical  errors,  so  that  the  turnkeys  thought  themselves 
just  a  little  educated  above  poor  Magg^,  although  they  respected  him  for  his  j 
very  useful  qualties. 

What  a  strange  life  it  was  for  that  man  to  lead !  Surely  he  had  some  secret 
motive  fbr  it.  which  will  become  apparent.     We  shall  see. 

**  Bravo,  Maggs  !"  cried  one.     "  Here  we  are,  old  fellow,  and  I   don't  think 
there's  one  who  saw  the  slate  at  the  King's  Head  but  is  here  now." 
"Not  one!'  cried  several  together. 

'*Hush,"  said  Maggs.  "Caution.  I  do  believe  that  we  a.-e  about  a3  safe 
here  as  it  is  very  possible  for  us  to  be,  but  sliil,  caution  should  ever  be  the 
word  with  us,  comrades,  and  above  all  things,  we  should  never  presume  upon 
our  safety.  We  should  always  act,  and  speak,  and  think,  as  though  the  Philis- 
i  nes  were  about  us." 

This  little  speech  acted  as  a  kind  of  damper  upon    the   spirits  of  the  party. 
Several  of  them  looked  as  it  thev  could  have  said— *'  That   is  verv  true,  but  we 
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would  rather  not  hear  k."  However,  after  a  pause,  during  which  they  looked 
about  them  with  all  the  suspicions  and  uneasiness  that  the  words  of  Maggs  sug- 
gested, one  said— 

"  Well,  Maggs,  get  into  the  chair,  and  let's  hear  all  about  it." 

**  Ay — ay !"  cried  the  others,  bul  in  subdued  tones,  "  that's  it." 
r  Maggs,  with  more  lightness  and  agility  than  any  one,  to  look  at  him,  would 
have  been  induced  to  give  him  credit  for,  vaulted  on  to  the  table  and  took  his 
seat  in  the  chair.  It  was  quite  evident  that  he  gave  himself  something  of  the 
air  of  a  captain  over  the  others,  for  his  first  words  werj— 
f.  "  Gentlemen  all,  I  tliank  you  for  responding  to  my  notice  so  readily.  You 
all  know  that  I  am  not  a  man  to  bring  you  here  for  nothing." 

**  No — no,"  said  several, 

*'  Very  well,  then.     I  may  as  well  tell  you  at  once  that  it  is  about  Duval.'* 

There  was  an  ominous  silence  at  this  moment,  but  Maggs  did  not  appear  to 
be  in  the  smallest  degree  disconcerted,  for  he  continued  quite  calmly— 

"  I  have  thought  over  the  matter  in  every  shape  and  way,  comrades,  and  I 
think  it  will  be  a  great  shame  if  we  leave  Claude  Duval  to  the  hangman.  You 
all  know  him  w«>ll — you  all  know  that  he  never  cared  to  keep  a  guinea  If  one 
among  you  wanted  it.  You  know  that  he  ever  held  his  life  as  nothing  when  any 
of  you  were  in  daYiger.  I  don't  mean  to  say  that  he  came  among  you  much, 
for  he  could  not  do  so— his  life  was  spent  upon  the  road  ;  but  many  is  the 
guinea  he  has  sent  to  the  diflferent  cribs  where  he  thought  it  was  wanted ;  and 
when  it  happened  that  any  one  was  hustled  out  of  the  world  at  Tyburn,  didn't  ^ 
Duval  ask  the  first  family  man  he  met  if  there  was  a  wife  or  kids  ?** 

"  He  did  !"  cried  a  voice, 

*'  And  if  he  heard  there  was,  didn't  he  send  all  he  had  to  them  ?" 

"  He  did,"  said  the  voice  again.  "He  sent  fifty  pounds  to  Jemmy  Noakes's 
widow,  and  her  two  little  girls.'* 

"  Is  that  Noakes  as  swung  for  the  bank  robbery  ?"  said  another. 

''Yes." 

"  Oh,  then,  he  didn't  do  it  V  . 

"  We  all  know  that,"  said  Maggs,  "and  we  know  that  the  man  that  did  do  | 
it  came  forward  at  the  Old  Bailey  and  said  as  much,  but  they  wouldn't  believe  I 
him,  cos  they  had  another    charge  roady  against  him,  and  they  hung  them   / 

both."  yli 

There  was  a  chilling  silence  of  some  few  moments*  duration  now,  and  at  length^ 
Maggs  continued — 

"  What  I  want  to  know  is,  what  soH  of  feeling  you  have  in  the  matter  P  Are 
you,  or  are  you  not,  inclined  to  strike  a  blow  for  Duval?  If  you  are  not,  it's  no 
use  me  saying  any  more,  and  the  meeting  is  over ;  but  if  you  are,  hold  up  a  hand 
each  man.'* 

Every  hand  was  held  up  in  silence. 

"Good,"  said  Maggs.*  "  Does  any  one  know  where  Dick Turpin  is  1*' 
',  "With  the  blackbirds,'*  said  one. 

*•  No,"  said  another  ;  "  if  so,  he's  as  dead  as  mutton.  There's  twenty  nine 
dead  bodies  lying  in  a  chalk -pit  at  Gravesend,  now,  for  an  inquest.'* 

"He  went  off"  from  that  plac?,"  said  another,  "  and  there  was  one  with  him 
that  none  of  the  family  don't  seem  to  know  how  to  tackle." 

"  How  do  you  mean  ?'*  said  Maggs. 

"  "W  hy  they  say  it's  a  ghost.' 
'   "And  so  it  is,"  said  one.     "  I  was  close  to  the  cart  when     Sixteen-string 
Jack  was  turned  ofi'at  Tyburn,  and  now  they  want  some  of  them  to  make  out 
that  he  is  alive,  and  rides  about  vrith  Duval  and  Turpin." 

"  It's  )rue,  too,'*  said  Maggs.  "  Mind  you,  I  never  said  much  about  it,  be- 
cause 1  didn  t  know  from  Jack  himself  whether  he  would  like  to  have  the  thing 
spoken  of;  but  I  knov/ it's  true  that  Sixteen-string  Jack  is  in  life.  He  was 
recovered  after  the  hanging." 

'  Is  that  jiossible,  Maggs  ?" 
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•^  Yes.     It  has  been  done  in  some  three  or  four  cases  at  the  outside,  but  not 
more  ;  I  fancy,  if  it  were  tried  in  all,  one  in  a  thousand  might  come  to  lil'e  ao-ain  • 
but  certainly  not  more;  b'it  Sixteen-string  Jack  lives,  I  can  assure  you." 
*•  He's  been  deuced,  qdet,  then." 

"  He  has.     He  walked  again ;  but  when  he  did  so,  he  was  not  the  same  man 
he  was  before.     He  lives,  but  he  is  the  shadow  of  the  bold  highwayman  that  he 
had  been.     In  that  hour  that    he    shut  his  eyes  upon  the  world,  he  seemed  tJ 
live  twenty  years,  and  Jack  rose  up  again  an  old  man.'' 
"Pool  fellow!" 

**  Yes,  and  he  would  have  lain  himself  down  and  died  again,  but  for  one 
affection  thathe  still  clung  to.  It  was  his  affection  for  Claude  Duval,  to  whom 
he  has  clung,  as  the  only  thing  left  in  this  world  to  care  for  ;  and  he  has  gone 
about  with  Claude,  and  at  times,  some  speak  of  the  old  spirit  that  has  blazed 
out  in  him;  but,  take  him  for  all  in  all,  he  is  wrecked,  and  I  should  say  that  it 
only  wants  the  death  of  Duva'  to  break  his  heart.'* 

There  was  a  murmur  of  conversation  through  the  assemblage,  and  then  one 
said,  in  a  clear,  distinct  voice — 

*'  Only  say,  Ma^gs,  what's  to  be  done,  and  I  take  my  solemn  oa  h,  by  my 
right  hand  and  my  left,  and  by  my  faith  to  the  family,  that  I  will  do  mv  best  to 
doit."  ^ 

"  And  T— -and  I— and  I  1"  cried  all  those  present. 

"  I  am  abundantly  satisfied,"  said  Maggs.     "  What  I  want  to  do   is  some- 
thing that  may  be  done  by  cool,  determined,  resolute  men,  without  danger  to  life 
or  limb  to  any  one — I  want  to  get  Claude  Duval  out  of  the  stone-jug." 
*'  Hear  !  hear!     We  will  have  him  out/' 

"  I  thiak  we  shall ;  but  the  first  thing  to  do  is  to  find  Turpin,  and  if  you  find 
him,  you  will  find  Sixteen  string  Jack  with  him.  Now,  what  I  ask  of  you  all 
to  set  about  is,  to  find  them,  for  you  know  I  am  situated  so  that  I  can't  go 
upon  the  hunt  for  them  myself.  I  think,  I  am  domg  as  much  good  to  the 
family  in  Nengate.  and  more,  too,  than  I  could  possibly  out  of  it;  so,  you  see, 
my  hands  are  fuU." 

•'They  are,  Maggs.  You  are  doing  more  good  to  us  all  being  what  you 
are,  than  any  dozen  of  us  beside  cau  do,"  said  one. 

"  O*  course,  he  is,"  said  the  others,  "  and  he  knows  it/'' 
"  Wril,  I  do  know  it,"  said  Maggs ;  "  and  so  it  is  that  I  don't  want  to  be  de- 
tected in  what  I'm  about,  you  see  ;  and  now,  will  you  find  Turpin  and  Jack,  and 
bring  them  here  as  soon  as  you  do  ? — If  you  are  successful  in  so  doing,  you  can 
leave  word  for  me  at  the  Kmg's  Head,  and  we  will  all  meet  here  to  morrow 
night  at  the  same  hour  that  we  have  met  to-night." 
•'Agreed — agreed,  Maggs,  that  will  do." 

A  shrill  whistle  at  this  moment  burst  upon  the  ears  of  the  assemblage  from 
without,  and  in  a  moment  every  man  was  in  an  attitude  of  alarm. 
*i  Quiet-  quiet  !"  said  Maggs—"  quiet !     Charley,  what's  that  ?" 
*'BiU." 

**  Then,  something  is  amiss  V 

**A  few. — Stay  here,  all  of  rou,  while  I  go  out  and  see.  It  isn't  anything  very 
bad,  or  else  he'd  whistle  twice,  and  if  it  was  more  than  bad,  he'd  whistle  three 
times  ;  bu'  as  he  has  oaly  come  tbe  whistle  dodge  once,  you  see,  it's  a  kind  of  a 
warning  that's  all.     Keep  quiet,  till  I  come  back  to  you.' 

"Yes,  that  is  it,"  said  Maggs.     "  Keep  quiet  till  Cl:arley  conies  back.     Who 
has  arms  ?" 
"  All." 

It  haii  an  odd  sound  that  *'  All,''  uttered  as  if  it  was  by  twenty  men,  each  in 
a  whisper.     It  was  like  a  sudden  rush  of  wind,  and  then  all  was  still  again. 

Charley  left  the  hall  at  once  to  proceed  upon  a  reconnoitring  expedition  as 
to  the  caus-  of  the  clamour,  and  while  he  was  gone  the  most  intense  stillness 
reigned  in  the  place,  for  every  one  was  most  eager  to  catch  the  first  sounds  of 


1224  GENTLEMAN  JACK. 


I 


i  fiis  return  with  information  concerning  the  warning  that  the  sagacious  and  pre- 
cocious Bill  had  thought  it  to  be  his  duty  to  give. 

Minute  after  minute,  though,  passed,  and  no  appearance  of  the   return  of 
Charley  took  place.     At  last  Maggs  said,  in  a  low  tone — 

•'  I  don'f  much  like  this." 

**  Nor  I — ncr  I,"  said  some  half  dozen  others. 

*'  Mind  you,"  said  Muggs,  '*  understand  me.     I  don't  mean  for  half  a  mo- 
ment anything;  against  Bill  and  Charley  ;  but  I  can't  help  thinking  that  some- 
thing may  have  happened  to  them,  and  in  that  case,   you  know,  this  isn't  the 
^  nicest  place  in  the  world  for  us  to  stay  in  just  now." 

It  was  at  this  moment,  when  a  general  echo  of  the  sentiments  of  Map^gs  came 
from  the  lips  of  the  assembled  throng,  that  the  door  of  ihe  hall  through  which 
Charley  had  passed  opened,  and  he  appeared. 

The  light  was  too  dim  and  indiflferent  to  permit  of  their  seeing  very  wall  the 
expression  of  his  face;  but  his  manner  was  hurried  and  anxious,  and  before  any 
questions  could  be  put  to  him,  he  said — 

"  Their's  only  two  of  them,  and  they  are  getting  over  the  wall." 

"  Who  ?     Who  ?"  cried  everybody. 

"Hush  !     Caution  !"  said  Maggs. 

Iq  a  moment  all  were  still,  and  Charley  was  permitted  to  proceed  with  what  he 
had  to  say  to  the  assemblage. 

*•  Two  of  the  Bow-street  lot,"  he  added.  "Bill  heard  'em  speaking  on  t'other 
side  of  the  wall,  and  in  course  cone  and  gave  us  an  idea  that  something  was  up, 
you  see ;  so  that  [  soon  got  to  where  I  heard  'em,  too.  By  some  means  or 
xiuother  they  have  got  upon  the  scent,  and  they  fancy  they  have  nothing  to  do 
but  to  walk  in  here  and  take  everybody." 

"  Indeed  ?'  said  Maggs. 

**  Yea,  that's  their  idea,  J  know  it,  for  I  heard  them  say  as  much." 


CHAPTER  CCXCVI. 

THE   DfiATH   AND   THE  BURIAL    OF   THE    TWO   POLICE   SPlfiS. 

It  may  appear  at  first  sight  strange,  that  two  officers  could  be  found  who 
^ould  be  so  apparently  absurd  as  to  say  such  a  thing  concerning  an  unknown 
number  of  men,  that  they  would  take  them  all  into  custody  ;  but  the  history 
of  police  pr  )Ceeclings  shows  us,  that,  after  all,  it  was  by  no  means  out  of  con* 
currence  with  ordinary  practice. 

It  was  a  common  thing  for  an  officer  to  go  alone  into  a  thieves-house,  as  the 
public-houses  they  frequented  were  called,  and  from  amid  some  thirty  or  forty 
of  the  profession,  pull  out  one  and  inform  him  that  he  was  wanted. 

One  would  fancy  it  quite  an  incredible  thing  that  the  others,  being  in  such 
force,  would  permit  that  one  to  be  taken  from  amongst  them  all;  but  they  did. 
A  pair  of  handcuflPs  would  be  clapped  upon  the  wrists  of  the  wanted  gentleman, 
and  away  he  would  go  ;  and  the  mirth  and  jollity  of  the  company,  in  the  course 
of  the  next  five  minutes,  would  suffer  no  diminution  on  account  of  the  little 
incident  that  had  just  taken  place. 

Such  a  proceeding,  though,  only  took  place  among  the  ordinary  depredators, 
and  the  officers  had  a  much  harder  task  when  they  fell  in  with  such  men  as 
Claude  Duval  and  his  associates. 

Upon  the  present  occasion,  too,  there  were  some  of  the  most  determined 
spirits  belonging  to  the  family  present,  and  as  regarded  Maggs,  were  he  to  be 
taken  in  such  company,  it  would  be  as  good  as  death  to  him. 

Hence  the  information  that  Charley  had  brought  caused  a  considerable  sensa- 
tion.    It  was    a  great  thing,  too,  upon  the  part  of  the  thieves,  that  their 
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particular  haunts,  such  as  the  one  they  were  now  ^■^,  should  not  be  discovered 
by  the  officers  ;  therefore,  this  unexpected  visi;  from  the  enemy  was  doubly 
vexatious. 

Maggs  spoke  clearly  and  distinctly. 

"  Family   men,"  he  said.     *'  There  are  too  many  of  us  to  find  hiding  placej 
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here,  and,  if  nof,  the  officers  ari  as  gooi  at  that  sort  of  fun  as  we  a^e,  so  it's 
hopeless  nonsense  to  atte:;'pt  i:,  I  can  tell  vou  for  one,  thou^"',  that  I  don't 
inteai  to  be  taken."  '     • 

"  Douce  the  glim,  and  we're  then  off,"  sr^id  one. 
}      "Yes;  butthey  know  of  the  crib  here,  and  it's  ail  up  with  Charley,'*  salJ  another. 
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"  Never  mind  me,'*  said  Charley.  "  Do  the  best  you  can  for  aB,  and  never 
mind  me." 

"ITiat  is  very  kind  of  you,  Charley,"  said  Maggs  ;  "but,  after  all,  we  can't 
very  well  do  without  you  or  the  crib  either.  I  hardly  know  what  to  advise, 
my  men,  for  the  best.     I  am  rather  in  a  fix  about  it." 

**They  have  got  scent  of  this  place  as  a  place  of  meeting,"  said  one  i  '*  and, 
therefore,  it's  all  up  as  regards  coming  here  any  more." 

It  was  quite  evident,  now,  that  there  was  a  great  deal  of  indecision  about  the 
party  to  know  what  they  could  be  at;  but  at  length  Maggs  spoke  with  a  tone 
of  decision,  saying, 

'*  Charley,  where  is  Bill  ?    Will  he  give  us  any  other  notice  V* 

"Yes;  when  you  hear  him  whistle  twice,  you  may  be  sure  that  the  officers 
are  upon  the  premises.    They  were  coming  over  the  wall," 

"  Very  well,  there  is  but  one  chance,  and  that  is,  for  us  all  to  try  and  get 
away.  It  is  quite  possible,  then,  that  Charley  may  bamboozle  them  into  an 
idea  that  they  have  been  mistaken  after  a9,  and  if  so,  why,  the  place  may  be 
good  for  us  yet." 

Charley  shook  his  head,  and  Maggs  saw  the  action.  *'  You  don't  thick  that 
will  do  V  he  said. 

"No,  I  don't;  but—" 

"Well,  goon." 

*' There's  one  thing  to  consider,  and  that  is,  that  these  twa  fellows  have  most 
likely  made  the  discovery  themselves,  and  kept  it  to  themselves,  for  tbey^ 
don't  tell  each  other,  fool-like,  from  a  kind  of  jealousy  that's  always  raging 
among  *em." 

*'  I'hat  is  true,**  said  Maggs. 

"  And  80,"  added  Charely,  "  if  anything  should  happen,  you  see,  to  th^se 
two — any  little  accident,  you  see,  family  coves— why,  then,  here  we  are  all  right 
again." 

There  was  not  a  soul  present  who  did  not  fully  understand  what  the  proposal 
of  Charley  araou.ited  to.  It  was  neither  more  nor  less  than  a  hint  to  murder 
the  two  officers.  A  blank  silence  ensued,  and  no  one  seemed  to  like  to  take  the 
responsibility  of  making  a  remark  upon  the  subject. 

Then,  before  Maggs,  who  at  length  opened  his  mouth  to  speak,  could  say  a 
word,  there  came  one  clear  distinct  whistle  from  the  outside,  and  then,  before  its 
echoes  had  died  away,  there  came  another, 

"  There  they  are,"  said  Charley. 

"No  doubt  of  it,"  said  Maggs.  "Now,  comrades,  don't  do  anything  in  a 
hasty  way,  but  keep  quiet,  and  let  us  find  out  who  they  are  before  we  speak.  Out 
with  that  light," 

A  hat  was  thrown  at  the  candle,  that  burnt  dimly  between  the  horns  of  the 
stag's  head,  and  away  it  went.  One  could  hardly  have  supposed  that  the  ex- 
tinguishing of  that  little  light  could  have  made  such  a  difference  to  the  hall,  but 
the  sudden  darkness  was  truly  profound  and  black,  and  the  diflference  between  no 
light  and  a  small  light  was  found  to  be  immense  indeed. 

"  Hush,"  said  Maggs,  as  some  faint  murmer  of  voices  came  upon  his 
ears.     '*  Hush.     Let  us  all  listen,  not  speak.*" 

All  was  still,  and  so  continued  for  the  space  of  nearly  five  minutes,  and-thena 
voice  from  the  garden  called  out  most  startlingly —  ^ 

"  Halloa  1  halloa  !  If  there  is  any  family  man  here,  let  him  have  the  goodness 
to  give  a  shelter  to  a  couple  of  the  right  sort,  We  have  had  the  g'rabs  at  our 
heels,  and  happened  to  see  Joe  the  Kiddy  go  in  here,  so  we  thought  it  might  be 
a  family  crib." 

"  What's  the  meaning  o'  that  ?'*  said  Charley, 

"  A  death  warrant,"  said  Maggs. 

"  A  what?'* 

There  was  a  commotion  among  the  thieves  at  these  words,  pronounced  clearly 
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»nd  disrinctly  in  the  darknes?',  and  then  one  said—"  Listen  to  Maggs  ;   he's  going 
to  expiflicate  that  ere  to  us." 

*'  Go  on,  Maggs — go  on.'* 

"  Comrades,  I  said,  those  words  were  a  death  warrant.    I  shouldn't  like  to  shoot 
41  man  who  came  and  said  like  a  man,  '  I'm  an  officer  and  must  do  my  daty ;'  but 
•when  a  fellow  comes  as  a  sneak*' - 
*'  Hear  !  Hear !" 

"  And  a  spy,  and  pretends  to  come  among  us — '* 

**  Yes>  yes,  all's  right." 

"Then,  I  say,  comrades,  woe  be  to  him,  for  by  che  laws  of  all  nations  he  dies, 
Wliere  is  Joe  the  Kiddy  ?" 
;     *•  Here,  Mr.  Maggs." 

**  Do  you  know  anything  of  the  fellow  who  just  now  spoke  of  you,  Joe  ?" 

*' Not  a  jot.  My  idea  is,  that  they  have  been  on  the  watch,  and  have  seen 
me  come  in  here,  and  that  they  want  to  see  all  the  faces  present,  and  then  they 
will  take  our  measures  nicely,  and  b?  down  upon  us  next  time  we  come  here. 
I'm  only  a  humble  individual,  and  they  call  me  Joe  the  Kiddy  cos  I  wears  a  pair 
•©'  kid  gloves  in  a  crowd  at  the  Opera,  and  nobody  thinks  as  how  I  can  pick 
a  pocket  with  them  on  ;  but  I  have  practised  the  dodge,  and  can  come  it  famous, 
80,  you  see,  Mr.  Maggs,  that's  why  the  fellows  call  me  Joe  the  Kiddy." 

*'  Exactly,"  said  Maggs.  "  Now  my  advice  is,  that  we  let  these  two  fellows  in, 
but  in  the  dark  mind  you,  and  hear  what  they  have  to  say." 

"Agreed,  agreed." 

**  Well,  Charley,  will  you  go  and  speak  to  them  ?  Don't  let  them  think  for  a 
moment  but  that  we  are  quite  as  green  as  they  can  possibly  wish  us  to  be,  and 
bring  them  into  this  room,  and  let  them  say  their  say.     I'll  speak  to  them." 

*'  They  will  know  your  voice,  Maggs,  by  seeing  and  hearing  you  so  often  at 
the  stone-jug,"  saidone. 

"No  thank  you,  I've  got  another  voice  always  ready  for  such  gentlemen,"  said 
Maggs,  **  as  Charley  knows  well,  don't  you,  Charley  ?" 

**  I  do,  and  it  got  the  better  of  me,  I  can  tell  you ;  and  alter  that,  if  it 
lion't  do  for  a  pair  of  the  grabs,  I'm  a  Dutchman,  that's  all" 

At  this  moment  the  officers  who  were  in  the  garden  got  impatient,  and  called 
out  again — "  Hilloa !  it's  all  right,  my  coves,  if  there  is  any  of  the  family  here.  We 
are  of  the  right  sort,  and  no  mistake." 

Charley  hurried  out  to  them,  and  so  still  did  the  thieves  in  the  hall  keep  them- 
selves that  thty  heard  quite  distinctly  every  word  that  passed  between  Charley 
and  the  officers.  The  former,  indeed,  rather  i-aised  his  voice,  so  that  Maggs  and 
his  friends  should  have  no  difficulty  in  hearing  what  he  slid,  and  the  officers,  as 
people  will  do,  took  the  tone  of  their  voices  from  his,  and  spoke  quite  as  loud. ' 

*•  Who  are  you  ?"  said  Charley.    "Where  do  y  ou  come  from  ?" 

''We  are  country  hands,"  said  the  officer  who  was   spokesman  of  the  two  ; 
we  don't  know  much  of  the  London  family,  but  we  are  all  right,** 

''Didn't  you  say  you  knew  Joe  the  Kiddy  ?" 

"  Only  by  sight," 

*'  Well,  it^s  rather  awkward.  I  don't  know  what  to  say  to  you.  Wb  atlne 
are  you  in  ?" 

**A  little  of  all  sorts,  but  we  do  the  footpad  dodge  when  we  can,  although  at 
times  we  crack  a  crib  ;  and  if  nothing  else  turns  up,  we  don't  mind  a  little  area 
sneaking,  or  we  fumble  with  the  fives,  you  see.'* 

*'  Well,  you  seem  to  be  the  right  sort,  so  come  in,  if  you  will ;  but  I  advise  you 
both  now,  as  1  hear  by  the  voices  there's  two  on  you,  to  be  a  little  careful  what 
you  are  about,  for  we  will  stand  anything  but  nonsense  here." 

'•  We  wouldn't  deceive  you  for  the  world.  If  there's  any  one  thing  that  we 
don*t  like  more  than  another,  it's  a  sneak.  * 

"It's  the  same  with  us.     Come  this  way.     Can  you  see  ?'* 

*'  Not  over  well,  but  we  can  make  our  way  by  the  sound  of  your  voice,  if  yoa 
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will  say  a  word  or  two  now  and  then.     It  a  precious  rum  unfortunate  sort  of 
night,  and  the  rain  is  a  coming  down  above  a  bit  now." 

"Yes,  it  is.    This  way,  mind  the  step — it's  just  before  you.** 
«D-n  it!" 

The  step  that  Charley  had  alluded  to,  was  a  step  down,  bat  the  officer  naturally 
enough  thought  that  it  was  a  step  up,  and  he  lifted  his  foot,  folly  expecting  to 
find  it,  but  as  it  was  not  there,  down  he  went  as  though  some  deep  hole  were 
before  him.  His  first  impression  was  that  such  was  the  fact,  but  he  quickly 
recovered  himself,  and  only  got  as  far  as  "d— n  it/'  in  his  rage.  The  other  oflScer 
cried  out— 

'*  Stand  off— stand  off!  I  am  armed  1" 

"  Of  course  you  are,"  said  Charley  ;  "  you  would  make  but  a  poor  hand  at 
your  business,  if  you  wasn't,  old  fellow;  but  what  is  the^matter  ?'* 

"  Oh,  \  thought — that  is,  I  had  an  idea  that  my  comrade  had  fallen  down  some 
place  or  another,  that  was  all." 

"It's  no  matter,"  said  the  other  ;" confound  it,  I  thought  you  meant  a  step  up- 
instead  of  a  step  down.    But  I  haven't  broken  any  bones." 

"Only  a  little  shaken,  I  suppose  ?"  said  Charley.  **  Lor,  bless  you,  these  sort 
of  things  do  a  man  more  good  than  harm  in  the  long  run.  Come  on,  there's  no 
other  step  either  up  or  down." 

"  I'm  glad  to  hear  it,"  said  the  officer. 

Charley  led  the  way  direct  to  the  hall,  where  there  was  a  death-like  stillness, 
and  at  once  opening  the  door,  he  said  in  a  loud  voice — 

*•  Family  men,  here  are  two  from  the  country,  they  say.  They  don't  call  them- 
selves any  one  thing  more  than  another,  in  particular;  but  they  turns  their  hands 
to  any  little  thing  that  comes  uppermost." 

"  Yes,  it's  all  right,"  said  one  of  the  officers.     "  We  are  the  true  sort.'* 

*'  That's  a  comfort,"  said  a  voice — it  was  the  voice  of  Maggs,  but  so  completely 
different  from  any  voice  the  thieves  present  had  ever  heard  him  speak  in,  that  a 
rather  anxious  whisper  passed  among  them  of  "  Who  is  that  V* 

*•  It's  very  dark  here,"  said  the  officer. 

"Very,"  added  his  companion. 

"  Well,  it's  likely  to  continue  so,'*  said  Charley,  "  for  all  I  know  to  the 
contrary.'* 

"  How  so  ?    What  do  you  mean  when  you  say  that  ?" 

*'  I  just  mean  what  I  do  say,  that  it's  dark  now  and  Hkely  to  continue  po. 
It's  our  way,  you  see,  to  meet  in  the  dark,  and  so  we  say  our  say  to  each  other 
without  any  sort  of  trouble  ;  but  if  you  don't  like  it,  you  can  be  off  again,  you 
know.'* 

*'  Oh,  no-*no ;  only,  you  see,  as  we  are  strangers  and  from  the  country,  it  would 
hare  been  a  great  thing  for  us  to  have  had  the  pleasure  of  looking  at  some  of 
the  London  coves  of  the  right  sort.  But  of  course  it  is  all  right  enough,  and  as 
we  are  only  visitors,  we  ought  to  be  the  last  to  make  any  complaints,  so  we  are 
quite  content,  gentlemen.* 

**If,'*  said  Maggs,  in  his  peculiar  voice,  "the  strangers  are  anxious  for  a 
light,  why,  of  course,  they  can  haye  one.    I  suppose  they  know  our  custom  ?" 

•'  What  custom  ?" 

"  The  search  warrant,  we  call  it.  Whenever  any  one  comes  to  us  and  says 
he  is  a  family  man,  we  don't  doubt  him  for  a  moment,  but  four  of  us  search 
him."  .       ,, 

"  Oh,  indeed ;  but  you  said  something  about  a  light.' 

*!  I  did.     Charley,  my  boy,  get  us  a  light  if  these  gentlemen  wish  it." 

"  Directly,"  said  Charley,  and  he  left  the  room.  He  was  not  gone  above  three 
•minutes  when  they  all  saw  the  flash  of  a  light,  and  there  he  stood  in  the  entrance 
of  the  hall,  holding  a  torch  that  blazed  away  at  a  good  rate  above  his  head.  The 
scene  in  the  great  old  hall  was  now  strange  and  picturesque.  The  thieves  were 
grouped  about  the   place  in  such  a  way  that  scacely  one  of  their  faces   was 
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visible,  and  Maggs  still  sat   upon  the  chair  that  was  on  top  of  the  table,  but  a 
half  mask  covered  the  whole  of  the  upper  part  of  his  face. 

•'Well,  now,  are  you  satisfied?'  said  M^ggs,  in  the  same  tone  that  had  so 
puzzled  the  th'eves.     "  Now  you  have  a  light." 

"  Yes  ;  but— but " 

"  But  what  ?" 

"  We  can  see  nobody.'* 

"  Why,  what  unreasonable  men  you  mast  be.  I  thought  you  wanted  to 
look  at  each  other  to  make  quite  sure  that  neither  of  yon  was  a  spy  and  an 
officer  of  Bow  Street  in  disguise.     That  was  ray  idea." 

T  hese  words  were  quite  sufficient  to  convince  the  two  officers  that  ihey  were 
known,  and  in  »  moment  they  drew  back  to  the  door  of  the  hall,  and  one  of 
them  took  a  short  thick  holster  pistol  from  his  breast-pocket,  as  he  said  — 

**  I  am  an  officer,  and  I  warn  all  here  present  that  [  am  one  who  will  stand 
no  sort  of  nonsense.  It  was  my  duty  to  come  here,  and  here  I  am.  The  man 
who  makes  the  least  question  of  resistance  to  me,  that  minute  breathes  his 
last!" 

The  positive  boldness  of  such  words  as  these  from  one  man  to  no  less  than 
twenty,  for  a  few  moments  had  all  the  effect  that  the  officers  were  accustomed 
to  find  resulted  from  the  daring  spirit  in  which  they  usually  carried  on  their 
somewhat  perilous  profession. 


CHAPTER  CCXCVir. 

DICK     AND     JACK     GET     NOTICE     OF     THE     THIEVES*    INTENTIONS       REGARDING 

DUVAL. 

Under  ordinary  circumstances,  no  doubt,  the  two  officers  would  have 
managed  to  awe  the  assemblage  of  thieves  sufficently,  at  all  even's,  to  enable 
them  to  effect  their  own  escape  ;  but  the  circumstances  then  present  were  very 
far  from  ordinary,  and  those  wo  were  at  the  raaosion  felt  that  the  very 
existence  of  one  of  their  most  secret  and  important  places  of  meeting  was  at 
stake. 

It  was  no  uncommon  ;hing  for  a  Bow  Street  officer  to  go  into  a  public-house, 
and  wi'h  a  pistol  in  his  hand,  pick  out  his  man  from  amid  thirty  or  forty  of 
his  companions;  but  that  dodge,  as  Mr.  Maggs  called  it,  would  not  do  there  on 
any  account. 

It  was  Maggs  who  replied  to  the  officer  who  had  spoken  so  boldly  to  the 
assemblage. 

"  Well,"  he  said,  still  speaking  in  that  feigned  voice  which  comple'ely  set  at 
naught  all  ideas  of  detection — "  well,  what  next  V 

The  others  maintained  a  profound  silence,  and  the  officers  thought  that  they 
really  had  it  all  their  own  way. 

"  We  don't  want  any  one  in  particular,'*  said  he  who  held  the  pistol  in 
his  hand;  *'  but  we  know  w».ere  to  light  upon  a  snug  party  of  the  family  when 
we  do  want  any  one.     Ha  !  ha  !'* 

"  Ha!  ha!"  echoed  the  other  officer.     "Come  along.  Bill.* 

"  Yes,  that's  all  very  funny,"  said  Maggs  ;  "  but  what  if  we  say  No  to  your 
going  ?'* 

"  Do  voui^ay  it?' 

"  Well,  I'm  thinking  of  it." 

"  Who  are  you,  then  ?  Only  tell  me  that,  and  I'll  pop  a  pair  of  darbies  on 
you  like  a  flash  of  lightning,  and  take  you  to  the  nearest  cage.' 

*'  You  are  a  bold  speaker,"  said  Maggs. 

"You  are  a  bold  performer,  too.     My  name  is  Godfrey." 

•*  Oh,  i  know  that.    I  have  often  met  you  in  Newgate.     My  name  is  Maggs." 


'.V"vi 
1330  GENTLEMAN  JACK;  OR,  ;l  | 


r 


. 


V. 


As  he  spoke,  Maggs  took  off  his  mask  and  sat  quite  composedly  upon  his 
chair  upon  the  table,  fully  revealed  to  the  sight  of  the  two  officers,  who  were  as 
much  astonished  as  if  some  apparition  of  some  one  whom  they  knew  to  be  with 
the  dead  had  risen  up  before  their  eyes. 

A  suppressed  kind  of  murmur,   like  the   drawing  of  a  long  bteath  among  the 
thieves,   might  now  be   heard,  for  they   all  felt  how   completely   Maggs  was 
committing  himself  by  this  bold  act,  and  they  knew  that  he  was  not  the  likely'  1. 
man  to  do  so  without  an  object. 

The  officers  glauced  at  each  other,  and  then  at  Maggs  again,  in  whose  identity 
they  seemed  hardly  able  to  believe. 
*'  Is  it  possible  ?"  said  one. 

*'  Quite  possible/  replied  Maggs,  in  his  natural  tone,  which  startled  them 
still  more. 

"  Are  you  Maggs,  the  trusted  odd  man  of  Newgate  1" 
**  Just  so— the  trusted  odd  man  of  Newgate— the  extra—" 
•'  The  confidential  supernumerary  of  the  sheriff?" 

*'The  confidential  supernumerary  of  the  sheriflP!'*  repeated  Maggs,  with  all  the 
calmness  m  the  world,  as  though  nothing  particular  were  amiss. 
*'  And  yet  you  are  here  ?" 
**  And  yet  I  am  here." 

*'The  companion — nay,  the  leader  and  the  captain  of  this  gang  of  the  family  of 
London." 

*'The  companion— nay,  the  leader  and  the  captain  of  this  gang  of  the  family 
of  London,"  responded  Maggs,  with  an  imitation  of  the  voice  of  the  officer  that 
produced  a  laugh  among  the  thieves. 

"  Then  may  I  be— Well,  never  mind  that.  There's  no  occasion  to  swear  about 
it;  but  I'll  have  you  in  Newgate  to-night,  or  I  will  know  some  better  reason 
why  than  I  do  at  present.  Come  along,  Jenkins.  We  will  take  this  fellow  with 
us,  at  a'l  events." 

"  Beware  1"  said  Maggs,  drawing  his  right  hand  from  his  breast,  where  it  had 
been  hidden,  and  showing  that  in  it  he  held  a  double-barrelled  pistol.    "  Beware 
I  say,  Mr.  Godfrey;   you  are  a  bold  man,  but  it  won't  go  down  here," 
*'  Won't  it  ?     1  summon  you  to  surrender,  Maggs." 
"I  decline." 
«  Take  that,  then  " 

Bang  went  the  officer's  pistol  at  the  head  of  Maggs.  Through  the  smoke  thel 
shot  was  returned,  and  with  a  shriek  Godfrey,  the  officer,  sprang  up  into  the  j 
air,  and  then  fell  a  corpse  with  a  bullet  in  his  brain.  i 

The  other  officer  made  an  ineffectual  attempt  to  escape  ;  but  the  sound  of  the' 
shots  seemed  to  have  awakened  any  slumbering  wild  or  angry  passion  in  the 
breasts  of  the  thieves.     With  a  yell  and  a  rush  they  threw  themselves  upon  him/ 
before   he   could  take  aim  with  the  pistol  that  he  had  hastily  produced,  and  he  ; 
fell  with  his  skull  broken  in,  and  Lis  face  covered  with  bloody  by  tfie  side  of  his" 
companion,  to  the  floor  of  the  room. 

*'Hold !"  cried  Maggs,  as  he  stood  up  to  his  full  height  upon  the  top  of  the 
table.     "  Hush  !— hush  !"  ' 

The  shout  of  triumph  that  had  been  half  raised  oy  the  thieves,  died  away  to  a 
strange  moaning  sound,  and  then  all  was  still. 
*'  Hold.  I  say,"  added  Maggs.    "Are  they  dead?" 
**  Dead  enough,"  said  a  voice. 
*'  Dead  as  dust,"  said  Charley. 

There   was,   now,   a  pause  of  a  moment  or  two's  duration,  and  then  Maggs 
proceeded,  in  a  clear,  distinct  voice,  to  speak. 

"  Comrades,"  he  said,  "  the  world  and  the  law  will  call  this  murder !     Let  us 

understand  that  quite  dearly  ;  but,  thank  God,  they  fired  the  first  shot.     They 

might  or  they  migU  not  have  got  else  off,  if  thev  had  behaved  a  little  ^iffer- 

enlly ,  but  they  tried  to  carry  off  the  thing  with  a  high  hand,  and  it  wouldn't  do." 

*'  No,  it  wouldn't  do." 
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**  Of  course  it  wouldn't.  The  fellow  fired  at  me.  He  had  his  chance,  and  I 
didn't  flinch  from  the  shot.  It  was  my  turn  then,  and  there  he  is.  Do  you  call 
this  murder  ?'* 

'*  No— no— no  !" 

♦*  Nor  do  I.  ITiey  were  spies,  too,  and,  by  all  the  laws  that  ever  were,  they 
deserved  the  death  they  have  come  by.  But  we  did  not  kill  them  on  that 
account.  They  were  mad  enough  to  suppose  that  they  could  come  here  and 
just,  at  the  mere  suggestion  of  their  business,  shoot  whom  they  pleased.  Are 
we  brute  beasts  that  we  are  to  put  up  with  that  sort  of  thing  ?  What  sort  of 
men  did  they  suppose  we  were  that  from  our  fellow-men,  just  because  they  are 
called  constables,  we  should  put  up  with  slaughter  or  imprisonment  at  their 
discretion  ?" 

"  Down  with  tVem,  and  all  like  them !" 

'*They  are  down  enough,  now,"  said  Charley.  "  But,  I  say,  Maggs,  old  boy, 
you  have  not  come  off  scot-free,  after  all ;  you  are  covered  with  blood,  and 
here  it  is  running  down  you  on  to  the  table,'* 

**  That  is  nothing,"  said  Maggs.    "  Godfrey  was  a  pretty  fair  shot,  and  the 
only  chance  I  had  was  that  I  was  above  his  aim,  rather ;  so,  you  see,  the  bullet 
just  passed  through  ray  cheek,  and  a  wound  in  the  face  is  sure  to  bleed  well 
Give  us  a  drop  of  cold  water,  Charley." 

'*  Ay,  that  I  will,  Maggs.  Never  mind,  old  fellow,  if  you  have  got  a  scratch 
you  went  in  and  won,  you  know." 

"  He  did  !■— he  did  !"  cried  the  others.     '*  A  cheer  for  Maggs." 

'•No — no,'*  said  Maggs,  "silence.  We  have  still  something  to  do.  This  is 
a  bad  and  awkward  job,  to  say  the  best  of  it,  and  it  ain't  over  yet." 

"  Ain't  it  ?"  said  one,  as  he  touched  the  dead  body  of  Godfrey  with  his  foot.- 
**  It's  over  with  this  one,  I  rather  think." 

"  And  the  t'other  one,  too,'*  growled  a  herculean  man,  who  had  dealt  with  a 
small  crow-bar  the  blow  to  Godfrey's  companion  that  had  stretched  him  dead 
by  the  side  of  his  comrade.     '*  I  heerd  his  noddle  go  scrunch  1'* 

<'  I  don't  mean  with  them,**  said  Maggs  ;  "  but  I  mean  that  we  have  some- 
thing yet  to  do.     We  must  put  them  under  ground,  and  that  quickly  too  ;  and 
everything  that  belongs   to  them  must  go  in  the  grave  with  them.     We  have 
•  then  our  secretin  our  own  keeping,  and  if  we  blab  it  is  our  own  look  out.'* 

"  Yes— yes  ;  bury  them,'*  said  several.  "  We  will  soon  manage  that— Here's 
Charljy  with  the  water,  Maggs.*' 

Without  another  word,  now,  Maggs  descended  from  the  table  and  well  washed 
the  wound  in  his  cheek,  and  then  he  wrapped  a  towel  round  it  as  well  as  he  could 
so  as  to  leave  his  mouth  free,  for  the  wound  was  in  a  very  awkward  place  for 
bandaging  at  alL 

The  thieves  watched  him  in  silence  until  he  had,  with  the  assistance  of 
Charley,  completed  the  bandaging  of  his  wounded  lace.  It  was  quite  evident 
that  they  looked  enfrely  to  him  for  directions  what  to  do  under  the  peculiar 
circumstances  in  which  they  were  placed,  and  no  one  made  the  least  movement 
to  interfere  with  the  dead  bodies  of  the  offcers  till  he  gave  the  word.  It  was  in 
an  odd  muffled  voice  then  that  Maggs  addressed  his  companions,  for  he  found 
that  if  he  spoke  freely,  the  wound  in  his  cheek  bled  sympathetically,  and  he 
already  felt  rather  weakened  by  the   excessive  hermorage  that  had  taken  place. 

They  all  listened  to  his  words  as  though  they  were  uttered  by  some  oracle 
whose  behests  there  was  no  such  thing  as  gainsaying,  and  who  was  certain  to 
advice  its  disciples  to  the  best. 

"  I  don't  think,"  began  Maggs—"  I  may,  of  course,  be  wrong  ;  but,  I  say,  I 
don't  think  it  at  all  likely  that  anybody  but  ourselves  has  the  least  idea  that  these 
two  men  are  here.  It  isn't  the  fashion  of  your  regular  Bow  Street  men  to 
say  much  about  the  expeditions.  If  one  tiits  upon  what  he  thinks  may  turn  out 
a  good  thing,  he  may  tell  another  for  the  sake  of  having  strength  with  him  and 
companionship  ;  but  they  will  neither  of  them  let  it  go  any  further  ;  therefore, 
my  idea  is,  that  these  two  fellows  will  be  just  missed,  and  that's  aU." 
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The  thieves  nodded  their  acquiescence  in  this  opinion. 

*'  Al!  we  have  to  do,  then,"  added  Maggs,  *'  is  to  put  them  out  of  sight  as 
soon  as  we  can,  and  then  this  old  crib  remains  as  good  as  ever  to  us,  and,  per- 
haps, better,  for  it  may  be  a  good  while  before  there's  another  hand  as  keen  as 
Godfrey  to  come  prying  about  it." 

"True,  true  enough  that,"   said  several. 

♦*  Charley,  my  boy,  you  know  the  garden  well." 

*'  Bather,"  said  Charley ;  "  and  I  can  tell  you  of  a  nice  place  to  put  'em. 
I  wonder  now  if  Bow  Street  officers  is  good  manure  for  gooseberry-bushes  V 

*'  For  what  ?" 

"  Gooseberry-bushes,  Mr.  Maggs  'cos  the  very  best  thing  to  do  is  to  pop  'em 
both  in  the  kitchen-garden,  and  raice  'em  nice  and  smooth  over,  and  pop  in  some  ' 
slips  of  gooseberry-bushes  over  'em,  you  see,  and  then  the  whole  affair  will  look 
as  natural  as  blazes." 

What  Charley  meant  precisely  by  a  place  looking  as  natural  as  blazes,  it  is 
rather  hard  to  say,  except  that  it  was  bis  modeol  expressing  the  very  height  and 
acme  of  the  natuial,  and  so  we  must  take  it. 

*'  Come  on,  then,"  said  Magg[S.  *'Let  us  set  to  work.  I*m  afraid  I  can  only 
look  on,  for  if  I  exert  myself  much  I  shall  bleed  to  death.  I  am  weakened 
enough  as  it  is,  but  I  will  stay  here,  my  lads,  and  see  all  snug." 

"No — no,"  said  one,  **  you  go  to  town,  Maggs,  and  see  to  your  wound.  We 
will  take  care  that  everything  is  right  here." 

*'  I  couldn't  do  it/'  said  Maggs.  *•  I  must  see  and  know  that  nothing  is  left 
amiss,  or  I  should  feel  too  anxious  for  rest.  Jt  won't  be  a  long  job,  though. 
Come  on  !  There  is  not  a  window  in  the  parish  that  looks  into  the  garden  of 
this  house,  that  I  know  for  a  fact,  so  we  can  use  lanterns  to  the  work.  Come 
on,  Charley.  There  are  four  spades  and  a  pick-axe  or  two.,  which  will  get  through 
the  work  quickly." 

"  That's  your  sort,"  said  Charley,  '*  it's  all  right.     Come  this  way  !" 

*'  One  thing  let  me  beg  of  you  all  to  recollect,"  said  Maggs,  '*  and  that  is, 
silence.  We  may  be  free  from  eye,  but  we  don't  know  how  near  some  ear  may 
be  to  us." 

They  now,  with  almost  noiseless  steps,  and  only  making  now  and  then  a  few 
short  observations  to  each  other  in  a  whisper,  proceeded  to  the  garden  after 
Charley.  The  rain  was  still  coming  down,  but  it  came  nearly  straight,  and  had 
subsided  into  one  of  those  small  misty  kinds  of  rain,  which,  when  once  set  in, 
seem  as  if  they  would  last  for  ever. 

The  thieves  wailed  upon  the  grass-plat  while  Charley  went  to  the  kitchen  for 
a  couple  of  stable  lanterns,  wiih  which  he  soon  re-appeared.  He  then  spread 
the  tools  that  Maggs  had  mentioned,  and  in  silence  he  kd  the  way  to  the 
kitchen- garden. 

,  ."There,"  he  said,  *' the  ground  is  loose  enough  already,  and  there  won't  be 
mych  trouble  about  the  job." 

He  proceeded  to  a  large,  and  apparently  well  dug  up  bed,  and  placed  the  lan- 
terns about  six  feet  apart  from  each  other. 

'.  "  There,"  he  said,  '*'  that  wi'.l  be  the  spot,  and  the  best  thing  to  do  is  to  carry 
every  shovelful  of  earth  away  for  some  time,  a.d  scatter  it  over  the  garden,  for 
there  will  be  lots  to' cover  them  up  with." 

"'  Yes,  Charley,  that's  it." 

It  was  a  strange  and  awful -looking  scene  now  that  was  being  enacted  in  that 
garden  amid  the  pattering  of  tbe  rain.  The  space  of  ground  did  not  admit  of 
more  than  three  persons  working  on  it  at  once,  one  with  the  pick-axe,  with 
which  the  soil  was  loosened  in  masses,  and  the  other  two  with  spades,  by  the 
aid  of  which  they  quickly  moved  it ;  but  by  turns,  every  one  present,  except 
Maggs,  had  a  share  of  the  labour,  for  they  relieved  each  other  at  it. 

In  this  way  a  grave,  somewhat  over  six  feet  in  length,  and  about  three  in 
width,  began  rapidly  to  appear,  and  by  the  constant  fresh  hands  that  were 
brouzht  to  bear  upon  it,  they  soon  got   it  to    about   five   feet  la  d-pth.     They 
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began  then  to  find  that  each  shovelful  of  earth  they  took  out  was  replaced  by 
an  equal  volume  of  water  from  some  spriog  that  they  had  touched  upon,  or  from 
mere  ground  drainage. 


;  CLAUDE   HAS  TWO   UNEXPECTED  \ISITORS   TO  HIM  IN   NEWGATB. 


"This  will  do,"  said  Charley,  as  he  threw  down  his  spade.  "We  are  deep 
enough.    And  now  for  the  bodies."  ^i.     u  j- 

"  Yes."  said  Maggs,  as  he  lifted  one  of  the  lanterns.^  <'Now  for  the  bodies. 
Who  will  go  and  get  them  ?     Don't  speak  all  at  once." 


Ifo.   155. 
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CHAPTER  CCXCVIII. 

SHOWS   U(3W  TORPIN  AND  JACK    PROCEEDED     TO   DO  SOMETHING   FOR   CLAUDE 

DUVAL, 

This  was  a  part  of  the  business  from  which  the  thieves  shrunk  back  rather, 
and  the  tone  of  irony  in  which  Maggs  spoke  was  a  result  of  his  conviction  that 
tbey  would  so  shrink  from  that  part  of  the  job. 

Nobody  moved  or  spoke. 

*'  Come,  old  friends,"  added  Maggs,  '*  I  can  answer  myself  for  it  that  you  are 
not  at  all  afraid  of  a  live  officer.  Don't  let  me  think  that  you  are  afraid  of  a 
dead  one." 

**  It's  an  ugly  job/'  said  one  now,  in  a  low  tone,  **  but  stilL  we  all  know 
that  it  must  be  done,  so  I  won't  shrink  from  it,  for  one," 

**  Nor  I,"  said  another. 

**  I  will  go  with  you,"  said  Maggs,  ^'  so  let  us  come  on  at  once,  old  friends, 
and  we  shall  soon  have  this  part  of  the  business  over.'* 

After  it  was  found  that  Maggs  intended  to  be  of  the  party  that  was  going  for 
the  bodies,  there  was  no  lack  of  volunteers,  but  Maggs  said,  with  a  good-tem- 
pered smile— 

"  No— no.  Two  will  do,  or  four,  at  the  outside — perhaps  four  will  be  better, 
as  then  they  can  be  brought  both  at  once,  and  that  will  save  some  trDuble,  cer- 
tainly, so  come  on,  four  of  you." 

Maggs  and  Charley  led  the  way.  The  latter  carried  one  of  the  lanterns,  and 
so  they  proceeded  to  the  large  hall,  where  the  strife  had  taken  place  that  had 
ended  in  the  tragical  death  of  the  two  oflBcers  who  had  thought  proper  to  run 
the  fearful  risk  of  coming  in  the  character  of  spies  to  the  thieves'  haunt. 

Charley  held  up  the  light,  and  its  rays  fell  upon  the  sickening  spectacle  below. 
The  thieves  again  shrunk  back  with  shudders  ;  but  Maggs,  who  saw  this  hesita- 
tion, and  who  knew  how  valuable  time  was  in  such  a  case,  cried  out — 

"  Up  with  them  at  once,  my  lads.  It's  like  taking  physic,  this  is.  The  sooner 
you  get  it  over  the  better.     Up  with  them." 

|,'Thus  urged,  the  members  of  the  "  family,"  who  would  not  at  all  have  been 
particular  about  what  they  did  in  vice  or  daring,  but  who  by  no  means 
liked  to  have  anything  to  do  with  the  dead,  picked  up  the  two  bodies,  and  in 
silence  followed  Charley,  while  Maggs  brought  up  the  rear. 

Those  who  were  around  the  grave  scon  saw  the  others  approaching  with  their 
ghastly  burthens,  and  they  moved  aside  as  they  came  near. 

"  Pitch  'em  in,"  said  Charley. 

"With  a  heavy  fall,  the  first  body  was  cast  into  the  grave. 

"  Now,  the  other.'* 

Dash  went   the  second ;  but  they  lay  rather  awkwardly,    occupying  much 
'  more  room  than  as  if  they  had  been  more  care^'ully  placed  in  that  narrow  and 
last  home  of  theirs,     Maggs  pointed  this  out,  saying  — 

SI"  Will  nobody  go  down  and  put  them  straight  ?    I   am   afraid  to  jump  it  for 
fear  of  my  wound  breaking  out  afresh  ;  but  if  nobody  else  will,  why,  I  must." 
i      *'  No,"  said  Charley,  *'  you  be  quiet,  Maggs,  or  you  will  bleed  to  death.     I'll 
'  do  it." 

They  all  looked  at  Charley  with  interest  as  he  sprang  down  into  the  grave 
upon  the  bodies,  and  began  to  kick  them  straight.  A  few  seconds  completed 
that  part  of  the  job,  and  then  he  scrambled  out. 

"  All's  right.     Fill  in." 

The  thieves  showed  no  lack  of  diligence,  truly,  in  setting  about  that  part  of 
the  work.  The  idea  that  they  were  once  and  for  ever  getting  rid  of  a  spectacle 
they  none  of  them  liked  to  look  upon,  inspired  them  with  strength,  and  in  the 
course  of  three  minutes  the  grave  was  nearly  level. 
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*'  Stamp  it  down,"  said  Maggs.  "  Stamp  it  down,  or  upon  the  first  rains  that 
get  through  it  you  will  have  it  all  settling  and  sinking/' 

"Yes,"  said  Charley,  "and  that  wouldn't  be  so  pleasant  for  me,  as  I  stay 
here,  if  any  one  should  choose  to  take  any  notice  of  it." 

Some  six  or  eight  of  them  now  stamped  upon  the  fresh  placed  earth  in  the 
grave,  and  naturally  reduced  its  height.  More  mould  was  then  thrown  upon 
the  top  of  that,  and  then  they  stamped  again,  until  even  Charley  was  tolerably 
satisfied,  and  he  said-* 

"Don't  trouble  yourselves  any  further.  I'll  plant  the  gooseberry  bushes  in 
the  morning,  and  then  the  place  will  look  as  natural  as  possible." 

'*  Then  the  job  is  over/*  said  Maggs. 

*'  Over  quite,"  said  the  others ;  and  then  they  stood  in  a  throng  by  the  side 
of  the  grave  of  the  two  officers.  It  was  by  no  means  the  policy  of  Maggs,  who 
had  taken  the  initiative  in  this  business,  to  allow  the  thieves  just  then  any  time 
for  reflection ;  so  he  spoke  at  once  about  yet  what  was  to  be  done. 

**  Attend  to  me,  now,  family  men,"  he  said.  "  What  we  want  all  of  us  is  to 
find  out  where  Dick  Turpin  and  Sixteen  string  Jack  are  to  be  found,  for  if  any- 
thing is  to  be  done  of  much  good  for  Claude  Duval,  they  are  the  fellows  to  help 
tis.  Now  I  do  think  that  if  some  half-dozen  of  you  were  to  set  about  looking 
for  them  in  earnest,  they  would  surely  be  found." 

*'0h,  yes,"  said  one.  "If  you,  Maggs,  will  provide  the  horses,  we  will 
set  oflF;  but  you  know  it  would  be  a  twelvemonth's  job  at  the  least  to  try  it  on 
foot." 

"  It  would  be  more  than  that,  ftiends,  for  I  don't  think  you  would  ever  come 
up  with  either  of  them  in  that  way.  I  will  give  you  every  one  to  the  extent  of 
six  a  note  to  old  Peter  at  the  Bull  Inn  near  Smithfield,  and  he  will  provide  a  horse 
for  the  love  of  it." 

"  I  will  go,  Maggs,"  cried  one.    "And  I— and  I — I,  too." 

"  Stop !  Don't  any  of  you  try  it  that  ain't  a  good  horseman,  for  if  you  do 
you  will  just  get  into  a  scrape,  and  perhaps  spoil  old  Peter's  nags.'* 

Several  shrunk  back  upon  this  statement;  but  Maggs  knew  them  all  well,  and 
had  soon  picked  out  six  upon  whom  he  knew  he  could  depend  quite  well,  and 
to  them  he  gave  the  necessary  order  for  horses. 

"  And  now,"  he  said,  "  1,  for  one,  must  bid  you  good-by,  Charley,  and  the 
sooner  you  be  off  the  better,  I  think,  for  it  ain't  very  far  off  morning." 

"  Yes— yes,  let  us  go," 

"  Go  easy,  though,  and  not  all  at  once.  You  know  where  we  meet  again,  and 
let  me  beg  of  you  all  to  be  something  more  than  cautious  now  about  this  place, 
for  after  what  has  happened,  we  don't  know  what  may  happen.  Good  luck  to 
you  aU,  and  good  night." 

The  thieves  were  all  soon  gone,  but  Maggs  managed  to  remain  behind  till 
the  last,  and  then,  placing  his  great  rough  hand  upon  the  shoulder  of  Charley, 
he  said — 

"  I  say,  old  fellow,  you  won't  like  this  crib  now  ?" 

Charley  did  not  reply  for  a  few  moments,  and  when  he  did,  it  was  rather  in  a 
confused  tone  that  he  said— 

"  I  don't  know,  Maggs,  that  I  should  care  to  say  as  much  to  any  one  but 
you  ;  but  the  truth  is,  I  shouldn't  like  it." 

"  It  is  not  natural  that  you  should,  old  fellow  ;  but  all  1  ask  of  you  is,  to 
stay  till  this  afiair  of  Claude  Duval  is  p\it  mto  some  sort  of  tune,  and  then  1 
should  say,  *  pack  up  and  be  off"  at  once  ;*  but  do  stay  till  then,  Charley." 

"  I  will  stay  as  long  as  you  like.  I  daresay  it's  likely  enough  that  at  times, 
at  night,  mind  you,- when  the  wind  is  a  howling,  and  the  rain  is  pattering  down, 
I  may  think  of  them  two  poor  devils  as  lays  yonder,  so  stili  and  quiet  now ;  but 
if  I  do,  Maggs,  I  know  better  all  the  while,  and  when  the  sunshine  comes  again 
in  the  morning,  and  I  see  that  it  shines  all  the  same  on  their  graves  as  any- 
where else,  I  shall  laugh  at  myself  for  a  fool  for  thinking  anything  of  it." 

"  Never  you  mind  that,  Charley.    It's  natural  you  shouldn't  like  it,  so  depend 
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upon  me,  old   fellow,  and  I'll  find  you  another  crib  before  long,    I  tell  you, 
Charley,  I  shouldn't  like  it  myself,  so  how  can  I  expect  anyone  else  to  do  so?'* 

**  You  are  a  good  fellow,  Maggs,  and  I  am  obliged  to  you." 

"  Don't  mention  it.     Grood-night,  now." 

Charley  held  open  the  door  in  the  garden-wall,  and  watched  the  retreatmg 
figure  of  Maggs,  as  it  went  tfirough  the  darkness,  until  it  was  completely  lost  ta 
him,  and  then,  as  he  closed  the  door,  he  shaded  his  eyes  with  his  hands,  and 
looked  round  him  as  he  never  before  had  looked  in  that  place. 

He  paused,  and  blew  a  shrill  whistle  by  the  aid  of  his  fingers.  It  was  soon 
answered,  and  then  Bill  stood  before  him.  ^,^^2: 

"  Well,  father,  it's  all  right,  I  suppose  ?"  said  Bill, 

"  Oh,  very  likely.     Go  to  roost,  Bill." 

"  Yes,  I'm  a  going.    Did  Ihey  cook  the  goose  of  them  nabs,  father?'* 

«What?" 

"  I  say,  did  they  settle  the  hash  of  ihem  fellows — eh  ?• 

**  Go  to  Led  and  don't  ask  such  questions.  Hark  you.  Bill,  There's  some 
things  that  the  less  you  happen  to  know  about  the  better  for  you,  so  don't  yoit 
be  too  inquisitive  now,  old  fe'iiow,'* 

«  Well,  but  I  only ** 

"  Be  off,  will  you  ?" 

Bill  made  a  precipitate  retreat,  and  then  Charley,  as  he  took  his  way  co  the 
kitchen,  muttered  to  himself — 

"  Confound  it,  I  shall  be  pestered  by  his  curiosity  now,  I  suppose,  night 
and  day.     No,  Maggs  is  right,  1  shall  never  lifee  it.     No — never." 

Leaving  Mr.  Charley,  now,  to  his  own  reflections,  we  will  follow  Maggs  to 
London,  whither  he  intended  to  walk  on  foot ;  for  it  was  one  of  his  maxims, 
whenever  he  was  upon  any  secret  expedition,  to  trust  much  rather  to  his  own 
speed,  than  to  make  evidence  of  his  having  been  upon  any  particular  road,  of  tho 
drivers  of  vehicles,  whether  pubhc  or  private. 

To  be  sure,  in  the  Edgeward-road,  for  Maggs  went  home  by  Kilburn,  he  got 
a  lift  at  the  back  of  a  carriage  for  a  mile  or  two,  before  he  was  observed  by  the 
footman,  in  the  rumble,  and  that  saved  him  considerably. 

It  was  about  five  o'clock  in  the  morning  when  Maggs,  looking  as  calm  and 
cool  as  possible,  and  wearing  rather  a  stolid,  stupid  look  upon  his  face,  ascended 
the  steps  of  Nef^gate,  and  tapped  at  the  wicket. 

"  Hilloa  !"  cried  the  ha^f  asleep  turnkej^  who  was  "  on  the  look."  **  Hilloa  I 
who's  there  ?     Mind,  no  tobacco  or  spirits  to  be  brought  into  the  prison." 

*'  It's  only  me,"  said  Maggs,  in  a  mild  tone, 

*'  Oh,  Maggs  ?" 

"  Yes,  Mr.  Moss,  it's  only  me  ;  but  I'll  come  again  if  you  thinks  it's  too 
soon,  sir,  only  I  thought  I  might  be  wanted,  you  see,  so  I  thought  I  would  tap 
at  the  wicket." 

*'  Oh,  ah,  it's  all  right.    Come  in/' 

"Thank  you."  *< 

"  Oh,  don't  mention  it ;  we  are  always  glad  to  see  you,  you  know,  'cos,  arter 
all,  you  are  a  good-tempered  chap." 

"  I  tries  to  do  my  best,"  said  Maggs,  as  he  slipped  through  to  wicket,  which 
the  turnkey  just  held  open  wide  enough  to  an  inch  to  let  him  in,  "I  always 
does  all  1  can  to  oblige  the  authorities,  Mr.  Moss." 

**  So  you  do,  Maggs.     So  you  do.     I  say,  old  fellow.* 

*' Yes,  Mr.  Moss  ?^' 

"  Just  step  over  the  way  and  get  a  pot  of  half-and-half.  I'm  as  thirsty  as  a 
coalheaver,  I  am,  and  there's  nobody,  you  know,  that  one  can  trust  to  get  it 
but  you." 

*<  Don't  mention  it,  Mr.  Moss.  I'm  only  too  happy  to  be  of  any  service  to  a 
gentleman  like  you,  you  know.     I'll  go  at  once." 

"Thank  you.     Don't  hurry,  now      I  know  what  a  fellow  you  are  when  you 
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are  going  an  errand  for  anybody.     You  are  so  glad  to  do  it,  you  are  half*  ready 
to  break  your  neck." 

*•  Ob,  no— no.     I  will  take  care.     You  like  it  wich  old  ale  ?** 

<•  1  do— I  do/' 

Maggs  wenl  over  the  way  for  the  beer,  and  the  turnkey  shaking  his  head  as  he 
looked  after  him  through  the  spikes  at  the  top  of  the  wicket-gate,  said-«»- 

"  He's  the  best  tempered  fellow  as  ever  I  came  near,  though  he  is  a  little 
soft.  Lor,  I  don't  know  what  he'd  do  if  it  wasn't  for  old  Newgale.  I  do  think 
he's  attached  to  the  very  stones  at  the  door,  and  if  he  isn't  so  bright  as  some 
folks,  why,  he's  as  faithful  as  an  old  mastiff  dog,  is  Maggs,  that  he  is ;  and  here 
he  comes  with  the  half-and-half,  a  carrying  of  it  as  steady,  so  as  there  should 
be  as  good  a  head  on  it  as  ever  was.     Come  in." 

'*  All  right,  Mr.  Moss.     It's  the  oldest  ale,'* 

"Drink,  Maggs." 

«*  No,  Mr.  Moss,  arter  you,  sir,  is  manners." 

"  Well,  here's  luck.'* 

The  turnkey  did  leave  about  a  wine  glass  of  half-and-half  at  the  bottom  of  the 
pot  for  his  worthy  and  esteemed  friend,  Maggs  ;  but  the  latter  drank  it  with  quire 
a  look  of  satisfied  humility,  and  the  turnkey  stamped  upon  the  stone  pavement 
as  though  he  would  prettle  the  liquor  in  his  stomach  properly  by  so  doing,  as  he 
said — 

**  By  gosh,  it's  prime,  that.** 

"Very  good,  sir." 

**  I  say,  Maggs,  old  boy— why — what's  the  matter  with  your  face?  You  hnve 
got  it  tied  up,  old  fellow." 

"  Ah,  I  do  think  as  it  was  some  of  those  horrid  family  coves,  as  they  call 
themselves,  that  did  that.  1  was  just  passing  the  end  of  Field  Lane,  when  o  it 
came  a  couple  of  fellows,  and  one  of  'em  made  a  cut  at  me  with  something,  and 
laid  my  cheek  open,  as  you  see  it.  I  daresay,  Mr.  Moss,  now,  they  knew  as  I 
came  to  the  prison  here,  and  did  all  I  could  for  such  gentlemen  as  you." 

'*  1  shouldn't  wonder.  It's  a  confounded  shame,  though  ;  but  my  mind  has 
been  a  little  bit  distuibed  or  so,  Maggs,  by  a  something  that  has  happened  here 
only  about  half  an  hour  ago." 

*'  Indeed,  Mr.  Moss,  it  would  need  to  be  something  particular  to  disturb  such  ; 
a  mind  as  you  have,  sir." 

'*  Well,  my  good  fellow,  perhaps  you  are  right  there,  and  I  will  say,  Ma^s, 
that  for  real  downright  good  judgment,  et  times,  you  beat  any  one  that  1  ever 
heard  of;  but  1*11  just  tell  you.*' 

*•  Do,  Mr.  Mess — oh  do,  sir.'*. 

*'  Well,  I  was  sitting  on  this  here  chair  a  thinking  of  nothing  at  all,  but  I 
wasn't  asleep — mind  jou,  I  never  go  to  sleep  while  I  am  on  the  lock.'* 

**  You  couldn't,  Mr.  Moss,  cos  it's  contrary  to  the  rules." 

*' Just  so,"  said  Moss,  with  a  slight  smile  of  pity  for  the  simplicity  of  his 
friend  Maggs.  "Just  so,  as  you  saj^  I  couldn't,  for  it's  contrary  to  the  rules. 
Well,  here  1  was,  wide  awake,  when  some  one  came  bang  up  the  steps  as  if  he 
owned  all  Newgate,  and  givitjg  such  a  rattle  at  the  wicket,  that  it  was  nigh 
enough  to  have  it  down,  he  cried  out — 

*' '  Hilloa,  turnkey  ! — You  fellow,  th  ere  !* 

"  •  Yes,  sir,'  says  I,  a  running  up  to  the  wicket,  for  I  thought,  to  be  sure,  it 
was  some  great  man  or  another,     *  Yes,  sir,*  says  I. 

*' '  How  is  Claude  Duval  ?'  he  cried. 

**  *  Better,  sir,*  says  I. 

"  *  Oh,  very  well,  d — n  you  !'  says  he,  and  away  he  went,  leaving  me  a  star- 
ing like  a  stuck  pig,  and  at'ore  I  could  think  of  sending  anybody  to  nab  him,  he 
was  off,  and  out  of  all  sight  and  hearing.  Now,  what  do  you  think  of  that, 
Maggs?'* 

"  1  don't  know  what  to  think.     If  you  can't  think  what  it  was,  Mr.  Moss,  it  f 
ain't  at  all  likely  that  I  should." 
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*•  Well,  there's  something  ia  that  j  but  I'm  regularly  bothered  by  it,  it  was  so 
cool.  Weil,  it's  no  use  plaguing  oneself.  Just  step  over  the  way,  and  get  another 
pot,  Maggs." 


CHAPTER  CCXCIX. 

IIETURN'S  TO     DICK    TUEPIN     AND     SIXTEEN-STRING    JACK    IN  THE     PARK  AT 

GREENWICH, 

While  all  these  things  were  going  on  in  London,  Claude  Duval  being  in  bis 
gloomy  cell  in  Newgate,  and  Mr.  Maggs  doing  all  that  was  in  his  power  to  work 
out  his  release,  Dick  Turpin  and  Sixteen-string  Jack  were  by  no  means  idle. 

It  will  be  recollected  that  we  left  them  in  no  very  enviable  position  in  the 
o'*!  park  at  Greenwich,  where,  if  they  had  not  in  so  strange  and  unexpected  a 
Banner  overheard  sufficient  to  convince  them  that  they  where  in  great  danger 
fii  m  the  treachery  of  the  inn-porter,  they  would  in  all  likelihood  have  fallen 
into  the  snare  laid  for  them  by  that  foolish  individual. 

Foolish  he  was,  in  every  sense  of  the  word,  for  in  the  first  place,  it  is  foolish 
to  break  faith  with  any  one  ;  and  in  the  second  place,  he  was  foolish,  even  viewing 
the  affair  solely  as  regarded  what  he  might  get  by  it,  and  throwing  all  common 
feeling  and  honour  overboard,  for  he  would  have  got  double  and  treble  from 
Turpin  and  Jack,  than  ever  he  could  hope  to  wrest  from  the  cupidity  of  the 
officers,  who  would,  of  course,  grudge  him  every  penny-piece  that  he  might  take 
from  them,  even  if  the  plan  to  apprehend  Jack  and  Dick  had  been  successful,  of 
■which  the  officers  themselves  could  not  help  entertaining  the  gravest  doubts. 

When  the  fortunate  discovery  that  the  two  adventurers  made,  assured  them 
that  they  were  all  but  caught  in  a  trap,  their  first  idea  was  not  to  leave  the  spot 
until  they  had  taken  some  revenge  upon  the  inn- porter.  I 

"Jack,*'  said  Dick  Turpin  in  a  whisper.  '•  Let  us  get  back  again  the  way  we 
came,  and  be  off  at  once."  j 

"But  that  lascal?"  I 

"  Yes,  we  know  that  he  is  a  rascal,  but  what  can  we  do  ?  You  see,  or  rather 
yoii  know  without  seeing,  that  the  Philistines  are  in  force  about  this  spot,  and 
you  know  that  we  have  no  chance  with  such  a  mob  of  them."  I 

"No;  arid  yet "  I 

"Yes,  I  know  what  you  would  say,  it  is  a  hard  thing  to  let  that  rascal  off, 
and  I  admit  that  it  is  ;  but  of  all  things  that  keep  well.  Jack,  command  me  to 
revenge,  which,  as  long  as  you  like  to  take  care  of  it,  never  turns  mouldy  or 
sour."  j 

"  There  is  truth  in  tha<-.    Come  on."  ^    , 

They  surmounted  the  wall  again,  and  were  well  pleased  when  they  found  their 
horsfs  quite  safe  under  its  shadow.  To  tighten  the  girths,  and  to  mount,  was 
the  work  of  a  few  moments,  and  then  they" lingered  a  little,  and  listened,  for  they 
could  now  hear  plainly  the  tramp  of  horses  feet  upon  the  heath.  I 

"  By  George !  they  have  got  some  mounted  men  from  Woolwich,  I'd  lay  any 
money,'*  said  Dick. 

*'Then  come — we  have  no  time  to  lose." 

"  Not  a  moment.     This  way,  Jack." 

Dick  was  well  enough  acquainted  with  the  heath,  and  he  struck  off  to  the 
right,  keeping  well  under  the  shadow  of  the  park  w^all.  That  is  to  say,  suppos- 
ing their  foes  to  be  to  the  wall,  they  went  then  to  the  right,  which  took  them 
through  the  valley  at  the  base  of  Shooter's  Hill. 

A  quarter  of  an  hour's  riding  brought  them  out  by  the  river  side,  at  some  dis- 
tance below  Greenwich,  but  it  was  a  very  wild  and  desolate-looking  spot  of 
ground  that  they  debouched  upon.  The  river  lay  glistening  before  them,  lazily 
heaving  to  and  fro,  looking  thick  and  slimy,  as  it  was  just  beginning  only  to  feel 
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the  influence  of  the  rising  tide.  On  ♦■he  opposite  shore  they  could  see  a,  few- 
dim  lights,  that  seemed  as  vapours  flitting  there,  and  as  they  varied  in  intensity 
to  be  going  out  and  in  each  passing  moment.  A  keen  whistling  wind  was 
blowing. 

*'  Not  a  very  comfortable  prospect  this,  Jack,*'  said  Turpin. 
*'  Far  from  it.     Do  you  know  the  route  by  the  river  side  ?" 
*'  Why,  yes,  I  do,  but  I  am  thinking,  as  it  leads  direct  into  Greenwich,  that  it 
won't  be  the  best  for  us  to  take      Oh!   if  we  could  only  get  acioss  the  water 
now,  Jack." 
*'  Impossible.*' 

*•  Nay,  nothing  is  impossible  of  that  kind.    The  only  difficulty  will  be  to  get 
a  craft  that  will  hold  the  cattle." 
j      *'That  is  what  I  mean  Dick,  when,  I  say  it  is  impossible.     You  don't  think 
that  a  wherry  would  answer  the  purpose,  do  you,  and  you  don't  think  of  swim- 
ming the  river,  I  suppose  ?'* 

•*  Neither,  Jack ;  and  yet  I  think  there  is  a  chance.    You  see,  it  is  high  water, 
and,  in  fact,  it  is  only  just  on  the  turn.     There  then  lies  my  hope  of  gettmg 
across;  and  now  tell  me  if  you  see  anything  black  about  half-way  between  here 
and  the  middle  of  the  stream  ?'* 
"  Yes,  a  barge  of  some  sort." 

*'  Very  good.  There  is  generally  but  one  man  on  board  the  Thames  barges,  or 
a  man  and  a  boy  at  most,  so  there  will  not  be  many  people  to  pay,  you  see, 
and  I  don't  think  there  will  be  any  great  difficulty  in  getting  the  horses  on 
board." 

*•  Well,  if  it  can  be  done—" 
"  We  will  see. — Hilloa — boat  here— boat  1' 

"  Here  you  are,  sir,"  said  a  waterman  springing  up  from  Heaven  only  knows 
where  in  a  moment. 

Dick  dismounted,  and  whispered  to  Jack  to  hold  his  horse,  and  then  turning 
to  the  man,  he  said, 

"Can  you  row  me  to  that  barge  out  yonder  ?*' 
**  Yes,  sir,  surely." 

*'  Very  well,  do  so  ;   I  will  pay  you  as  if  it  were  for  a  large  jo^.* 
Jack   said   nothing,   but  he  could  not  think  it  possible  that  Dick  Turpin 
should  succeed  in  getting  across  the  river  with  two  horses.      He  did  not  fully 
estimate  the  mag'c  power  ot  gold,  though,  for  in  the  course  of  five  or  six  minutes 
Dick  came  back  to  him,  and  said,  laughingly — 

*'  He  will  do  it.  The  waterman  will  help  him,  and  he  will  pull  the  barge  in,  as 
it  is  high  water,  close  enough  for  us  to  jump  on  board  with  the  horses.  If  we 
had  not  the  command  of  our  cattle  as  we  have,  I  don't  mean  to  say  it  would  be 
possible,  but  we  can  do  it." 

"  Well  done,  Dick ;  it  will  be  no  bad  thing,  certainly,  to  place  the  Thames 
between  us  and  certain  parties." 

'*  A  capital  thing.     But  here  they  are.'* 

The  barge  lazily  made  its  way  by  the  aid  of  its  long  sweeps  close  enough  to 
the  bank,  and  then  the  man  on  board  lit  a  lantern,  as  he  called  out— 

"All's  right,  gentlemen.  I  suppose  it's  a  lark  or  a  wager  of  some  sort;  but  I'll 
put  you  on  shore,  if  your  horses  will  do  it." 
"  Put  out  the  light,  then,"  said  Dick,  ''  they  won't  jump  towards  the  light." 
"  Very  good,  sir." 

The  lantern  was  at  once  extinguished,  and  then  Dick  said — 
"  It's  loaded  with  potatoes,  the  barge.  Jack,  and  there  will  be  a  good  foothold 
for  the  cattle  on  the  sacks.     Don't  jump  till  I  tell  you." 
*'  \o,  I  will  manage  all  right." 

The  leap  was  nothing,  but  Dick  turned  his  horse  and  took  the  whole  breadth 
of  the  road- way  first,  and  then  just  lifting  him  by  the  bridle,  and  giving  a  touch 
with  the  spur,  the  creature  cleared  the  space  easily  and  lit  upon  the  potato  sacks. 
*'  Bravo  !"  cried  the  bargeman. 
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*•'  Bray-vo!"  sung  out  a  little  boy  of  about  six  years  old,  who  was  on  board- 
"Bray " 

"Hold  your  row,  will  you  V*  said  the  man,  throwing  a  potato  at  him. 

**  Now,  Jack,*'  cried  Dick,  '*  all's  clear.*' 

In  another  moment  Jack  was  onboard.  His  horse  sfumbled  a  little  upon  the 
potatoes,  but  quickly  recovered,  and  both  he  and  Dick  then  dismounted,  and  held 
the  creatures  by  the  head,  and  patted  them  into  high  good  humour. 

"  Now  off  with  you,"  said  Dick  to  the  bargeman,  as  he  slipped  a  guinea  into 
the  hands  of  the  waterman,  who  was  highly  delighted  with  his  remuneration  for 
such  a  little  job,  which  altogether  had  not  taken  up  ten  minutes. 

The  barge  lazily  swept  out  into  the  river  again,  and  the  man  in  a  voice  of 
great  deference,  said— 

"  Land  you  where  you  likes,  gentlemen  ;  opposite  or  further  on  :  it's  just  as 
you  likes  to  say,  gentlemen." 

"All  we  want  is  to  get  across,"  said  Dick,  "so  you  can  land  us  at  any  spot 
that  is  most  convenient  to  yourself," 

*'  Very  good,  sir." 

The  barge  made  a  diagonal  progress  across  the  stream,  and  it  must  be  recol- 
lected that  the  Thame^i  was  in  a  very  different  condition  then  to  what  it  is  now. 
There  were  no  steamers  to  render  the  river-highway  troublesome  and  intricate, 
nor  were  the  banks  so  lined  with  buildings  for  the  purposes  of  trade  as  they  are 
now ;  therefore,  it  was  much  easier  to  perform  such  a  feat  as  that  performed  by 
Dick  Tarpin  and  Jack  upon  the  night  in  question,  than  it  would  be  to  do  so  at 
the  present  time. 

There  was  a  little  wooden  quay  that  jutted  out  into  the  water  a  short  distance, 
and  the  bargeman  pointing  it  out,  observed,  that  if  he  just  put  his  barge  along- 
side of  it,  it  would  be  the  easiest  thing  in  the  world  for  the  gentlemen  to  walk  their 
horses  on  shore. 

That  will  do,  my  good  fellow,'*  said  Dick  ;  "  pull  into  there,  and  as  we  shall 
soon  be  on  shore,  there  is  your  five  guineas  for  the  job," 

*'  Many  thanks  to  your  honours.  This  here  money  will  make  me  and  my 
wife  and  little  *ua  a  deal  more  comfortable  this  winter  as  is  coming,  than  we 
should  have  been ;  so  long  life  and  good  luck  to  you." 

''  Thank  you." 

The  barge  shot  very  gently  alongside  the  old  quay,  and  in  a  minute  both  Dick 
and  Jack  were  on  shore. 

••  This  is  well  done,"  said  Jack,  "I  admit.  Good  night  to  you,  Mr.  Bargeman, 
and  it  will  be  just  as  well  that  you  say  nothing  about  this  little  affair  to  any  one." 

"  Not  a  word,  sir.  Lord  bless  you,  sir,  my  master  would  set  to  abusing  a 
fellow  like  a  mam'ac  if  he  know'd  it.  Good  night  to  you  both  for  a  couple  of 
real  gents  as  you  is." 

Dick  laughed. 

"  Oh,  gold— gold,"  he  said,  *•  is  it  any  wonder  that  men  cheat,  and  swindle 
and  cringe,  and  lie,  and  rob  for  you,  when  you  are  such  an  enchanter  that  a  few 
bright  pieces  of  your  precious  substance  wins  all  hearts  !" 

"  And  creates'  a  couple  of  highwaymen,"  said  Jack,  laughing  "  into  two  real 
gents." 

"  Just  so.    But  how  the  deuce  are  we  to  get  out  of  this  ?" 

Jack  whistled  and  then  laughed  again,  for  a  brief  glance  at  their  position  now 
showed  them  that  they  were  in  a  sort  of  yard,  enclosed  on  the  two  sides,  with 
the  river  one  way  and  a  pair  of  great  gates  the  other,  so  that  they  were  com- 
pletely shut  in. 

"  Here*s  a  fix,"  said  Dick. 

"  A  regular  man-trap,"  said  Jack.     **  You  don't  think  this  is  a  regular  sell  of 
our  friend  the  bargeman  ?'* 
"  Oh,  no—no ;  and  yet—" 

*'  Yet,  you  don't  know  what  to  think  V 

*'  No,  I  was  not  going  to  say  that ;   I  was  going  to  add,  that  surely  there  could 
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not  be  much  difficulty  in  getting  out.  Let  us  try  it.  There  ia'a  way  in  here,  and, 
consequerth,  there  must  be  a  wa\  out,  for  everybody  don't  come  here  by  the 
Thames,  you  may  depeid." 

"No,  but  there  may  be  seme  chance  against  letting  us  out.  This  is  a  timber- 
yard,  Dick,  don't  you  see  ?" 

They  both  rode  forward  through  the  yard,  which  was  about  a  hundred  feet 
in  length,  till  they  came  to  the  two  great  gates,  ard  then,  through  the  chink  left 
by  thfir  pcini  of  closing,  they  could  plainly  see  a  light  shining.  W  hat  that  light 
meant,  or  wl  ether  it  was  in  a  L-treet  or  leading  to  srrae  prixate  dwelling,  they 
bad  no  possible  n.eans  of  knowing.  Dick  here  dismounted,  and  tried  the  gates, 
but  they  were  evidently  fast  on  the  other  side. 

No  T53;  _— ^. 
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"  Be  careful,  Dick,"  said  Jack. 

"Oh,  yes,  but  we  can't  stay  here,  you  know." 

As  he  spoke,  Dick  gave  the  gate  a  couple  of  kicks,  that  made  it  shake  again, 
and  then  a  terrified  voice  called  out  from  the  other  side— 

*'  Murder  and  turf !  what's  that  I  see  ?  Oh,  bedad,  I  see  nothing,  but  I  mean 
hear  it  ?  Murder,  what  is  it  ?" 

"  Open  the  gate." 

*' Is  it  the  gate?" 

*'  Open  the  gate,  fellow." 

"  Oh,  then,  by  the  holy  poker,  it's  a  ghost  of  somebody  ye  is,  surely  \** 

"No,  it's  all  right  ;  open  the  gate  at  once,  or  it  will  be  worse  for  you." 

"  Worse  for  me,  is  it  ?  I  will,  then  ;  it  can't  be  much  worse  for  me  than  being 
a  private  watchman  here,  and  only  getting  seven  shillings  a  week  and  no  per- 
quisites from  that  same,  any  way." 

*•  Well,  here's  a  guinea  for  you  ;  but  you  seem  as  if  you  didn't  care  about  it 
by  your  keeping  the  gate  between  you." 

"  Js  it  a  guinea  ?  Then,  murder  I  the  gate  shall  not  stand  in  the  way, 
anyhow;  and  here  it  goes,  bedad." 

The  gate  swung  on  its  heavy  hinges,  and  the  Irish  watchman  lifted  up  his 
lantern,  and  when  he  saw  two  mounted  men,  his  mouth  and  eyes  opened  to 
such  alarming  widths,  that  it  seemed  very  unlikely  that  they  would  ever  close 
again. 

'  Well,  what's  the  matter  now?"  said  Dick.  "  Do  you  take  us  for  a  couple 
of  ghosts  ?" 

*'  Ghosts,  is  it,  sir,  you  said  ?"  " 

"  Yes,  stupid.     What  do  you  take  us  for  ?" 

"  Oh,  bedad^  then*  did  you  come  out  of  the  river?  or  did  you  drop  from  the 
moon  ?" 

Dick  placed  a  guinea  in  the  hand  of  the  watchman,  and  said  to  him,  with 
great  solemnity  of  macner*^ — 

•'  A  silent  tongue  shows  a  wise  head.     Good  night.' 

"Eh?" 

"Goodnight."" 

"A  Y  Z,  did  you  say  ?  A  silent  tongue  and  A  Y  Z  ?  But  murder  and  turf> 
where  did  you  come  from?'*  • 

Dick  laughed,  and  put  his  horse  to  a  trot,  and  Jack  followed  him.  They 
hcaid  a  large  bell  begin  to  ring,  and  then  they  quickened  their  pace,  and  were 
soon  a  couple  of  miles  from  the  wharf  by  the  river  side.  It  was  Jack  who  drew 
rein  just  as  they  heard  a  clock  strike  four,  and  said^— 

"  Dick.  I  have  a  fancy  to  call  at  Newgate." 

"  Cail  at  Newgate?     You  are  joking.  Jack  ?" 

"No.  I  think  I  should  like  to  call  and  see  how  Claude  Duval  is.  lam 
weary,  and  want  some  rest.  We  can  put  up  our  horses  after  that,  you  know, 
at  the  old  place,  where  we  shall  be  quite  safe,  in  Barbican.  But  1  feel  as  if  I 
couldn't  sleep  a  wink  till  I  know  that  Claude  is  better." 

"  But,  Jack,  when  you  talk  of  visitin?  Newgate — Really,  now " 

"  I  know  what  you  would  say.  You  think  it  a  mad-headed  plan,  and  that  I 
must  be  out  of  my  mind  to  dream  of  it ;  but  nothing  is  easier.  There  will 
be  only  one  man  on  the  lock  at  the  wicket  gate,  and  if  any  one  goes  up 
to  him  suddenly  with  a  bounce,  he  will  be  as  civil  as  possible.  You 
can  wait  for  me  at  the  corner  of  Newgate  Street ;  for,  of  course,  I  will 
go  on  foot.  I  assure  you,  Dick,  there  is  no  danger  in  it  whatever,  and 
it  may  easily  be  done.*' 

'If  there  were  danger.  Jack,  you  know,  I  ano  not  exactly  the  fellow  to  shrink  • 
from  any  little  enterprise  on  that  account ;  but  as  you  put  it,    I   don't  suppose 
there  is  any  danger.     The  safety  of  these  kind  ofihings  lies  all  in  the  way  they 
are  done." 

"  Just  so,  Dick.     To  hesitate,  is  to  be  lr?t  " 
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"  I  know  it.     Will  you  let  me  do  it  ?" 

*'  Don't  ask  me,  Dick,  old  fellow.  I  feel  pretty  sure  that  I  can  manage  it, 
because  my  whole  heart  and  soul  are  wrapt  up  in  Claude's  safety.  I  admit  that 
jiny  nerves  are  shaken,  and  that,  under  ordinary  circumstances,  you  could  do 
such  a  thing  much  better  than  I  ;  but  now  the  strong  motive  gives  me  power." 

"  Very  good,  Jack.     Be  it  so.'* 

They  now  rode  on  at  a  slashing  pace  to  London,  and  it  was  in  reality  Jack 
■who  had  so  audaciously  mounted  the  steps  of  Newgale,  and  asked  the  turnkey 
who  was  on  duty,  how  Duval  was. 

It  will  be  remembered  that  the  turnkey  had  informed  Maggs  of  the  encounter, 
and  Maggs,  who  at  once  guessed  that  it  was  either  Jack  or  Turpin,  felt  very 
much  vexed  that  he  had  not  reached  the  prison  a  little  sooner,  for  in  that  case  he 
would  have  been  able  to  tell  which  of  them  it  was,  and  what  was  doing  for  Claude 
Duval. 


CHAPTER  CCC. 

DICK   AND   JACK  PUT   UP   AT    THE    OLD   PUNCH   BOWL  IN  BAHCICAN. 

Somewhat  encouraged  by  the  answer  that  the  turnkey  at  the  gate  of  Newgate 
had  given  to  the  inquiry  concerning  Claude  Duval,  Jack  had  joined  Turpm 
at  the  corner  of  Newgate  Street  at  once,  and  they  both  trotted  towards  Smith- 
field  at  a  smart  pace. 

"  He  is  better,"  said  Jack. 

"  Glad  to  hear  it,"  replied  Dick.  *'  You  feel  all  the  better,  in  consequence, 
\don't  you,  Jack  ?" 

"In'leed,  1  do." 

*'  I  thought  you  would  ;  and  now  what  you  want,  old  fellow,  is  rest.  I  know 
that  you  will  be  much  more  efficient  after  a  good  ten  or  twelve  hours'  sleep  than 
you  can  possibly  be  now,  and  although  I  know  that  I  can  do  without  rest  as 
well  as  most  men,  yet  1  feel  as  if  a  good  snooze  would  be  rather  a  glorious 
thing." 

*'  There  is  truth  in  what  you  say,  Dick.  I  am  quite  willing  to  put  up  at  the 
old  quarters,  in  Barbican.  1  feel  that  nothing  can  be  done  for  Claude  just  now, 
and  with  the  conviction  that  he  is  better,  which  I  suppose,  after  all,  means  that 
he  is  not  dead,  I  will  try  to  be  content  for  a  little  time,  at  least  ;  so  let  us  push 
on." 

A  very  few  minutes  sufficed  now  to  take  them  across  Smithfield,  and  then 
rapidly  crossing  Aldersgate  Street,  they  made  their  way  to  Barbican,  and  drew 
rein  at  the  low  doorway  of  a  public-house,  adjoining  to  which  was  a  livery 
•stable. 

"  We  both  of  us  know  this  old  crib  well  enough,"  said  Dick,  as  he  dismounted. 
"**  You  have  been  here  too  often,  I  suppose  ?" 

*'  Yes,  Dick,  often  enough  before  you  were  thought  of  on  the  road." 

"  Like  enough — like  enough,  Jack.  Where  the  deuce  is  the  bell  ?  Oh,  it  is 
here.  All's  right !  It  is  so  covered  with  mud  that  I  began  to  think  it  had  gone, 
and  that  the  old  shop  had  got  into  other  hands."  • 

Dick  Turpin  had  been  feeling  under  the  ledge  made  by  the  front  of  the  old 
wooden  step  of  the  ancient  doorway,  and  there  at  last  he  found  a  square  piece  of 
metal  let  into  the  wood-work,  which,  upon  being  smartly  pressed,  he  knew  rang 
A  private  bell  that  was  in  the  bed-room  of  the  landlord. 

The  bell,  and  the  mode  of  ringing  it,  was  only  known  to  those  who  were  in 
the  thorough  confidence  of  the  landlord,  and  it  was  an  understood  thing  there 
■when  it  was  ranj/  he  should  attend  to  it  immediately. 

Three  minutes  had  not  elapsed  when  a  voice,  through  a  little  wicket  in  the 
great  door,  that  was  about  six  inches  wide,  said — 

*•  What  is  the  caper  ?" 
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'•Turpin/'  said  Dick.     **  That's  you,  Ben,  aiu't  it  ?" 
"  Rather.     Come  in,  old  fellow.     Ha  !  who  is  with  you  ?" 
•'  Look  at  him."'' 

*'  How  can  1  look  by  this  twixt  and  between  sort  of  light  ?  But  it  don't  matter. 
I  Come  in,  both  of  you." 

*'  What,  on  horseback?"  said  Jack. 

**  Bother  take  my  head,"  said  the  landlord,  '*what  am  T  thinking  of?  Wait 
half  a  minute,  and  I'll  open  one  of  the  gates  next  door  for  you." 

The  name  over  the  gate  of  the  livery  stables  was  not  the  same  that  appeared 
over  the  door  of  the  public-house,  but  the  whole  concern  was  under  one  manage- 
ment, and  in  a  few  seconds  one  of  the  gates  was  opened,  and  Dick  and  Jack  led 
in  their  horses  to  a  very  tidy  kept  and  comfortable  stable-yard.  The  gate  was^ 
bolted  and  barred  again,  and  then  the  landlord,  as  he  speedily  lighted  a  stable- 
lantern,  turned  sharply  and  said— 

"  Now  then,  Dick  Turpin,  who  is  your  friend  ?" 
*'  You  don't  mean  to  say  that  you  don't  know  me?"  said  Jack, 
*'  Why,  Jack  r" 

"  The  same.  It  is  true  that  I  have  not  seen  you  for  a  couple  of  years  now,  but 
as  you  have  seen  me  since  that  awful  day  when  all  the  world  believed  me  dead, 
you  are  not  surprised  that  I  still  linger." 

"Still  linger  ?  What  do  yo  mean  by  talking  of  still  lingering,  Jack  ?     We  expect 
to  see  you,  and  hear  of  you,  for  many  a  long  day  to  come.    But!  can  guess  what 
has  brought  you  both  up  to  London  :   it  is  about  Claude." 
"  Yes,  to  be  sure." 

"  Well,  poor  fellow,  I  am  afraid  he  is  booked  at  last." 
"  What  do  vou  mean  by  that  ?'* 

*•  Why,  that  they  will  keep  him  till  he  is  of  no  use,  now  that  they  once  have- 
him  safely." 

"  You  mean  that  they  will  hang  him,"  said  Dick  Turpin  ;  *'  but  there  are  two 
words  to  that  bargain.  We  are  going  to  try  what  can  be  done,  and  it  is  not  a 
trifle  that  will  stop  us,  either  as  to  money  or  danger." 

"  Well,  I  can  give  you  some  news,  too,  and  that  is,  that  the  *  family'  have 
made  up  their  minds  to  try  their  best.'* 
•'You  don't  say  so!" 
'*  Yes,  I  do.    You  have  heard  of  Maggs  ?" 

Both  Dick  and  Jack  shook  their  heads,  and  the  landlord  smiled  as  he  added — 
"  You  have  heard  of  Colonel  Blue  V 

"  To  be  sure ;  the  dashing  chap  that  used  to  be  on  the  western  road,  some  years 
ago;  but  there  was  a  report  that  he  was  shot." 

"  So  he  was,  but  it  did  not  kill  him,  though  it  laid  him  up,  poor  fellow,  for 
nearly  two  years,  and  there  I  kept  him  in  a  little  room  in  the  top  of  this  very 
house.  I  don't  mean  to  say  that  there  was  much  trouble  m  so  keeping  him,, 
because  nobody  was  after  him.  They  all  thought—that  is,  the  nobs  and  the 
beaks— that  he  had  been  shot  dead,  and  so  they  might  well,  for  a  bullet  was 
in  his  chest  for  a  fortnight,  till  a  young  fellow,  a  doctor  that  came  to  attend  upon 
him  for  nothing,  and  was  as  kind  to  him  as  he  could  be,  got  it  out," 

**  Poor  fellow!"  ,         ,  .         ,    , 

"  Yes,  the  getting  of  it  out  nearly  killed  him,  for  it  was  by  only  making  a  hole 
in  his  back  that  it  was  done,  and  he  fainted  away,  and  lay  like  a  log  lor  eighteen 
hours ;   but  the  young  doctor  chap— oh,  he  was  a  trump !— he  sat  by  him  all  the 
while,  and  brought  him  through  it  at  last." 
"  And  what  became,  then,  of  Colonel  Blue  ?" 

"  Why,  when  he  got  up  again  he  was  so  altered,  that  nobody  would  Have- 
known  him,  and  he  was  spoilt  for  the  road  quite." 

"  No  doubt."  .        .     ,  . 

"  Well,  then,  the  family  made  a  what-do-you-call-it— a  subscription  for  him,, 
and  it  came  to  three  hundred  pounds  and  more ;  but  he  would  not  have  it.  and  ha^ 
made  a  kind  of  a   speech  to 'em  in  this  very  house,  in  which  he  told  em  that    ,j 
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^^houghhe  would  not  take  the  money,  cos,  you  see,  he  thougl.t  he  could  manage  to 
keep  himself,  he  thought  a^  much  of  it  as  though  he  had,  and  as  he  could  not  go  oa 
the  road,  he  would  see,  while  he  yet  had  to  live,  what  he  could  do  for  them  all." 

"  That  was  capital." 

"  Well,  he  took  the  name  of  Maggs,  and  what  do  you  think  he  did  I** 

Dick  and  Jack  both  shook  their  heads. 

•'  I'll  tell  you  :  he  got  acquainted  with  all  the  oflScers  and  turnkeys  of  the  old 
stone-ju^,  and  at  last  they  thought  so  much  of  him  that  they  let  him  go  in  and  out 
just  as  often  as  he  liked.  The  sheriffs  place  such  a  confidence  in  him,  that  they 
can't  do  without  him,  and  in  that  kind  of  way  he  keeps  his  eyes  open,  you  see, 
and  does  no  end  of  good  to  the  poor  fellows  of  the  family." 

*«  No  doubt  of  it." 

While  the  landlord  was  giving  this  brief  but  mteresting  biography  of  poor 
Maggs,  both  Dick  and  Jack  had  placed  their  horses  in  stalls,  and  removed  the 
saddles,  and  then  Ben,  the  landlord,  gave  them  an  ample  feed,  after  which  he  con- 
ducted his  guests  through  a  secret  door  in  the  hay-lofc  into  the  public-house. 

"Now,  my  tulips,"  he  said,  "  what's  to  be  the  first  caper?    Only  say." 

**  Somethinof  to  eat,  and  something  to  drink,"  said  Dick. 

*•  And  then  six  or  seven  hours'  sleep,"  said  Jack. 

"  All's  right,  I  thought  as  much.    You  don't  look  as  if  you  have  had  much  of 
that  last  article  of  late." 
g  "  Indeed  we  have  not,  Ben.'* 

"  Well,  you  may  have  a  dose  of  it  here,  if  you  like,  you  know,  and  nobody 
will  grudge  it  to  you,  I  know.  Come  this  way,  and  1  will  put  as  good  a  boitle 
of  old  wine  before  you  as  you  would  wish  to  see,  and  a  couple  of  cold  fowls,'*^ 

'•  That  will  do,"  said  Dick  ;  "  it  is  a  feed  fit  for  an  emperor." 

'*  Well,  he  might  do  worse,  I  think.' 

Ben  was  as  good  as  tiis  word.  A  little  table  was  soon  spread  with  the  viands 
he  had  suggested,  and  both  Dick  and  Jack  made  a  hearty  meal,  after  which  Beu 
said  to  them — 

''Now,  tell  me,  *cos,  you  see,  upon  that  will  depend  where  I  put  you  :  Do 
the  beaks  or  the  nobs  know  of  your  being  hereabouts  ?" 

"  No,  certainly  not,  so  far  as  we  are  aware  of  it." 

*'  Very  good  ;  then  there's  no  need  for  cramming  you  both  into  the  little  room 
near  the  tiles,  and  you  may  as  well  have  a  comfortable  sleep  in  a  good  bed-room. 
Come  this  way." 

Ben  took  them  to  a  large  double-bedded  room,  and  having  shown  them  how 
the  door  could  be  fastened,  so  that  it  would  be  next  to  impossible  for  any  force" 
to  break  it  open,  and  explained  the  use  of  a  little  bell  that  they  could  ring  if  they* 
wanted  him,  and  promising  to  call  them  in  about  six  hours,  he  bade  them  good 
evening,  and  left  them  to  themselves. 

"  Not  bad  quarters  these,  Jack,'*  said  Dick,  as  he  flung  off  his  coat  and  boots, 
and  threw  himself  upon  one  of  the  beds. 

•'  Far  from  it,  Dick.     My  mmd  is  full  of  poor  Colonel  Blue's  fate." 

**Yes,  it  is  a  sad  one;  but  why  was  he  called  Colonel  Blue  for  ?  I  was 
going  to  bs  told  several  time?,  but  something  always  happened  to  stop  it." 

'*  Oh,  just  because  he  wore,  while  on  the  road,  a  suit  of  light  blue,  that  is  all. 
"Why  he  was  called  colonel  by  the  family  was,  I  suppose,  just  because  they 
thought  him  a  clever  fellow,  arid  chose  to  abide  by  his  orders.'* 

"Ah!  just  so.     Good-night." 

"Good- night,  Dick.     You  have  forgotten  all  about  fastening  the  door.* 

"Dear  me  I  so  I  have.      Oh,  dear,  how  precious  sleepy— sleep — I — you——* 

Dick  Turpin  was  fast  asleep.  Jack  fastened  the  door  according  to  the  direc- 
tions that  had  been  given  by  the  landlord  ;  and  then,  after  looking  to  his 
pistols,  and  being  satisfied  that  they  were  all  right  for  immediate  action,  he  laid 
them  handily  upon  a  chair  by  the  bedside,  and  composed  Itimself  to  rest.  The 
sad  story  of  Colonel  Dlue,  however,  gave  a  tone  and  colour  to  his  dreams,  and 
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more  than  once  he  thought  that  he  felt  in  his  owa  breast  the  bullet  that  had 
been  so  nearly  fatal  to  the  highwayman. 

How  long  they  s(ept  they  had  not  the  most  distant  idea  of;  but  they  thought 
the  time  was  surely  short,  when  they  were  awakened  by  a  steady  scratching  at 
the  door  of  their  room. 

"  Who's  there  ?"  said  Dick. 

**  Ben  it  is/'  said  the  voice  of  the  landlord. 

Dick  sprang  out  of  bed  and  let  him  in^  and  Jack  laid  his  hand  upon  his 
pistols,  for  he  thought  that  there  might  be  some  alarm.  The  landlord,  when  he 
made  his  appearance,  said — ■ 

"A  visitor  for  you  both  is  below." 

"  You  don't  mean  it  ?"  said  Dick. 

"  I  will  give  him  a  warm  reception,"  said  Jack,  as  he  took  up  one  of  his 
pistols. 

'*  You  mistake  me/'   said  the  landlord  ;  "  it's  a  friend." 

"We  have  not  many  of  that  sort,"  said  Dick. 

*' Probably  not ;  but  this  is  one — it  is  Maggs." 

"Ah,  indeed  ? — Let  him  come  up  ;  but  it  would  have  been  just  as  well  if  he 
had  let  us  have  another  hour's  sleep  as  well  as  the  one  we  have  had." 

"Another hour's  sleep,  do  you  say  ?  Why,  goodness  gracious  !  it's  half-past 
eleven  o'clock,  and  it  wasn't  six  anything  hke  when  you  came  here." 

"The  deuce  it  is!'' 

**  To  be  sure.  Let  me  see.  Twenty  minutes  to  twelve.  But  still,  I'm  sorry  I 
have  disturbed  you,  at  all  events,  and  Maggs  will  come  again." 

**  Oh,  no — no  !"  said  Jack  ;  **  it  is  time  we  should  be  up  and  stirring,  Ben. 
1  am  very  anxious  to  see  him,  for  in  its  result  his  fate  ain't  far  unlike  my  own. 
I  am  something  like  an  old  hulk  that's  past  service  ;  and  if  it  had  not  been  for 
him  who  now  lies  in  a  cell  in  JSewgate,  I  don't  think  I  should  have  encumbered 
the  earth  quite  so  long  as  I  have." 

"Don't  say  that.  Jack,"  cried  the  landlord  jocularly;  "'but  I'll  bring  Maggs 
to  you  at  once,  and  breakfast,  too;  for  I  suppose  that  will  be  as  acceptable  as 
any  visitor,  just  now  ?" 

"True,  Ben,"  said  Dick— "most  true.  Jack,  I  know,  is  always  hungry,  ain't 
you.  Jack  ?     Young  blood,  you  know — eh?" 

Jack  shook  his  head  rather  mournfully,  and  the  landlord  left  the  room  to  bring 
up  Maggs,  who  in  a  few  minutes  made  his  appearance,  and  was  warmly  wel- 
comed by  both  Dick  and  Jack. 

"  Well,  gentlemen,"  he  said,  *'of  course,  my  duty  to  the  Sheriffs  of  London 
is  now  to  run  over  to  Mewgate,  and  give  notice  that  you  are  both  here,  so  that 
they  may  send  a  posse  of  constables  to  take  you.'' 

"  Not  a  doubt  of  it/'  smiled  Dick,  "  that  is  your  duty,  Mr.  Maggs;  but  your 
inclination  is  quite  a  different  thmg." 

"  We  are  delighted  to  see  you,  Colonel  Blue,"  said  Jack. 

"Hush— oh.  hush!" 

Maags  sunk  into  a  chair,  and  appeared  to  be  taken  suddenly  ill,  so  that  both 
Dick  and  Jack  were  rather  alarmed,  and  would  have  gone  for  aid,  but  he  raised 
his  hand  to  them  to  remain,  and  spoke  in  a  low  voice — 

*'  Don't  call  me  by  that  name.  It  recalls  too  much  of  the  past  to  me.  I  want 
to  forget  it.  You  don't  know  all  my  story.  Nobody  does,  and  I  don't  think 
that  anybody  ever  will;  but  if  you  would  spare  me  a  pang  such  as  this,  never 
call  me  that." 

"  1  deeply  regret  that,  unknowingly,  I  have  done  so  now,"  saidVack.  "  Accept 
my  apologies,  Mr.  Maggs." 

"  Say  no  more  about  it.  How  could  you  possibly  know  ?  Ben  forgot  to  tell 
you,  no  doubt ;  but  it  is  passed  now,  and  forgotten.  Come,  let  us  talk  of  some- 
thing else." 

"  Of  poor  Claude,  then — how  is  he  ?" 

"  Better,  and  hopeful." 
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*'That  is  well.     It  gives  me  new  strengih  to  hear  those  words.'* 

"Which  of  you  was  it  who  called  at  INewgate  to  inquire  for  him  ?"' 

"  It  was  I,"  said  Jack. 

"  Well,  they  are  all  furious  about  that.  The  governor  was  r^ady  to  tear  his 
hair  out  by  the  roots  when  he  heard  of  it,  for  he  guessed  at  once  that  it  was 
one  of  you,  and  he  would,  I  know,  have  given  a  hundred  pounds  out  of  his 
own  pocket  to  have  nabbed  you.     It  was  racher  a  dangerous  thing  t<>  do." 

*'  Only  in  one  way/'  said  Jack.  "  Jf  any  of  tlie  officers  who  had  been  out  had 
happened  to  come  home  just  at  that  moment,  there  might  h^ive  been  danger; 
but  as  I  went  to  ask  a  civil  question  only,  I  rather  think  it  the  turnkey  had 
tried  his  chances,  it  would  have  been  at  his  own  risk." 

*'  I  understand  vou,  Jack.  The  turnkey  v«as  a  little  in  danger,  then,  I 
take  it  ?" 

"  He  was,  but  as  the  fellow  was  quite  civil,  it  all  ended  well,  as  I  thought  it 
would." 

"It has  ;  but  don't  try  it  again.  I  can  bring  you  better  news  of  Duval  than 
you  can  get  at  the  gate  of  Newgate,  and  now  listen  tome,  and  while  Ben  is 
getting  the  breakfast,  I  shall  be  able  to  tell  you  what  the  family  think  of  doing." 

With  this,  Maggs,  without  concealing  anything,  rela  ed  at  length  to  Dick  and 
Jack  all  that  had  happened  at  the  thieves'  haunt,  at  West  End,  Hampstead,  and 
concluded  by  advising  them  both  to  attend  the  ne\t  meet  ng  thut  was  to  take 
place  there,  which  would  be  at  the  midnight  that  was  coming. 

"  I  will  turn  the  matter  over  in  ray  mind  during  the  day."  said  Maggs,  "  and 
I  hope  and  expect  to  be  prepared  with  a  distinct  proposilion  to  make  some  of  the 
particulars  ol  which  must  depend  upon  what  happens  in  Newgate  to-day.  I 
would  recommend  you  both  to  stay  here  and  to  keep  close.  It  there  should  be 
any  suspicion  that  you  are  so  near  at  hand,  J  shall  be  pretty  sure  to  hear  of  it, 
and  will  take  some  means  of  letting  Ben  know." 

*'  A  thousand  thanks,"  said  Dick      "Cannot  you  breakfast  with  us  ?" 

**  No.     I  shall  be  wanted  at  the  stone-jug,  I  am  so  very  useful." 


CHAPTER  CCCI. 

DICK    AND  JACK   ATTEND   THE  MEETING  AT   WEST  END,    HAMPSTEAD. 

Maggs  shook  hands  with  them  both,  and  then  left  the  public-house  to  attend 
to  his  duties  at  Newgate. 

Jack  and  Dick  were  very  much  pleased  with  this  visit  of  Maggs  to  them,  and 
they  really  began  to  entertain  a 'confident  hope  that  something  would  result 
in  Duval's  favour  from  the  meeting  of  the  thieves  that  was  to  take  place  on  that 
eveiiiog  at  the  mansion  by  WestEnd,  Hampstead. 

Of  course,  they  decided  to  be  present,  and  they  thought  it  very  desirable, 
indeed,  to  remain  where  they  were  until  nightfall,  when  they  intended  to  ride 
to  the  northern  part  of  the  metropolis  at  as  early  an  hour  after  sunset  as  possible, 
and  see  if  there  was  anything  to  bs  done  upon' the  road  before  the  meeting  at 
the  mansion  at  West  End. 

''We  shall  want,  of  course,  as  much  money  as  we  can  possibly  ge^  to^-^her, 
Dick,"  said  Jack,  "  for  who  knows  but  it  may  be  necessary  to  pay  eve;  .body 
who  may  happen  to  stand  in- the  way  of  our  poor  friend,  Duval's,  liberat;   n." 

*' True  enough  ;  money  does  wonders,  and  as  society  has  thought  pre  .er  to 
put  him  mto  the  stone-jug,  we  will  levy  what  taxes  we  can  upon  society  or  the 
purpose  of  getting  him  out  of  it  again.  ' 

"That's  the  proper  philosophy  of  the  thing." 

The  day  passed  rather  gloomily  to  both  Dick  and  Jack  in  the  pai;>,-hous\  for 
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they  were  anything  but  accustomed  to    such  a  life  ofjinaciion,  and  they  were 
much  pleased  to  see  Maggs  anout  half  an  hour  before  sunset. 

"  Well.     How  is  Duval  ?"  said  Dick, 
"  "  He  is  much   better.     He  won't   believe  that  Cicely  is  killed.     Alas,  poor 
feilow!" 

"  But  she  is  no  more,"  said  Jack* 
*'  She  is  buried,"  said  Maggs. 

*'  That's  conclusive  enough.  But  why  will  not  Daval  give  credence  to  the 
fact  of  her  death  ?" 

"He  says  that  she  has  passed  through  so  many  dangers  with  him  that  he  will 
not  believe  it,  and  he  states  that  once  at  Winchester  she  was  severely  wounded." 
'*  Ah,  yes/'  said  Jack,   with  a  sigh.     *'  Well  do  I  remember  that  awful  scene 
in  the  old  cathedral.     But,  Maggs,  will  it  not  be  b'Btter  not  entirely  to  dissuade 
Duval  ol  such  an  idea  ?     If  he  really  thought  her  no  more,  it  might   have  such 
an  effect  upon  him  that  he  would  feel  completely  prostrated,  and  would  not  evejl 
secondany  attempt  that  we  might  make  for  his  rescue,'* 
I  j        "  That  is  well  thought  of,"  said  Dick. 
I  i        "  i  did  think  of  it,"  said  Maggs,  "  so  I  left  him  in  such  a  state  of  doubt  that 
I '    he  may  cherish  what  notions  he  pleases  upon  the  subject,  and  yet  he  cannot  say 
I     that  he  was  led  astray  by  any  one.     Of  course,  what  the  prison  authorities  say 
j!    to  him,  he  sets  no  account  by  at  all." 
\^        "He  knows,  then,  that  you  are  a  friend  ?" 

.1        '*He  does.    1  could  not  keep  that  knowledge  from  him  any  longer,  so  I  told 
(I    him  all  that  had  happened,  and  it  made  quite  a  change  in  him  to  hear  it,  though 
j  j    it  touched  me  a  little  to  hear  him  say — '  1  shall  yet  be  happy  with  Cicely/  " 
I        *'  Poor  fellow  I"  said  Jack,  "  he  had  better  though  awaken  to  a  knowleoge  of 
\\    the  truth  when  he  is  with  us,  if  we  can  but  rescue  him,  than  when  smrounded 
ji     by  those  who  will  have  but  little,  if  any,  sympathy  with  his  grief.'' 
i,         Maggs  assented  to  this,  and  promised  that  he  would  not  say  anything   to 
I  j    destroy  all  hope  upon  the  part  of  Claude  that  Cicely  still  lived,  and  then  he  left 
j      Dick  and  Jack  again,  and  they  began  to  prepare  themselves  for  the  road. 
p         The  horses  had  had  a  capital  rest,  and  they  had   been  tended   with  so  much 
!]     care  at  the  stables  next  door  to  the  public-house,  that  they  might  be  fa  rly  ex- 
;|    pected  to  be  in  the  very  best  condition,   so  that  the   two  friends  were  anxious  to 
j ;    mount,  and  be  off  at  once. 

I  i        The  landlord  went  out  himself  and  got  them  some  powder,  for  they  were  nearly 
j ,    out  of  it,  and  by  the  aid  of  a  tobacco  pipe  they  cast  themselves  about  a  dozen 

bullets,  each,  to  fit  their  pistols,  and  then  they  were  quite  ready. 
j ;         "  You  will  come  back  here,  I  suppose  :"  said  the  landlord. 
;         "  Why,  yes,"  said  Dick,  gaily,  *'  if  the  Philistines  let  us;  of  course,  it  will  be 
j  I    all  the  better,  whatever  is  done  for  Claude,  that  Jack  and  I  should   be   near   at 
j;    hand,   and   I   suppose   something  will  be  at  least  settled  to-night;    so  now 
good-bye." 

"  Don't  say,  good-bye,"  said  Jack;  **  it  sounds  too  ominous.  Good  evening  is 
better,  as  that  looks  as  if  we  were  sure  to  come  again,  you  know,  Dick." 
"  Well,  then,  good  evening  be  it." 

They  had  before  starting  determined  upon  which  way  they  would  go,  and  the 
route  that  Dick  had  suggested,  and  which  they  had  adopted,  was  to  proceed  up 
St.  John-street  Road,  and  past  the  Angel  at  Islington,  and  up  the  Holloway 
Road  to  Highgate,  from  which  place  they  could  get  down  Swain's  Lane  to  Hamp« 
^tead  Heath,  past  the  estate  of  Lord  Mansfield. 

This  course  they  thought  better  than  going  through  Sraithfield  and  up  Holborn, 
which  would  have  been  the  most  direct  way  to  Hampstead.  but  yet,  perhaps,  in 
reality,  the  longest,  as  they  wowld  have  been  much  more  liable  to  interruption 
from  a  number  of  the  offici'l  persons  connected  with  Newgate,  who  were  always  j 
hanging  about  Fleet  Market  and  Holborn  Hill. 

•'Ihe  evening  was  rather  fresh  and  gusfy,  for  a  south  west  wind  was  blowing 
and  threatening  ram,  a'.though  none  hud  absolutely  fallen  yet,  and  not  a  star  was 
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lo  b^  teen,  'l.'tvv  v^oul)  l)f  a  nearly  luil  moon  ss  the  night  ad-anced,  but  it 
would  not  rise  until  i-one  ball  hour  or  so  pnst  midnight,  so  that  there  were  sonae 
hours  of  gloom  and  darkness  yet  to  lock  forward  lo  upon  that  eventful  night. 

>fter  the   long  confinen  ent  in   the  public-louse,    it  was  quite   a  treat  to 
Dick  ard  Jack  to  te  in  the  cpm  air  apair.     They  merely  put  their  cattle  to  a 


gentle  trot  and  soon  got  to  Mington,  and  then  passing  the  High-street  they  turned 
into  the  Holloway  Koad.  whicti  was  then  very  Utile  built  upon,  and  they  began  to 
feel  that  they  were  in  the  coun;ry . 

*•  Ah,  Dick,"  said  Jack,  '  1  think  if  I  were  to  be  compelled  to  remain  for  very 
long  in  London,  it  would  be  the  death  of  roe  after  being  accustomed  to  the  opea 
country  so  much.'* 

"  It's  all  habit.  Jack.**  
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"  Well,  it  may  be  ;  and  yet,  of  course,  there  can  be  no  comparison  in  tlie 
quality  even  of  the  air  and  that  which  we  have  been  breathing  in  the  city.  You 
admit  that,  Dick  ?'* 

"  Yes>  Jack  ;  and  I  adnait  that  ever  since  we  left  the  Angel  at  Islington,  we 
have  been  followed  by  a  man-with  a  cart." 

"Eh  ?    You  don't  say  so  ?' 

"  Yes,  I  do,  though.  Don't  look  round ;  1  have  had  ray  eyes  about  me,  Jack, 
I  assure  you,  and  I  have  noticed  that  a  covered  cart,  driven  by  a  man  dressed 
in  a  smock-frock,  has  accommodated  itself  to  our  pace.  Jack.  What  do  you  think 
of  that?" 

*'  I  don't  know  what  to  think  j  but  I  did  think  that  for  the  last  minute  or  so 
you  were  very  M'ayward  as  regarded  your  peace,  but  now  I  understand  it.  You 
wer^experimenting  upon  our  friend  in  the  cart  ?" 

"I  was.  Jack,  and  I  did  not  like  to  say  anything  to  you  of  it  until  I  felt  quite 
sure  about  it,  but  now  there  is  no  mistake.  We  are  dogged  by  some  one,  but 
what  for,  I  cannot  take  upon  myself  to  say." 

They  both  listened  now  intently  for  some  time,  with  the  hope  of  gathering 
some  further  information  concerning  the  man,  and  the  cart  that  was  pursufng 
them,  and  they  brought  their  horses  to  a  walk,  in  order  to  see  if  the  vehicle 
would  pass  them,  which,  indeed,  it  did  in  a  few  moments. 

The  cart  was  a  covered  one,  such  as  might  be  used  by  a  tradesman  in  the  con- 
veyance of  goods  of  a  perishable  nature  to  his  customers,  and  if  the  man  who 
drove  it  was,  indeed,  a  spy  of  the  police,  be  certainly  played  his  part  very  well, 
fur  he  went  on  without  paying  the  smallest  apparent  attention  to  Dick  or 
Jack. 

'*  Are  we  mistaken?"  said  Jack, 

*•  Not  a  bit  of  it,  my  friend.  He  thinks  that  we  are  on  our  guard  now,  that 
is  all/' 

**  Well,  we  will  continue  so.  Let  us  go  on,  but  let  us,  till  we  come  to  some 
turning,  keep  the  cart  in  advance  of  us,  and  then  if  we  go  down  that  turning  a 
little  way,  we  shall  soon  see  ifit  follows  us." 

"  Very  good.  There  is  the  Seven  Sisters'  Lane  just  a  little  further  on  upon 
our  right  hand.  Suppose  we  go  down  that,  Jack,  as  though  we  intended  to  get 
to  Tottenham.'* 

*'  Agreed." 

The  man  who  was  driving  the  cart  did  not  pay  the  least  attention  to  them, 
but  went  nloddmf  on,  apparently  intent  upon  getting  up  to  Highgate,  and 
Dick  and  Jack  turned  down  the  Seven  Sisters'  Lane,  and  put  their  horses  to  a 
gallop  for  about  half  a  mile,  and  then  Diek  s?.id — 

"Jack— Jack.     Pull  up.'* 

*'  Yes,  all's  right." 

"  Here  is  a  very  low  fence  at  this  side  of  the  road.  Do  you  think  your  horse 
will  take  it  ? ' 

"  To  be  sure  he  will,  Dick." 

*'  Then  let  us  get  over  at  once.  You  see,  we  are  quite  close  to  the  corner  of 
Hornsey  Lane.  I  think  if  we  stay  in  the  meadow  over  yonder  for  a  few  minutes 
we  shall  see  if  our  friend,  the  covered  cart,  approaches.'^ 

"  Yes,  but  our  horses'  heads  will  be  seen." 

**■  Not  a  bit  of  it.  There  is  a  hay -stack  yonder.  Don't  you  see  it?  We 
will  get  over  the  other  side  of  that,  and  dismount.  The  horses  won't  leave  it 
while  we  creep  back  to  the  hedge  and  i^econnoitre." 

"  That  will  do." 

in  another  moment  they  were  both  over  the  hedge,  for  the  cnttle  did  the  leap 
beautifully.  The  haystack  was  not  twenty  yards  from  the  spot,  and  the  horses 
were  pulling  hay  out  of  it,  and  Dick  and  Jack  were  crcuched  down  under  the 
bedgfi,  in  the  sp-^ce  of  half  a  minute. 

"  ThAa  is  what  I  caii,  diamond  cut  dianaond/'  whispered  Dick,  "  if  that  cart 
should  be  after  us." 
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"Yes,  but " 

<'  Hush,  Jack— hush  !     What  do  yoii  hear  ?  ' 

"Wheels,  by  Jove  !" 
W!  "  I  could  have  sworn  it.    Keep  snug  now,  Jack,  whatever  you   do.     I   know 
the  sound  of  those  wheels.     It  is  the  covered  cart.     Hush — hush!" 

The  cart  was  evidently  coming  on  at  good  speed  down  the  road,  for  they  could 
hear  the  patter  of  the  horse's  feet  above  the  sound  of  the  wheels,  which  would 
not  have  been  the  case  if  it  had  been  coming  slowly.  Besides,  one  fact  was 
quite  certain,  and  that  was,  that  the  cart  ranst  have  been  turned  back  to  get 
down  the  lane  at  all,  for  it  had  passed  the  end  of  it  before  DickTurpin  and  Jack 
went  in  that  direction. 

In  about  another  minute  and  a  half  the  cart  stopped  close  to  where  they  were, 
and  a  rough  voice  called  out— 

*'  I  say,  this  won't  do— I  don't  hear  them." 

"Nor  I  either,"    siid  another. 

"  Well,  what  would  you  have  me  do  V*  said  the  driver.  "I  advised  you  to 
nab  them  both  at  the  turnpike,  but  you  wouldn't,  and  you  see  now  what  has 
come  of  it." 

"Oh,  you  don't  know  anything  about  it.  The  object  was  not  to  nab  them 
till  we  knew  where  they  were  going;  and  here  am  I  almost  cramped  to  death  in 
this  infernal  little  cart,  where  you  can't  stretch  your  legs,  and  we  have  missed 
them  after  all." 

**  So  it  seems.     What's  to  be  done?* 

"Oh,  goon,"  cried  another. 

"  No,  what's  the  use  ?     Where  are  we  V* 

"  Close  to  the  corner  of  Hornsey  Lane.'* 

"Then  who  is  to  know  w'hether  they  have  gone  to  the  right,  or  to  the  left,  or 
straight  on  ?'* 

"  To  the  left,  I'll  be  bound,"  said  the  driver.  "  You  see  they  only  turned 
down  here  to  get  out  of  our  way,  that  was  quite  clear,  for  I  saw  they  had  their 
suspicions,  and  that  they  were  going  north  there  is  no  doubt ;  my  opinion  is  that 
they  will  take  the  Hornsey  Road^  and  turn  up  to  the  left  as  soon  as  they  can 
into  Highgate." 

"  Well,  that  is  likely,  so  let  us  get  on  as  fast  as  we  can.  Put  the  horse  to  his 
speed,  Andrews." 

"All's  right  !  But,  you  know,  four  of  you  in  the  cart  make  up  no  light 
weight,  and  he  isn't  used  to  it,'' 

"Oh,  get  on— get  on  I" 

The  man  laid  the  whip  across  the  horse  rather  severely,  and  the  animal  Went 
on  at  a  kind  of  canter  that  must  have  been  very  distressing  to  those  in  the  cart ; 
but  asspeed  was  now  their  object,  they  put  up  with  all  contingent  inconveniences 
philosophically  enough,  and  the  cart,  with  its  freight  of  four  officers,  was  speedily 
out  of  sight,  and  then  out  of  hearing. 
.     *' Pleasant  this,'  said  Dick. 

*'  Oh,  very,"  said  Jack.     "  But  what  does  it  all  mean  I'* 

**  I  cannot  say  for   a  certainty,  but   I  hope  that  it  only  means  we  have  been  i 
recogniseJ   in  Islington   or  in    St.  John-street-road,  by  some   of  the  traps,  and 
that  this  is  an  expedition  planned  and  drawed  out  by  them  oa  the  spur  of  the 
moment,  merely  to  see  where  we  are  going  to.'* 

"  That   would  be  a  thousand  times  better  than  for  them  to  have  had  a  watch 
upon  the  public-house,   and  to  have  dogged  us  all  the  way  from  there ;  but,  I 
suppose,  now  we  cannot  co  better  than  be  off." 
j     *'  Yes,  and  as  quickly  as  possible." 

The  horses  were  eating  away  At  the  loose  hay,  which  each  moment  they  tugged 
out  of  the  stack,  so  that  they  had  no  inclination  to  stray  from  that  spot,  and  Jack 
and  Dick  were  soon  mounted  again.  A  leap  similar  to  the  one  that  had 
taken  them  from  the  road,  now  took  them  back  to  it,  and  then  they  galloped 
into  Holloway  again. 


1253  GENTLEMAN  JACK  ;  OR, 

'*  Now,"  said  Dick,  '*  it  won't  do  for  us  to  go  on  any  further  this  way,  for 
if  we  do  they  will  meet  us,  as  safe  as  possible,  just  on  the  rise  of  the  hill." 

♦«  No — no/'  said  Jack.  "Let  us  push  on.  They  will  be  behind  us  if  we  lose 
no  time.  I  know  every  inch  of  the  road,  and  that  distressing  gallop  they  went 
at  it  is  quite  impossible  they  can  keep  up,  while  our  cattle  are  fresh  eaough  to 
trot  even  up  the  hill^  steep  as  it  is  in  some  places." 
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Dick  was  not  the  one  to  shrink  from  anything  that  only  required  speed  and 
courage  to  carry  it  out,  and  without  making  further  reply  to  Jack  than  merely, 
"All's  right,"  off  he  went  at  a  gallop  that  got  over  the  ground  at  quite  an 
alarming  rate. 

Jack  was  not  quite  so  well  mounted,  to  tell  the  truth,  as  Turpin,  but  stiil  his 
horse  had  great  power  and  endurance,  and  carried  him  up  the  hill  probably 
with  less  distress  than  the  smaller  animal  which  Dick  bestrode. 

Tliey  both  reached  the  summit  of  the  rise  together,  and  Dick,  turning  in  his 
saddle,  cried  out — 

"  Bravo,  Jack  !  I  don*t  know  now  but  that  for  real  service  you  are  as  well 
mounted  as  I  am." 

**  rU  change  with  you,  Dick." 

"Why,  no,  thank  you.  The  fact  is,  I  am  attached,  as  you  know,  to  the 
creature,  and  should  be  loth  indeed  to  part  with  her." 

"  I  know  it,  Dick,  and  only  jested  when  I  made  the  proposal.  But  we  a*e 
passing  the  end  of  Swain's-lane,  are  we  not  ?" 

**  By  George,  yes— so  we  are.  Come  on.  This  is  capital.  I  do  think. 
we  have  distanced  our  pursuers  fairly.  Hilloa !  what's  that  in  the  hollow 
yonder  ?" 

Swain's-lane,  as  is  well  known,  no  doubt,  to  many  of  our  readers,  commences 
on  the  high  ground  on  the  level  of  the  High-street  of  Hiehgate,  and  gradually 
slopes  down  to  a  valley,  after  which  it  rises  again  to  the  height  of  the  level  of 
Harapstead-heath.  The  declivity  is,  however,  but  slight,  although  viewed  from 
the  top  of  the  lane  it  looks,  by  the  slanting  of  the  road,  rather  considerable. 

It  was  while  pausing  for  a  moment  at  the  top  of  the  lane,  where  there  was  a 
farrier's  shop,  that  Dick  Turpin  and  Jack  saw,  right  down  in  the  hollow,  a  light 
moving  along  the  centre  of  the  road-way,  and  swaying  fiom  side  to  side  as 
some  vehicle  moved  along  with  it. 

*'  Is  that  our  friend  with  the  cart  ?"  said  Dick. 

**  Why,  hardly.     They  surely  would  not  hoist  a  light." 

"  1  don't  know  that.  They  might  do  it  to  deceive  us,  you  know ;  but  suppctc 
we  inquire  at  the  farrier's  shop  here  ?  I  can  hear  some  one  at  work  in  it." 

"Do  so." 

The  half-door  of  the  farrier's  place  had  blown  shut,  but  Dick  pushed  it  open, 
leaning  from  his  horse  for  the  purpose  of  doing  so,  and  called  out  to  the  man, 
saying— 

**  Have  you  seen  a  cart  go  by  here  a  little  time  ago  ?'* 

"No,  sir,"  said  the  man. '  *' There's  nothing  been  by  but  the  Barnet  night- 
fly,  and  it's  in  the  lane  now.'' 

**  Well ;  but  how  is  it  in  the  lane  ?     That  is  not  the  route,  is  it  ?" 

"No,  sir.  But  they  say  there's  highwaymen  ia  the  HoUoway-road,  so  it 
was  thought  safer  to  go  the  round  through  Hampstead  to-night.  That's  the 
reason,  sir." 

.-f 
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"  And  a  very  good  one  too.  Come  on,  Mr,  Trevellian,  we  shall  be  late  at 
Lord  Mansfield's,  I  am  afraid." 

**  I  am  afraid  so  too,  my  lord,''  said  Jack  ;  and  then  they  both  went  at  a  trot 
down  the  lane,  having  thoroughly  mystified  the  farrier,  who  said  to  his  boy, 
when  the  clatter  of  their  horses*  feet  had  died  away— 

"  Ah  !  there's  a  couple  of  the  nobs,  I  take  it,  a-going  to  Mansfield  Park.'* 

**  Jack,"  said  Dick,  thoughtfully,  **  don't  you  think,  old  friend,  that  the 
Barnet  night-fly,  as  the  old  rickety  coach  is  called,  that  travels  between  Barnet 
and  the  Old  Bull  in  Holborn,  has  some  very  particular  reason  for  going  out  of 
the  way  to-night  ?" 

*'  Not  a  doubt  of  it." 

*'Ah,  well,  I  think  so,  too.  Perhaps  there  is  something  rather  more  than 
usual  to-night  among  its  luggage." 

Jack  laughed. 

"  I  know  what  you  mean,  Dick,"  he  said.  *'  You  want  to  stop  the  night-fly. 
I  stopped  it  once  five  years  ago,  and  I  don't  think  I  have  clapped  eyes  upon  the 
old  rumbling  vehicle  since;  but  if  you  have  any  fancy  for  the  fun,  let  us  try  our 
lack  with  it,  for  the  sake  of  poor  Claude," 

''We  will." 

Now,  the  fact  was,  that  the  Barnet  night-fly  had  been  induced  io  change  its 
route  upon  this  occasion,  owing  to  a  report  that  a  couple  of  highwaymen,  name<l 
respectively  Captain  Hawk  aiid  Crow,  were  waiting  for  it  in  Holloway,  at  a 
very  unfrequented  part  of  the  road ;  but  those  who  travelled  by  it  little  sus- 
pected that  they  were,  in  a  manner  of  speaking,  getting  out  of  the  frying-pan 
into  the  fire,  and  that  in  escaping  two  men,  who,  perhaps,  were  really  far  enough 
ofi',  they  were  coming  right  into  the  way  of  the  two  othersj  who,  probably,  were 
much  mere  determined  than  the  others. 

To  the  modern  reader  it  probably  often  appears  astonishing  how  a  number  of 
people  in  a  stage-coach  allowed  themselves  in  old  times  to  be  stopped  and  robbed 
by  one  or  two  highwaymen ;  but,  upon  a  little  consideration,  the  wonder 
vanishes. 

In  the  first  place,  people  who  travelled  in  those  days  never  carried  money  or 
valuables  with  them,  unless  they  were  obliged  to  do  so  from  special  circum- 
stances  ;  and  then,  again,  there  was  no  certainty  of  being  stopped,  so  there  was 
no  unity  of  design  upon  the  part  of  the  passengers  in  adopting  a  system  of 
defence,  and  no  one  liked  to  be  the  victim  for  the  sake  of  others  who  would  not 
assist  him. 

Thus  it  was  that  some  preferred  to  give  a  few  pounds  to  getting  into  a  broil^. 
and  others  even  who  had  more  to  lose,  and  more  courage,  felt  that  they  would 
have  single-handed  to  fight  a  bold,  reckless  man,  who  made  a  trade  of  risking 
his  life,  and  who  was  much  more  likely  to  get  the  advantage  in  the  encounter, 
and  so  very  prudently  declined  it. 

But  then,  it  will  be  said,  that  most  of  the  coaches  even  for  short  distances  had 
guards.  Granted  they  had ;  but  the  guard  was  generally  some  idle,  drunken 
fellow,  whose  fire-arms  were  out  of  order  alwa>s  when  they  should  be  in  order, 
and  in  some  cases  there  is  very  little  doubt  but  that  he  was  bought  over  by 
the  thieves  and  by  the  landlords  of  the  inns  that  were  on  the  road  frequented  by 
the  highwaymen,  so  that  only  the  shadow  of  a  resistance  was  made  when  the 
passengers  wanted  the  real  substance  of  it. 

In  fact,  highway  robbery  was  then  a  complete  business,  and  was  then  canied 
on  upon  such  a  system  that  when  a  coach  was  stopped,  and  the  affrighted  pas- 
sengers heard  the  ominous  sounds  of  ♦'  Stand  and  deliver !"  they  had  no  means 
of  knowing  the  real  extent  of  the  attack  upon  their  property. 

The  reader  is  well  aware,  though,  that  under  the  present  circumstances,  Jack 
land  Dick  have  no  accomplices,  and  simply  run  this  risk  of  stopping  the  Barnet 
I  nisht-fly  for  what  they  can  get,  and  at  the  chance  of  whatever  kind  of  contest  it 
'might  lead  them  into  ;  but  the  passengers  could  not  know  that.  » 

"Now,"  said  Jack,  *'I  hope'  that  there  will  be  no  tool  who  will  show  figUt 
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for  the  sake  of  saving  his  few  pounds  j  but  if  there  be ,  Dick,  don't  be  hasty, 
whatever  you  do." 

♦*  I  never  am  hasty.  Jack.  I  have  taken  many  a  shot  without  a  thought  of 
returning  it ;  for,  you  see,  in  some  sort,  I  cannot  blame  people  for  doing  their 
best ;  but  still,  it  won't  do  to  stand  too  much  nonsense,  you  know."  ^ 

"Certainly  not.  Come  on,  then.  I  will  go  to  the  horse's  heads,  if  you  like, 
Dick,  while  you  see  to  the  passengers,  or  vice  vena,  just  as  you  please." 

"You  stop  the  machine  then,  Jack,  and  I  will  see  after  the  swag,  if  there  is 
any  to  be  got." 

'*  Very  good.  The  sooner,  then,  we  get  the  affair  over  the  better,  for  we 
don't  know,  now,  but  our  friends  in  the  cart  may  take  it  into  their  wise  heads  to 
come  this  way*" 

The  old  vehicle  continued  its  lumbering  course  along  Swains-lane,  and  those 
who  were  within  it  were  congratulating  themselves  upon  having  played  such  a 
trick  upon  the  highwaymen,  whom  they  supposed  were  waiting  for  them  in 
Holloway. 

*'  I  tell  you  what  it  is,  ma'am,"  said  a  man  who  sat  with  his  back  to  the 
horses,  and  who  had  been  very  much  alarmed  at  coming  through  Highgate,  be- 
cause the  coach  had  stopped  there  to  take  upon  a  passenger.  **  1  tell  you  what 
it  is,  ma'am.  For  my  own  part,  I  would  not  let  the  whole  fraternity  of  high- 
waymen rob  me ;  but  it's  the  duty  of  a  gentleman,  when  there  are  ladies  present, 
to  be  as  quiet  as  possible." 

"Ob,  but,  sir,"  said  the  lady,  to  whom  he  had  addressed  this  speech,  "I'm 
sure  no  lady  would  mind  a  gentleman  making  a  little  noise  in  beating  off  a 
robber." 

"  Oh,  dear,  no,  certainly  not— eugh !  eugh !"  caughed  and  wheezed  an  old 
man.  "I  hope,  sir,  as  you  will  be  so  good  as  to  kill  all  the  robbers,  not  but  that 
I,  so  help  me  Abraham!  am  so  poor  that  they  cannot  rob  me." 

As  he  spoke,  this  old  man,  who  was  of  the  Jewish  persuasion  as  it  is  called, 
clutched  tighter  a  square  mahogany  box  that  he  had  with  him. 

"  Why,  sir,"  said  the  first  speaker,  "  1  heard  you  promise  the  coachman  a 
guinea  for  coming  this  way.'* 

"Did  I,  sir r" 

"  To  be  sure,  you  did,"  said  the  lady,  "  and  I  heard  you  likewise.  Lucy,  my 
dear,  didn't  you  hear  it  too  V 

"  Yes,  aunt,"  said  a  young  girl,  **but  I  wish  you  wouldn't  speak  about 
highwaymen  and  robbers,  for  it  makes  me  feel  quite  cold  to  listen  to  you  all,  that 
it  does." 

"  You  need  be  under  no  apprehension,"  said  the  first  speaker.  "  If  the  ladies 
wish  it,  of  course,  I  should  teel  myself  quite  justified  in  shooting,  or  otherwiee 
slaying  and  disposing  of  any  one  who  had  the  unparalleled  audacity  to  stop 
jl   the  Barnet  night-fly." 

"  Well,"  said  the  lady,  "  it's  a  great  comfort  to  me,  and  has  been  so  ever  since 
I  read  it  in  the  St.  James's  Chronicle  this  morning,  to  find  that  that  dreadful 
Claude  Duval  is  in  Newgate,  and  hanged  at  last.     That  is  something.'* 

"  But  he  is  not  hanged,  aunt,  yet,"  said  the  young  lady. 

"  No,  my  dear,  but  he  will  be,  so  it's  much  the  same  thing.  The  monster, 
they  do  say,  that  if  any  young  lady  gave  him  a  kiss,  he  would  let  her  keep  her 
rings,  and  watch,  and  money,  and,  in  fact,  ^^ever  rob  her  at  ail." 

"  Oh,  how  nice— no,  I  don't  mean  that— «'* 

*'Lucy!     How  dare  you?* 

"Oh,  aunt,  indee  I,  I  didn't  mean  it,  and,  of  course,  I  would  rather  be  robbed 
twenty  times  than  kissed  by  a  highwayman;  and  if  I  did  kiss  him,  it  would 
only  be  to  preserve  the  property  of  others,  you  know,  aunt;  for  don't  I  look  upon 
all  I  have  as  yours  ?" 

'.'  Hold  your  tongue,  will  you,  Lucy.  How  dare  you  talk  of  kissing  in  that 
way,  and  men  prese nt  too?" 
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"  But,  myidear  young  lady,"  said  the  Jew,  iu  an  insinuating  tons  of  voice, 
i  **niy  dear  young  lady?" 

"  Yes,  sir." 

"  If  we  should  now— oh,  dear,  I  hope  it  is  not  at  all  likely! — but  if  we  should 
be  stopped  by  a  highwayman,  an^l  he  should  offer  to  let  you  keep  all  your 
things  if  you  will  give  him  a  kiss,  will  you  be  so  good  as  to  say  ihis  box  is 
yours  i 

"No,  sir." 

"  Oh,  dear,  she  won't  do  it !" 

"  No,  sir;  I  would  sc«:rn  to  tell  a  falsehood  even  to  a  highwayman." 

••Ob,  dear,  I  was  never  so  particular.** 

"Have  you  anything,  then,  valuable  in  the  box  ?•"  said  the  man. 

**  Oh,  no — no — no !  Not  at  all.  Nothing  but  some  bits  of  woollen  stuffs,  you 
understand,  with  the  prices  of  the  wholesale  manufactujers  marked  to  them,  that 
is  all.  1  assure  you,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  that  I  have  only  half  a  guinea  and  one 
shilliner  with  me,  for  I  never  carry  about  money,  and,  indeed,  lam  rather  a  poor 
man  than  otherwise/' 

♦'  Oh,  indeed." 

♦*  But  you  will,  my  dear  young  lady — you  will  promise  me  that  if  we  are 
stopped,  you  will  take  my  box  on  your  lap,  and  say  it  is  yours  ?" 

"  I  will  do  no  such  thing." 
'    *'  Sir,"  said  the  aunt,  "when  you  expect  my  niece  to  put  a  box  on  her  lap 
you  insult  me,  sir." 

*'  Oh,  well,  I  don't  much  care  ;.  so  help  me,  Abraham,  we  are  half  way  down 
the  lane  now,  and  I  don't  think  there  is  any  likelihood  of  being  robbed  ;  but  I 
would  have  given  you  a  little  ring  for  your  finger,  miss,  if  you  had  promised 
"what  1  asked  you.     I  have  just  a  few  in  the  box." 

"  Oh,"  she'  said,  "  then,  in  fact,  the  box  is  full  of  valuable  jewellery  ?" 

"  Oh,  no—oh,  no— Oh,  don't  say  that — gracious  me,  oh — oh!" 

In  his  anxiety  to  make  the  passengers  believe  that  the  box  contained  nothing 
of  value,  the  Jew  dropped  it  off  his  lap  on  to  the  floof  of  the  coach,  and  it 
made  such  a  musical  jingle  of  gold,  that  everybody  burst  out  laughing,  and  thm 
the  man  said — 

*•  Woollen  cloth  makes  a  funny  noise,  don't  it?" 

"  Oh,  very,"  said  the  lady. 

"  Ah  1"  said  the  young  lady,  "  I  thought  as  much  ;  but  I  won't  be  kissing 
highwaymen  to  save  all  your  money," 

"  Is  it  all  geld?"  added  the  man. 

"  Oh,  oh,"  groaned  the  Jew,  "you  will  drive  me  mad  !  Don't  speak  in  that 
way — don't  mention  gold — j^ou  don't  knosv  who  may  hear  you,  and  we  may  all 
get  our  throats  cut,  because  I  have  some — some  brass  medals,  you  understand, 
in  this  box." 

'* Brass  medals  ? — Oh,  oh!     What  are  they  worth?" 

*' About  thirty  shillings,' upon  my  soul." 

"  Then,  I  will  give  you  two  pounds  for  them  at  once." 

"Oh,  no— no" 

Everyli.'dy  laughed  again  at  this,  and  the  Jew  was  terribly  disconcerted  ;  but 
still  he  had  one  comfort  and  that  was  that  thj  Baroet  night-fly  was  getting 
over  the  ground  at  the  rate  of  five  miles  an  hour,  and  that,  under  such  circum. 
stances,  another  hour  or  so  must  bring  it  into  London. 

"  Ha  • — ha  1"  said  the  Jew  after  a  time,  allowing  his  anger  to  get  the  better 
of  his  judgment.  '•  I  have  no  doubt,  miss,  but  you  would  have  been  kind  enough 
to  have  offered  to  save  my  box  for  me,  but  for  one  little  reason  ?     Ha ! — ha  " 

"  And  what  may  that  be  ?"  said  the  youns  lady. 

"  "Why,  highwaymeb  take  a  good  look  at  those  they  ask  a  kiss  from,  and  they 
don't  care  about  it  when  they  see  red  hair  and  a  .-quint,  so  that  you  would  not 
be  put  to  the  trouble  of  kissing  him  at  all.     Ha  ! — lial" 
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"You  odious  wretch!"  screamed  the  young  lady.     "Me  squint?'' 
''Ha!-ha!" 

'MVell,  I  do  hope  now  that  some  high waymea  may  stop  the^Barnet  fly,  just 
to  give  me  an  opportunity  of  saying — " 

What  the  young  lady  meant  to  say  was  put  abruptly  to  an  en3,  by  the 
Sudden  stoppage  of  the  Barnet  fly,  and  then  a  loud  voice— it  was  the  voice  of 
Jack,  aggravated  to  a  high  pitch — cried — 

"  Move  your  cattle  on  another  foot,  and  you  are  a  dead  man  1" 
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These  words,  addressed  to  the  driver  of  the  Barnet  fly,  were  quite  conclusive 
to  the  passengers  of  the  fact,  that  the  coach  was  stopped  by  highwaymen. 

The  effect  produced  was  various.  The  valorous  person  who  would  be  so 
ready,  but  for  the  presence  of  females,  almost  to  kill  and  eat  a  highwayman, 
,  slid  down  at  once  among  the  straw  at  the  bottom  of  t'ne  coach,  calling  out — 

"  Good  Lord,  deliver  us!" 

The  Jew  uttered  a  cry  of  terror,  and  clung  to  his  box  as  though  he  were  in  a 
ship  at  sea,  which  was  expected  each  moment  to  go  down,  and  that  was  the 
only  loose  plank  that  could  be  got  hold  of  as  offering  the  smallest  chance  of 
safety. 

The  two  ladies  were  alarme  1,  but  certainly  not  nearly  so  much  so  as  their 
male  companio:.s,  and,  probably,  the  younger  of  the  two  felt  anything  but  sorry 
that  she  had  an  opportunity  of  repaying  the  Jew  for  the  very  ungallant  manner 
in  which  he  bad  spoken  of  her  personal  attractions  only  a  few  moments  before. 

They  heard  the  driver  speak. 

'■  Ub,  don't  shoot  a  poor  fellow,  good  sir.  I  won't  move  on  ;  but  if  the  'osses 
should  go    or  to  come  to  get  rather  restive,  don't  say  it  was  mo,  sir." 

"  Hold  hard,  on  your  life,"  said  Jack.  "' 

Then  Dick  Turpin  rode  to  the  side  of  the  coach,  and  let  down  the  windows, 
as  he  cried  out — 

'■  HJlloa!     Who  have  we  here?" 

"Nobody,  good  sir,"  said  the  valorous  person  in  the  straw,  "nobody,  my 
dear  sir,  if  you  phase."  ♦ 

*'  So  help  me  Abraham,  only  two  poor  men,  I  declares/'  said  the  Jew. 

"  Don't  murder  innocent  people,"  said  the  old  lady,  "  but  go  along  at 
once,  do." 

"I  shall  not  detain  you  long,  madam,'*  said  Dick.     *'Has  any  one  spoken  2*' 

"No,  sir,*'  said  the  young  lady. 

'•  Oh,  a  young  lady,  and  a  pretty  one,  I'll  be  bound,  by  the  tone  of  her  voice. 
I  hope  yoii  are  not  frightened,  mv  dear  ?" 

'*  Oh.  no,  sir." 

"  Well,  that's  right.  We  won't  trouble  you  for  your  money,  but  as  there  are 
two  gentlemen  here,  why,  I  will  just  politely  ask  them  for  their  money,  watches, 
and  va'uables." 

"Oh — oh — oh!"  groaned  the  man  in  the  stravv. 

"  My  excellent  shir,"  said  the  Jew,  "I  assure  you  as  we  are  poor  peoples— 
oh,  excellent  shir,  i  assure  you  that  three  and  axpence  is  all  I  have,  my 
dear  shir.    I  wish  it  was  more,  but  here  it  is,  quite  at  your  service.** 

"Three  and  sixpence,  Moses?"  ,.^-^ 

"  Oh,  sir,  my  name  ish  Aaron." 

"I  don't  care  whether  it  be  Aaron  or  Mosea,  but  if  you  want  to  persuade  me 
that  all  you  have  is  three  and  sixpence,  you  are  very  much  mistaken  indeed,  for 
that  won't  do  at  any  price." 
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*   There  was  now  a  strange  clicking  noise  at   the  door  of  the    carriage,  and  the 
Jew  said  — 

"  So  help  me,  what  ish  he  a  doing?" 

"  Only  hammering  the  flint  of  one  of  my  pistols,'"  said  Dick,  *•  that's  all,  as  I 


I 


THE    FEARFUL   LEAP    OF   TURPIN's  BLACK   BBSS. 


see  that  nothing  will  bring  yoi  to  your   senses  but   a  bullet.     I   suspected    as 
much  from  the  first.'' 

**  Oh,  no — no.     Good  gracious,  m,  I  have  found  a  suinea  in  one  pocket  that 
I  forgot." 
*' Indeed." 
"Noble  sir,"  returned  the  man   in  the  straw.     "Noble,   and  most  merciful 
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ndividual,  I  hope  tiiat  you  will  have  the  extreme  goodness  to  accept  of  the 
iighteen  and  threepence  that  I  have  about  me,  and  I  promise  that  the  next  time 
[  pass  this  way  to  take  care  to  have  more  money,  for  it  is  quite  a  pleasure  to  be 
even  robbed  by  so  great  and  gentlemanly  a  man." 

This  voice  sounded  so  odd  and  smothered  to  Turpin,  that  he  cried 
out— 

"  Where  is  that  Methodist  parson,  who  keeps  on  preaching  in  such  a  ridiculous 
strain  ?" 

"He's  among  our  feet,"  said  the  3'oung  lady,  ''and  it's  exceedingly  incon- 
venient, 1  declare." 

'*  Confound  his  impudence,"  said  Dick,  as  he  swung:  open  the  carriage-door, 
and  put  in  his  hand.  "  Where  tlie  d— I  are  you,  sir  ?  Oh,  here's  somebody's  leg, 
at  alVevents." 

'^Morder!  dear  sir — it's  mine." 

**  All's  right,  then." 

With  one  pull,  Dick  got  him  out  en  to  his  back  in  the  road,  where  he  lay  as 
if  dead. 

**  You  be  quiet  now  for  a  few  moments,  will  you  ?"  said  Bick,  '*  or  I  will  re- 
quest my  horse  to  stand  upon  you.     Now,  Mr.  Abraham,  be  quick.*' 

"  Oh — oh,  so  help  me,  here  ish  the  guinea." 

**  What,  you 'Still  keep  at  thai  tune,  do  y«u?  Ladies,  be  so  good  as  to  keep 
your  heads^as  far  back  out  of  range  as  you  conveniently  can,  for  I  atn  about  to 
shoot  this  Jew." 

**  Murder— murder  !     I  will  give  up  twenty  pousds." 

"  Give  up  your  box  at  once,  with  all  the  money  in  it/*  said  the  young  lady, 
'*and  don't  be  getting  us  all  shot  just  because  jou  don't  care  for  your  life,  you 
ugly  wreteh ! " 

•*No— no,  I  have  got  no  box." 

Bang  fell  the  box  on  to  the  old  lady's  toes. 

**  Drat  it,*   she  cried,   *'  it  has  lamed  me  almost.    Mr.  Highwayman,  it  is  a 
*  mahogany  box,  full  of  money,  I   do  believe,  and  here  it   is  on  the  floor  of  the 
coach." 

The  Jew  got  desperate,  and  flung  himself  down  upon  the  box,  but  Dick 
Turpin  got  hold  of  him  by  on,e  arm  and  pulled  him  out  of  the  coach,  box 
and  all. 

"  Jack  ?"  he  called  out. 

•'Yes.  Dick r 

**Come  here,  and  take  possession  of  a  box.  It  is  not  too  big  to  strap  behind 
you  with  the  vallise.  Tell  the  coachman  that  if  he  moves  on  we  will  overtake 
him  in  a  minute  and  put  half-a-dozen  s'ugs  into  him." 

•*  Oh,  lor  !  I'll  get  down,"  said  the  coachman. 

**  No,"  said  Jack,  '*  stay  where  you  are,  but  hold  hard'" 

The  Jew's  box  was  wrested  from  him,  and  Jack  strapped  it  to  the  back  of  his 
horse,  and 4 hen  the  Jew,  turning  round,  fled  towards  Highgate  again,  calling  out 
with  all  his  might — 

**  Thieves !— thieves  !     Murder  !     Robbery  !     Fire  !" 

**  ConfoHnd  the  fellow,  he  will  raise  the  country,"  said  Jack. 

"  It  can't  be  helped;  hold  my  horse  a  moment;  here's  a  sneaking  rascal  on 
his  back  in  the  road." 

**  No— no,"  said  the  man,  rising  to  a  sitting  posture  and  holding  out  both  his 
i  hands,  in  one  of  which  was  a  watch  and  in  the  other  a  purse  of  money.     "  No 
—no  !  Take  all  I  have,  and  spare  my  life." 

'*  Bother  your  life,"  said  Dick,  as  he  took  the  purse  and  money,  "what  is  it 
tou§?" 

**0h,  thank  you,  gentlemen — thank  you  !" 

Jack  now  got  one  of  the  carriage  lamps  out  of  the  proper  place,  and  looked 
into  the  coach  by  its  aid.     The  two  females  were  there,  tremblipg. 

**  Don't  be  alarmed,"  he  said. 
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"  Oh,  bat  we  are,"  said  the  old  lady. 

*'  We  can't  help  it,"  said  ihe  young  one,  "  Here  is  all  the  money  aunt  and  1 
have  got." 

"  Never  mind,  keep  it,"  said  Jack,  as  he  shut  the  door.  "You  need  not  be 
at  all  frightened,  ladies.  We  have  the  honour  and  tlie  pleasure  of  bidding  you 
|;(>od-night." 

*'  You  are  not  Claude  Duval  ?"  said  the  young  lady  to  Dick  Turpin. 

"No,  my  dear,  poor  Claude's  in  Newgate." 

"But  1  thought  he  might  have  eacap^ed,  only  I  know  that  you  are  not 
him." 

"Why  do  you  know  that?*' 

'*  Oh,  because  he — he — they  do  say  that  he  always  kisses  any  young  lady  he 
meets  in  a  coach-that  he  stops." 

"  Well,  my  dear;;  Dick  Turpin  often  does  the  same,"  said  Dick,  as  he 
saluted  her. 

"Oh,  gracious/'  said  the  aunt,  "  are  you  Richard  Thingummy." 

"Turpin,  madam.     Good-night." 

**  He's  rather  a  nice  man,"  said  the  3'oung  lady, 

**  Hold  your  toDgu€>  do,"  said  the  aunt.  "I'm  petrified  at  you.* 

*'  Forward,  Jack,"  said  Dick. 

They  were  off  in  a  moment,  leaving  the  Barnet  fly  to  get  on  the  best  way  it 
could,  for  the  driver  was  too  much  terrified  to  use  his  skill  in  guiding  the  cattle, 
apd  they  were  so  old  that  they  felt  quite  delighted  at  the  rest  they  were  getting, 
and  one  of  them  had  fairly  dropped  asleep. 

Dick  and  Jack  felt  all  the  awkwardness  of  the  fact  that  the  coach  would  be, 
when  it  did  start  again,  travelling  in  the  same  direction  with  themselves,  nor  aid 
they  doubt  but  that  the  Jew  wou^d  soon,  from  Highgate,  procure  an  armed  and 
mounted  force  to  follow  them  down  the  lane ;  but  still,  they  relied  upon  the  speed 
of  t  eir  horses,  and  with  the  fact  that  if  they  met  with  no  interruptiou  they  would 
be  stowed  io  the  mansion  at  West-end  within  the  next  twenty  minutes  at  the 
very  outside. 

'*  Come  on,  Jack  ;   let  us  make  speed,"  said  Dick. 

"  What  the  deuce  made  you  ta*^e  this  box  ?"  said  Jack.    *'Do  you  think  there  ,. 
is  anything  in  it  worth  the  having  ?"  f 

*'  Yes,  I  do,  or  I  would  not  trouble  you  with  it,  Jack^  It  belonged  to  one  who 
was  far  too  anxious  to  retain  it  for  it  to  be  worthless,  I  make  no  doubt  in  the 
world,  but  that  it  contains  a  rich  booty,  and  that  it  will  be  about  the  best  piece 
of  swag  that  we  have  picked  up  upon  the  road." 

"  Very  good,"  said  Jack,  "  then  I  have  all  the  less  objection  to  the  corner  of 
it  sticking  into  my  back  in  the  way  that  it  dses. — Hark  !  I  think-  1  hear  horses 
feet." 

"  And  I  know  I  do." 

♦* After  us?" 

*'  Yes,  on  the  same  road,  and  so  after  us ;  but  whether  accidentally  merely  or 
in  pursuit  of  us,  I  can't  say.  It  don't  seem  at  all  likely  that  the  Jew  could  have 
got  assistance  so  promptly." 

'•  No,  unless  he  met  any  mounted  men  on  the  road,  and  got  them  at  once  to 
aifi  him." 

"  Never  mind.     Here's  the  heath." 

They  had  now  got  fairly  on  to  Hampstead  Heath,  and,  of  course,  their  object 
was  to  get  to  the  right  towards  ^^  est -end  as  soon  as  possible. 

"  Dare. we  cross  the  heath?"  said  Dick.  j 

**  ]S'o.     By  no  means." 

"  Is  there'  no  path  V* 

•'  None  ihat  way,  and  if  we  were  to  try  to  cross  it,  there  are  so  many  holes 
made  by  the  inhabitants  of  the  parish  to  get  sand,  that  we  should  go  down 
hofse  and  man  to  a  certainty." 

•'That  would  be  awkward." 
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**  It  would  be  destruction  to  us  quite  now.  There  is  no  resource  upon  this  spot 
bUt  to  take  the  regular  roads,  Dick.    I  know  ever  one  of  them  intimately." 

"  Then  you  go  in  advance,  Jack,  and  push  on  as  hard  as  you  can ;  I  will 
follow  you  easily,  you  may  be  assured.  Time  is  everything  with  us  now,  for  by 
the  clatter  those  who  are  on  the  road  are  makmg,  it  seems  to  me  as  if  they  had 
a  very  special  object." 

'♦  Not  a  doubt  of  it.    This  way.' 

Dick  let  Jack  get  about  a  dozen  strides  of  the  horse  in  advance  of  him,  and 
then  followed.  Jack  led  the  way  right  along  the  regular  road  until  he  got  past 
the  locality  which  is  now  called  the  Vale  of  Health,  and  then  he  turned  to 
the  right,  takiog  a  much  narrower  path,  that  led  under  the  shadow  of  a  row  of 
trees. 

At  the  rate  they  were  travelling,  they  now  made  less  noise  than  evea  if  they 
bad  kept  at  a  trot ;  and  after  going  ou  about  half  a  mile.  Jack  paused,  and  said, 
in  a  low  tone — 

•'  Let  us  listen  a  bit,  Dick/* 

"With  all  my  heart.* 

They  both  now  drew  up,  and  their  horses  stood  as  still  as  death,  while  they 
listened  to  any  noises  that  might  come  upon  the  night  air  indicative  of  the  fact 
of  their  being  pursued  by  those  who  hunted  them  from  the  haunts  of  civilised 
men,  and  who  would  have  shed  their  blood  for  gold. 

We  say  this  not  in  defence  of  Dick  Turpin,  or  of  Sixteen-string  Jack,  but 
just  because  we  know  that  at  that  time  the  whole  of  the  executive  police  was  in 
the  hands  of  men  who  only  looked  upon  it  as  a  business  by  which  money  might 
be  made,  and  who  cared  nothing  for  the  higher  objects  that  should  actuate 
them. 

For  example  :  they  would  avoid  a  highwayman  who  showed  symptoms  of 
great  boldness  and  daring  until  he  had  committed  some  robbery  of  importance, 
which  would  induce  the  authorities  to  offer  a  higher  reward  for  him,  and  then,, 
and  not  till  then,  would  they  seek  to  apprehend  him  in  earnest. 

It  is  reported  of  a  highwayman,  named  Robert  the  Highflyer,  that  once  meet- 
ing on  Claphara  Common  with  three  officers,  he  was  stopped,  and  in  the  language 
of  the  profession  was  told  that  he  was  "  Wanted.'* 

"  What !"  he  said ;  *•  vou  will  not  be  such  fools  as  to  take  me  now,  surely  ?'* 

*'  And  why  not  V*  said  one  of  the  officers. 

"  Why,  there  is  only  a  reward  of  fifty  pounds  against  me  now,  and  if  you 
wait  three  months  longer,  1  shall  do  enough  to  make  it  three  hundred." 

**  There  is  reason  in  that,**  said  the  officer.  *'  Be  oflF  with  you.  You  are  not 
wanted  just  yet.** 

Now,  whether  or  not  such  an  anecdote,  in  all  its  details,  is  strictly  true  or 
not,  hardly  matters.  It  only  shows  that  there  was  such  a  feeling  abroad  at  the 
time,  or  it  would  never  have  got  currency  at  all  as  an  illustration  of  the  way  in 
which  such  matters  were  managed. 

We  do  not  mean  to  say  that  the  police  now  are  all  immaculate^it  is  not  in 
human  nature  that  such  should  be  the  case;  but  certainly  the  system  is  to  a 
great  extent  reformed,  and  what  abuses  there  are  now  have  no  sort  of  comparison 
to  those  which  existed  in  the  days  when  such  men  as  Turpm,  Duval,  and  Sixteen* 
string  Jack  sought  celebrity  upon  the  road. 

But  this  is  a  digression,  although  an  apropos  one,  and  we  are  keeping  Dick 
and  Jack  upon  the  road  while  we  make  it ;  so  we  now  return  to  them  and  their 
actk)oi« 
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CHAPTER  CCCIV. 

A   BOLD   PLAN    FOR   THE    RESCUE   OF   DUVAL   IS    DETERMINED    UPON. 

"  I  THINK,"  aaid  Jack,  **tkat  we  have  given  them  the  go-by,  Dick,  for  I  can 
hear  nothing.'* 

*•  Listen  again.  Perhaps  it  is  only  fancy.  But,  do  you  know,  I  thought  I 
heard  a  sound  far  over  there  upon  the  heath." 

**  Some  stray  donkey,  perhaps.*' 

•*  Possibly  enough;  but  it  seemed  to  me  to  b»  associated  with  voices." 

"  A  current  of  air  might  bring  a  sound  to  your  ears,  Dick,  and  deny  it  to 
mine.  I  should  hardly  think  it  possible  that  they  would  venture  out  upon  the 
opeu  heath.*' 

*'  There  is  no  sayin^^.  The  thirst  for  our  capture  is  such  that  they  might 
adventure  anything  in  the  shape  of  a  rough  road.  Just  lay  a  hand  upon  the 
bridle  of  my  steed  while  I  place  my  ear  a  little  closer  to  the  ground  to  listen.'* 

Jack  did  so,  and  Dick  Turpin  flung  himself  right  on  to  the  ground,  and  placed 
his  ear  against  it.  It  was  astonishing  how  clearly  then  he  could  hear  footsteps 
and  voices  upon  the  heath,  that  before  came  so  very  faintly,  as  hardly  to  be  said 
to  come  at  all  to  his  senses, 

**  What  is  it.  Dick?'* 

**  I  hear  it.  Jack.  By  some  means  or  another  it  is  quite  clear  to  'me  that 
they  guess  the  route  we  have  taken,  and  they  are  crossing  the  heath,  amid  the 
furze-bushes,  with  the  hope  of  getting  ahead  of  us,  and  so  interiupting  us.*' 

*'  But  they  will  be  down,  to  a  certainty,  in  some  of  the  holes  with  which  the 
heath  abounds.* 

•'  They  are  leading  their  cattle." 

"  Ah,  they  may  do  that." 

*'  Yes,  Jack,  and  so,  you  see,  if  they  happen  to  have  got  a  really  good  guide, 
^vhich  they  may  get  fiom  some  of  the  blackguards  who  almost  live  upon  the 
heath,  passing  their  time  in  snaring  the  rabbits,  they  may  get  on  very  well, 
indeed." 

•♦That  is  all  true.'* 

"Well,  Jack,  what  do  you  propose  then  that  we  should  do,  in  order  to  meet 
this  new  state  of  things  ?" 

'*  Our  course  is  easy,  Dick.*' 

"  I  am  glad  of  it.     It  is  not  to  go  on,  I  take  it.* 

•'Certainly  not.  Let  our  foes  take  their  road,  and  remain  in  ambush  upon 
it  as  long  as  they  like.  I  wish  them  no  better  luck  than  to  do  so.  We  will  ride 
throunh  the  town,  and  take  the  route  by  the  back  of  the  church  to  the  place  of 
meeting  with  the  family." 

*'  Come  on,  then." 

"Let  us  go  as  softly  as  foot  can  fall,  Dick,  for  we  don't  know  yet  but  that 
they  may  be  on  th#  listen." 

*•  Then  suppose  we  try  their  game,  Jack,  and  dismount  and  lead  our  cattle  a 
little  way.  It  will  stretch  our  limbs  a  little,  and  we  can  then  keep  the  animals 
at  such  a  foot  pace  that  it  will  be  next  thing  to  impossible  for  them  to  be  heard 
by  any  one." 

"  It  is  a  good  thought,  Dick.** 

They  now  both  dismounted  and  led  their  horses,  and  Jack,  who  was  so  well 
acquainted  with  the  environs  of  Hampstead  that  it  was  quite  out  of  the  question 
for  him  to  lose  his  way  by  day  or  by  night,  led  Dick  down  a  very  narrow  turn- 
ing that  led  to  Holly-bush  Hill,  from  whence  they  proceeded  right  on  towards 
the  old  church  of  Hampstead. 

Without  the  least interrupton they  got  down  the  steep  incline  which  in  bad 
weather  it  was  ever  so  perilous  a  thing  to  ride  down,   and  turning   sharply  into 
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Church  Row,  they  got  past  the  churchyard,  and  so  on  down  the  narrow  lane 
iJiat  would  lead  them  as  directly  to  West-end  as  need  be. 

"  This  is  rather  an  intricate  navigation,"  said  Dick. 

**  It  looks  so  at  night,"  replied  Jack,  **  but  it  is  all  clear  enough  when  once 
yen  know  it.  Indeed,  unless  you  were  determined  to  go  out  of  the  way  by 
"turning  to  the  right,  it  would  be  difficult  to  do  so,  and  here  we  are  getting  on 
nicely,  and  I  do  think  we  may  mount  and  trot  it." 

"  So  do  I ;  and  as  for  those  fellows  who  are  in  ambu«h,  it  is  to  be  hoped  by 
this  time,  in  the  lane,  the  only  thing  I  very  sincerely  wish  thera  is,  patience." 

*'  Yes,"  laughed  Jack,  "  that  will  suit  us  for  them  to  possess  for  once  in  a 
"way,  although  it  is  not  always  the  quality  that  I  would  wish  my  foes  to  be 
possessed  of.'' 

They  mounted,  and  rode  on,  and  in  the  course  of  about  seven  or  eight  minutes 
more  they  emerged  up  West-end,  quite  close  to  the  wall  of  the  mansion  which 
■was  their  place  of  destination  for  the  night. 

**  Here  we  are,"  said  Jack.  "  Maggs  promised  to  be  upon  the  look  out  for 
us,  but  1  expect  that  we  are  a  little  early.'* 

"  But  not  a  bit  too  soon  for  all  that,"  said  a  voice,  as  a  dark  figure  stepped 
out  from  the  shadow  of  the  wall. 

*•  Ah,  is  it  you,  Maggs?"  said  Dick. 

*'  That  same  am  I,"  said  Maggs.  f  Follow  me,  both  of  y®u.  Do  you  know, 
I  have  a  little  suspicion  ?" 

*' Of  what?'' 

"  Why,  that  there  are  some  bad  characters  about  the  place  to-night,  so  be 
cautious." 

**  I  shouldn't  wonder,"  said  Jack,  with  a  slight  laugh,  "  if  there  were  a  good 
many  of  that  sort,  friend  Maggs." 

"  Nay,"  said  Maggs,  "  I  didn't  mean  it  as  a  joke,  in  good  truth  ;  but  I  really 
think  the  house  is  watched." 

"  That  is  bad  news." 

"  It  is  ;  but  still  there  are  too  many  of  us  to  be  in  much  danger ;  and  as  this 
is  the  last  time  any  of  the  family  will  meet  at  this  crib,  why,  I  don't  know  that 
it  matters  very  much." 

"  Is  it  going  to  be  given  up,  then  ?" 

*' Yes.  But'  come  through  the  gate.  That  will  do.  Now,  I  should  say,  let 
your  cattle  take  it  easy  here,  for  they  can't  get  away,  and  there  is  some 
nice  little  fresh  picking  of  young  grass  under  the  fruit  tiees.  This  is  the 
orchard." 

"  Very  good.     But  why  is  the  old  place  to  be  deserted  V* 

*'  For  a  foolish  reason  enough.  The  man  who  keeps  it  says,  that  there  have 
been  all  night  long  a  couple  of  ghosts  in  the  kitchen  garden.  He  will  have  it 
that  they  stand  upon  one  particular  spot,  linked  arm  in  arm,  and  that  their  eyes 
glare  like  two  stars  in  the  darkness.  B.e  says  they  are  as  plain  to  be  seen  as 
possible,  although  you  can  see,  at  the  same  timei  the  trees  and  the  bushes 
through  them."  • 

*'  How  absurd,"  said  Dick. 

'*  If  he  thinks  it,"  said  Jack,  **  why,  to  him  it  is  true,  and  so»it  must  be  a 
horrible  truth." 

**  No  doubt  of  that,"  said  Maggs  ;  *'  fancy  or  not  fancy,  it  is  all  the  same  to 
him;  so  he  goes  with  us  to-night,  for  he  says  he  wouldn't  be  an  hour  in  the 
place  when  we  are  gone  for  a  thousand  pounds." 

*« Well— well;  beitsoi?^^ 

"  Follow  me  closely." 

"  Stop,"  said  Jack.  "I  should  like  to  go  round  by  the  kitchen  garden,  and 
■  see  if  tbexe  is  really  anything  to  lead  to  the  delusion  that  the  man  speaks  of. 
It  will  not  delay  us  a  minute.'* 

^'No—nor  half  a  minute.  Come  this  way,  and  1  will  take  you  to  the  spot 
where  a  certain  grave  holds  two  bodies  that  yau  wot  of." 
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**  Yes,"  said  Dick,  '*  and  the  least  that  any  one  says  about  that  affair  the 
better  itmay  he  for  the  family  in  the  long  run.  He  will  be  no  friend  to  himself, 
or  to  his  brethren,  who  first  preaches  about  that  little  transaction/' 

Maggs  led  the  way  along  a  narrow  path  that  was  so  much  overgrown  by  wild 
plants,  and  so  oostructed  by  the  long  shoots  of  ivy  that  spread  out  from  the  wall 
to  the  right  hand,  which  was  covered  with  that  green  mantle,  that  it  was  any- 
thing but  an  easy  thing  to  get  along. 

1  hat  path  was  short,  however,  and  they  struggled  through  it  in  the  course  of 
two  or  three  minutes. 

"Stop!"  said  Maggs. 

"  Yes — yes.     Is  this  the  place  ?** 

'*Look  right  along  by  those  palings.  There  is  the  spot.  By  Heavens! 
what  is  that?" 

*'  1  see  something  white,"  said  Dick. 

"  And  so  do  I,"  cried  Jack.     **  Something  moves,  too.'* 

"  Hush  !  oh,  hush !"  said  Maggs.  "  Don't  speak  ia  that  tone,  Jack.  Why 
— why,  what  on  earth  can  it  be  ?  It  is  exactly  over  the  grave  of  the  two 
officers,  too.  There  is,  or  there  was  to  be,  a  gooseberry  bush  or  two  planted 
there.*' 

**Sfay  where  you  are,  both  of  you,"  said  Dick.  *' I  am  not  going  to  stand 
any  nonsense— I  will  advance  up  to  it.* 

*f  Oh,  no,  Dick,  don't." 

'*  Why  not  ?" 

*•  If  it  were  a  mortal  foe,  Dick,  I  should  be  the  last  person  to  say,  *  Hold,' 
to  you." 

"  Oh.  stuflF." 

"But  it  is  not,  you  know,  and  you  talk  of  advancing  upon  a  creatare,  or  an 
existence,  of  the  powers  of  which  you  know  nothing  !  Let  me  beg  of  you  to 
pause.* 

"No,  Jack,  for  my  own  sake,  as  well  as  for  yours,  T  will  test  the  unknown 
powers  of  the  being  who  keeps  such  silent  watch  over  that  spot.  I  never  yet 
gave  way  to  terrors  of  this  description,  and  I  am  not  going  to  begin  now." 

••  Stop  him,  Maggs." 

"  Not  I,"  said  Maggs.  **  Let  him  go.  Those  who  have  the  courage  to  face 
the?e  things  are  the  pioper  persons  to  do  so,  and  they  should  not  be-stopped." 

'  That's  it ,"  said  Dick. 

As  he  spoke  he  cocked  one  of  his  pistols,  and  while  Jack  looked  after  him 
with  eyes  of  terror,  and  even  Maggs,  shading  his  vision  with  his  hand,  tried  to 
ke€p  him  well  in  sight.  Dick  strode  on  at  an  even  pace,  neither  very  quick  nor 
very  slow,  towards  the  white  object. 

"  He  has  nerve,"  said  Maggs. 

"  He  has  indeed,"  answered  Jack.  "He  does  not  pause  either,  nor  draw  back 
as  he  nears  it."  r  , 

'•  True — true.     There,  he  reaches  the  8pot«"J. 

"Yes,  he  is  there." 

«  Ha-I  ha  !"  laughed  Dick  Turpin,  ^  "Come  on.  This  is  too  good.  Come  on 
both  of  you,  and  be  iatrodaced  to  the  ghost,  jf  you- will  be  so  good  as  to  allow 
me  to  have  the  honour  of  performing  that  ceremony.'*  f 

These  words  from  Dick  were  quite  sufficient  to  ccmvince  both  Maggs  and 
Jack  that  there  was  nothing  supernatural  in  the  object  to  which  he  had  advanced 
w  ith  so  much  real  courage.  If  they  were  not  sufficient  for  that  object,  they 
most  certainly  ought  to  have  been  so. 

"  I  think,"  said  Maggs,  "  that  Turpin  will  have  the  laugh  at  us  both.  Jack. 
But  come  on." 

"  Are  you  coming  ?"  said  Dick. 

"Yes— yes." 

They  both  reached  the  spot  in  a  moment  or  two,  and  then  Dick  said,  with  all 
the  gravity  imaginable — 
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''Allow  me,  gentlemen,  to  introduce  to  you  a  flannel  petticoat,  as  the  object 
of  a  supernatural  character,  upon  the  gooseberry  bush,  and  to  a  pea-stick,  with 
a  piece  of  rag  at  the  end  of  it,  to  frighten  the  birds  from,  I  suppose,  an  onioa 
plantation,  as  the  supernatural  face  that  kept  moving  about  with  such  horrible 
and  strange  significance  as  we  looked  at  it  from  yonder," 

**  Is  that  the  fact  ?**  said  Maggs. 

"You  don't  say  so?"  said  Jack. 

"  Yes,  it  is  a  fact,  and  I  am  very  happy  to  say  so ;  and  I  may  add,  that  I 
strongly  suspect  most  supernatural  appearances  to  be  composed  of  about  as 
simple  elements.'* 

"The  dence  take  it !"  muttered  Jack.  **  How  glad  I  am,  Dick,  that  you  had 
m  ore  courage  than  I  in  this  matter." 

"  And  than  I,"  said  Maggs. 

"Now,"  said  Dick,  *' 1  know  what  you  bo'h  suspect,  and  that  is  that  I 
am  verv  far  sighted,  and  saw  that  something  of  this  sort  composed  the 
ghost."' 

"  No — no  !"  they  both  said. 
f  "  Well,  then,"  added  Dick,  with  a  laugh,  "  I  say  yes,  for  I  am  very  long- 
sighted, indeed,  and  able  to  see  extremely  well  in  the  dark,  and  the  moment  I 
looked  upon  the  object  here,  I  thought  that  it  was  something  like  what  it  turns 
out  to  be.  Now,  you  see,  how  the  merit  and  the  chivalry  of  my  courage  fades 
away.  The  probability  is,  that  if  I  really  thought  it  had  been  anything  super- 
natural, I  might  have  been  as  loth  as  either  of  you  to  have  thrown  myself  in 
the  way  of  it  so  recklessly." 

**  Well,"  said  Maggs,  '*  that  will  do.  Let  us  come  now  to  the  great  room,  for 
1  think  we  shall  find  our  friends  there.  My  mission  on  the  outside  of  the  house, 
by  the  bridle  road,  was  specially  to  look  for  you  two." 

it  They  now  made  their  way  into  the  large  apartment  in  which  the  thieves  had 
met  upon  that  eventful  night,  when  the  two  officers  had  with  such  singular 
imprudence  sacrificed  their  lives  to  the  vengeance  of  the  "  family."  There  were 
assembled  nearly  every  one  who  had  been  at  the  meeting  on  the  former 
occasion. 

The  entrance  of  Dick  Turpin  and  Sixteen-string  Jack  was  the  signal  for  a 
cheer,  which  Maggs,  however,  ae  soon  as  possible,  repressed,  reminding  them  of 
the  danger  of  any  unusual  noise,  situated  as  they  were  in  a  house  that,  in  all 
likelihood,  was  suspected  by  the  police. 

"  1  don't  speak  to  delay  business,  or  to  give  anything  like  an  alarm  to  any 
one  here,"  said  Maggs  ;  *'  but  I  say  it  honestly,  that  I  do  think  the  house  is 
watched." 

*•  It's  more  than  likely,"  said  a  voice. 

"Well,  so  say  J.  And  now  let  us  to  business,  and  make  up  our  minds  what 
we  mean  to  do,  and  then  let  us  all  get  away  as  quickly  as  we  possibly  can." 

"Yes— yes,  that's  it,"  said  several. 

"  Allow  me,  then,"  said  Jack,  as  he  took  off  his  hat,  and  stood  upon  a  chair 
so  as  to  make  himself  plainly  visible  to  all  present — *'  allow  me  to  thank  every 
one  here  for  the  kind  interest  shown  in  the  fate  of  Claude  Duval.  I  am  his 
oldest  and  most  constant  friend,  I  believe  I  may  say,  and  1  thank  you  all  from 
my  heart,  both  in  my  own  name  and  in  his." 

'*  Bravo,  Jack !" 

*'  And  I,  too,"  said  Dick  Turpin,  lifting  his  hat,  and  exhibiting  that  nearly 
completely  bald  head,  by  which  he  was  so  well  known,  and  which,  when  he 
took  off  his  hat,  made  him  look  at  the  least  fifteen  years  older  than  when  he  had 
It  on — "  I,  too,  have  to  tha<ik  you  al! ;  and  I  only  hope  that  if  anything  is 
determined  upon  to-night  in  favour  of  Duval,  that  you  will  let  me  take  the  post 
of  danger,  be  it  what  it  may,  in  the  enterprise." 
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CHAPTER  CCCV. 

the  dispersion  of  the  thieves,  and  the  death  of  the    scout    in  the 

[lane. 

This  declaration  from' Dick  Turpin,  spoken  as  it^vas  with  a  sincerity  of  whicli 
here  could  be  no  possible  doubt,  was  pleasing  enough  to  those  who  were 
t assembled  in  that  large  apartment. 

A  murmur  of  satisfaction  arose  from  them  at  the  statement  of  h^s  wishes,  and 
one  then  cried  out —  W^A 

>^ , : .jW^ 
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"  We  will  all  do  what  we  can  for  Duval ;  but  Magrs  is  the  man  who  will  tell 
us  what  to  do." 

*'Yes — yes!"'  cried  the  others,  *' Maggs  is  the  man — Maggs  is  the  man! 
He  will  say  what  must  be  done.'* 

**  Well,"  sai.i  Maggs,  rising,  "if  you  will  have  it  so,  all  of  you,  I  will  say 
what  I  think  it  ought  to  be  ;  but  as  regards  the  doing  part  of  it  or  not,  that  will 

b  for  all  you  to  decide,  you  know,  not  me.*' 
"Go  on,  Maggs." 

"  We  shall  all,"  said  Jack,  "  I  am  sure^  listeii  to  Maggs  with  Uiat  attention 
that  any  suggestion  from  him  merits,  and  I,  for  one,  have  no  doubt  in  the  world 
but  that  what  he  recomends  will  be  found  to  be  the  very  best  couite  we  can  all 
of  us  pursue." 

"  No  doubt  of  that  at  all,"  said  Dick. 

Maggs  was  now  hoisted  up  upon  one  of  the  tables,  so  that  by  a  light  that  hung 
from  a  rusty  chain  fastened  to  the  ceiling,  he  was  plainly  visfble  to  all  present. 
There  was  a  bandage  still  round  his  face  where  he  had  been  wounded  by  one  of 
the  officers,  who  now  lay  in  the  garden  so  calm  and  so  still,  and-th-rough  the 
folds  of  that  bandage  a  few  drops  of  blood  had  oozed. 

This  gave  him  the  appearance  of  ferocity,  which  was  very  far,  in  leed,  from 
being  in  accordance  with  Maggs'  real  character,  for  he  vi'as  anything  but  a  man  of 
violent  passion^. 

"  Hear  him  !     Hear  Maggs  !"    cried  one. 

"  Won't  you  take  a  drop  of  ale  before  you  begin.''"  said  another. 

"  Silence  1"  cried  a  third. 

*'  Thank  you  all,"  said  Maggs,  **  fMI'tfeffi^  ale  whsn  I  H^Vedone  ;  but 
not  now. ' 

"All's  right.     Goon." 

"  You  all  know,"  said  Maggs,  ^'thatl  speak  nothing  itibre  thaii  filiie  tnith 
when  1  say,  that  by  the  situation  I  have  held  in  the  old  stdhe-jug  in  th^  Bailey, 
I  have  been  able  to  do  some  (rood  to  the  family." 

"  Lots  of  good  !"  cried  half-a-dozen  voiced. 

"  VVell,  I  don't  mention  that  in  any  way  to  make  a  boast  of  it,  mind  you." 

"  We  know  that,  Maggs." 

'*  I  only  say  it,  you  see^  hecao^ei  it  is  a  fact  that  there  is  no  need  to  dispute, 
and  because  it  brings  me  to  the  fii*§t  part  of  what  I  am  going  to  say  to-night,  and 
that  first  part  is,  that  I  rathfer  thi'rik  sdmefhing  raa^r  be  done  for  Claude  Duval ; 
but  that  something  will  have  the  effect  of  preventing  rtie  showing  my  face  in 
Newgate  agiin  j  so  I  shall  be  of  no  more  use." 

The  ihievts  Were  silent  at  this,  and  looked  ruefully  at  each  other. 

"  Mind  you,"  added  Maggs,  "  I  don't  mean  to  say  that  it  will  positively  liave 
that  effect,  btit  it  may.  I  will  try  and  manage  that  it  shall  not,  if  We  cJeOry  out 
the  plan  at  all ;  but  still,  you  know  what  my  opinion  is  ;  and  that  i^,  that  it 
will." 

"  A  bad  job  that  for  the  family,''  said  a  voice. 

**  Very,"  said  several  others. 

"Before  our  friend  Maggs  goes  any  further,  then,"  said  Jack,  ** allow  me  to  say 
chat,  upon  the  part  of  Claude  Duval,  I  should  refuse  to  sanction  any  enterprise 
that  brought  Maggs  into  trouble,  or  injured  so  much  as  the  hair  of  his  head." 

"And  I,"  cried  Dick. 

"Bravo  1    Bravo  !"  shouted  the  others. 

*'  Silence  !"  said  Maggs.  "Do  you  forget  where  you  are?  You  are  not  in 
one  of  the  old  kens  in  the  city  underground,  and  so  well  shut  in  that  you  naay 
make  as  much  noise  as  you  like,  and  no  chance  of  any  one  hearing  you." 

"All's  right,  Maggs;  go  on." 

"  Well,  there's  no  chance,  as  far  as  T  can  see,  of  any  harm  coming  to  me  by  the 
job.  All  I  think  is,  that  the  sheriffs  may  be' rather  suspicious  that  1  had  sold 
them,  and  so  they  might  think  it  would  be  just  as  well  to  dispense  with  my 
services  as  odd  man  at  Newgate,  you  see." 
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'•'Let's  know  the  plan,  Maggs," 

"It  is  a  bold  one." 

*'  Of  couise,"  said  Dick. 

"  That  was  to  be  expected/'  said  Jack,  *'  and  in  that  lies  the  principal  chance 
of  its  success." 

'•  You  are  right,"  added  Maggs.  "  What  I  know  of  the  position  of  Claude 
Duval  enables  me  to  say  that,  by  hook  or  by  crook,  the  authorities  have  made  up 
their  minds  to  hang  him,  and  he  will  be  tried  upon  indictmeut  after  indictment, 
till  they  get  a  verdict  of  guilty,  and  then  they  will  take  good  care  to  put  him  out 
of  this  world,  you  may  depend.*' 

"  Shame — shame  I"  ' 

"  Well,  it  is  a  shame,  when,  in  the  name  of  justice,  there  is  anything  that 
looks  like  persecution,  for,  after  all,  there  is  many  a  worse  fellow  than  Claude 
Duval  who  has  escaped  scot-free.  But  that's  not  our  look  out.  We  want  to 
save  him,  right  or  wrong,  I  take  it," 

"  Yes,  Maggs,  that's  it." 

''Then  this  is  the  plan.  I  expect  to-morrow  night  to  be  on  duty  by  Claude's 
cell,  you  see,  and  when  that  is  the  case,  the  regular  turnkeys  don't  give 
themselves  a  great  deal  of  trouble.  Mind  you,  I  shall  be  outside  his  cell,  but 
that  won't  make  any  difficulty." 

*'But  you  don't  mean  to  say,  Maggs,"  said  Dick,  "that  you  can  walk  hini 
out  of  Newgate?' 

"  No — not  exactly  ;  but  if  half  a  dozen  courageous  men  will  take  possessioii 
of  the  lobbv,  I  can  bring  him  there,  I  rather  think,  and  then  the  thing  will  be 
done."       '  i 

"  That  is  bold,  indeed." 

*'  Let  me  explain  to  you  how  the  affair  will  stand.  In  the  lobby  you  will  find 
three  men,  one  on  the  lock,  as  it  is  called,  and  two  officers  on  night  duty.  Well, 
between  Claude's  cell  and  the  lobby  there  are  two  turnkeys  to  pass,  who  are  well 
armed,  so  that  there  are  five  men  to  conquer  in  all." 

"  That's  easy,"  said  a  voice. 

"  Stop  a  bit— not  so  easy.  First  of  all,  it  is  necessary  that  they  should  be 
conquered  without  noise  or  the  discharge  of  fire-arms  of  any  kind.  If  an  alarm 
is  given,  the  whole  force  of  the  establishment  will  hasten  to  the  spot,  and  we 
are  lost." 

**  But  still,"  said  Jack,  **  I  can  conceive  how  it  may  be  done." 

"  Yes,"  added  Maggs.  "  In  this  wise  I  think  it  may.  Exactly  at  half- 
past  two  o'clock  I  will  come  into  the  lobby,  and  then  I  would  have  some  one  of 
you  come  to  the  wicket-gate  with  a  let'er  in  vour  hand,  and  say  in  a  voice  as  of 
one  in  authority — '  A  letter  from  the  Under-Secretary  of  State  to  the  Governor.' 
Well,  upon  that,  the  man  on  the  lock  will  open  the  door  and  let  you  in,  but  the 
moment  you  get  in,  another  of  you  must  come  and  tap  at  the  wicket,  and  say— 
'  The  Lord  Mayor  will  be  here  in  five  minutes-  He  has  sent  me  to  request  that 
the  govern'>r  will  rise  at  once.*  Well,  they  will  let  him  in,  likewise,  for  nothing 
throws  such  men  so  much  off  their  guard  as  the  use  of  high  names  and 
dignities." 

**  I  see,"  said  Dick.  ] 

"  Then  there  will  be  two  of  you  in  the  lobby,  and  you  must  fall  upon  the  | 
officer  who  remains  and  the  man  on  the  lock,  for  one  of  them  will  be  gone  with 
the  mock  letter  to  the  governor,  you  understand." 

'«  Precisely." 

"  The  moment  you  have  gagged  and  bound  them,   and,  of  course,  you  will , 
take  care  to  have  everythin  ;  handy  for  such  a  purpose,  you  can  open  the  wicket 
and  let  in  half  a  dozen'raore,  an:lthen  you  will  affect  to  have  seized  me,  likewise, 
and  to  threaten  me  with  instant  death,  if  I  do  not  show  you  the  way  to  Claud© 
Duval's  cell." 

"  It  will  do,  I  think,"  said  Dick. 

•♦  Yes,"  said  Jack,  *•  but  it  is  a  ticklish  affair." 
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*'  I  cannot  conceal  from  myself  that  it  is  so,"  said  Maggs,  "but  I  have  a  pretty 
pood  idea  that  there  will  be  success.  Of  course  the  two  men  in  the  passage  must 
be  treated  the  same  as  those  in  the  lobby,  and  I  will  take  you  direct  to  Claude's 
cell,  and  open  the  door  for  you  pretty  quickly,  and  in  two  minutes,  cut  he  ought 
to  be.  His  horse,  or  one  as  good,  shall  be  in  the  Old  Bailey^  and  off  you 
all  go." 

"Hurrah!" 

"  Silence,  for  the  love  of  safety.  You,  Jack,  the  old  and  kind  friend  and  asso- 
ciate of  Claude  Duval,  you  tell  us  first  what  you  think  of  this  scheme  for  his 
preservation  r" 

All  eyes  were  now  turned  upon  Jack,  who,  without  one  moment  s  hesitation, 
replied  in  a  firm,  clear  voice — 

**  I  say,  ves,  to  the  plan,  and  I  Uke  it  for  its  very  boldness.* 

"  You,  Dick— what  say  you  ?" 

"  I  echo  Jack's  sentiments,  and  he  and  I  will  disguise  ourselves,  and  carry 
out  the  first  part  of  the  enterprise,  if  some  half  dozen  of  those  here  present  will 
volunteer  to  aid  us." 

i*  I  ^iii — I  will— I — I !'  cried  some  dozen  of  voices. 

**Six  will  be  ample,"  said  Maggs  ;  "  and  I  hope,  that  without  any  offence 
to  those  who  would  go  and  do  the  thing  well,  I  may  be  permitted  to  pick  out 
the  six  I  should  like  to  head  it.'* 

"  To  be  sure,  Maggs." 

"  Then  may  we,"  sa'd  Jack,  in  a  voice  full  of  hopefulness,  *'  may  we  consider 
that  as  settled  ?" 

♦'  Quite  settled,"  cried  the  thieves,     **  We  will  do  it." 

"There  is  now  one  thing  to  look  to,"  said  Maggs.  "  Money  will  be  wanted. 
Every  one  must  be  well  disguised,  well  armed,  and  well  mounted,  and  the 
person  who  is  supposed  to  come  from  the  secretary  of  state  must  have  a  hand- 
some private  carriage,  as  that  will  materially  help  in  the  delusion." 

"  Make  yourself  easy  upon  that  score,"  said  Dick  Turpin.  "  Jack  and  I  have 
It  in  our  power  to  furnish  every  guinea  that  will  be  wanted  in  the  affair, 
and  if  you,  Magg?,  will  superintend  the  arrangements,  all  will  be  well." 

"It  will'be  a  five  hundred  pound  job,  if  a  bit,"  said  Maggs;  "for  everything 
must  be  bought,  you  see,  coach  and  all." 

"I  don't  think,"  said  Dick,  "that  we  have  made  a  bad  night's  work  of  it 
to-night,  however.  Jack.'*  ,       t  j     >   i  i 

"  Well,  we  have  a  mahogany-box  that  feels  heavy ;  but  1  don  t  know  what's 

in  it." 

"  Where  is  it.  Jack  1" 

"  Here,  Dick.  I  brought  it  off  the  horse's  back  when  we  dismounted,  and 
kept  it  in  my  hand  till  now.     Shall  we  open  it  ?'*         -, 

"To  be  sure."  '-^s^i^r 

'♦Where  did  it  come  from?"  said  Maggs. 

**  I  think  they  called  the  conveyance  the  Barnet  fly,"  said  Dick  ;  **and  this 
box  we  took  from  a  Jew  who  was  a  passenger,  and  who  seemed  to  set  no  small 

store  by  it." 
The  thieves  gathered  closely  round  Jack  as  he  tried,  for  some  few  moments, 

in  vain  to  open  the  desk. 

"  Let  me  try  it,"  said  a  voice. 

"  Ah,  let  the  game  cracksman  have  a  try  at  it,"  said  the  thieves.     "  He  will 

open  it."  .  J        ,  i  1 . 

"  I  will  fry,"  said  a  small,  active-looking  man,  stepping  forward,  and  taking 

a  glance  at  the  lock. 

Rummaging,  then,  in  his  pocket  for  a  moment  or  two,  the  cracksman  took  out 
a  small  pick-lock,  and  casting  his  eyes  up  to  the  ceiling  as  if  in  deep  though^, 
he  inserted  it  into  the  keyhole. 

Click  went  the  lock. 
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"  It's  a  good  one,"  he  said,  •'  and  one  of  the  newest  patents  ;  but  1  know  all 
about  it.'* 

'*  Can  you  open  it,  though  ?" 

•'  It  is  open." 

Jack  placed  his  hand  upon  the  lid  of  the  Jew's  box,  and  it  opened  in  a 
moment.  The  practised  hand  of  the  cracksman  had  made  short  work  of 
the  last  new  patent  lock,  which  was  to  defy  all  attempts  to  pick  it. 

The  brief  delay  that  had  taken  place  in  opening  the  Jew's  box,  had  had  the 
effect  of  wonderfully  arousing  the  curiosity  that  actuated  all  the  thieves 
conceriiing  it,  and  there  was  some  inconvenient  pressure  around  Jack  as  it  was 
at  length  fairly  opened. 

"Nothing,"  said  Jack. 

*'  Nothing  ?"  replied  everybody. 

**No;  only  papers,  as  you  all  see." 

Jack  laughed  as  he  spoke,  and  turned  out  a  lot  of  letters  and  memoranda  that 
reached  apparently  to  the  bottom  of  the  mahogany-box,  and  then  he  said — 

•*1  wonder  if  any  one  here  has  a  chisel  or  a  small  jemray  ?" 

"  Here,"  said  the  cracksman,  "  is  the  sort  of  thing  you  want.  That  box  has 
a  false  bottom  to  it." 

**  Well,  so  I  suppose,  and  here  it  goes." 

There  was  a  slight  crash,  and  then  the  false  bottom  of  tbe  box  came  out, 
disclosing  a  space  of  about  four  inches  in  depth  beneath  it,  in  which  there  was  a 
quantity  of  small  packs  of  something, 

"What  is  it?"  said  Dick. 

"Money  and  jewellery,  all  done  up  closely  so  as  not  to  tattle  in  the  coach. 
Ah,  I  see  how  it  has  been  managed;  every  article  of  jewellery  that  has  been 
sold  has  left  room  for  the  price  of  it  in  the  little  box  of  wool  that  had  con- 
tained it." 

"  Then  we  are  all  right.'* 

"  I  hope  so.     We  will  see  what  there  is  here." 

Jack  counted  the  money  and  found  some»vhere  about  two  hundred  guineas 
in  gold,  and  then  there  was  some  silver,  and  some  jewellery  that  looked  very 
good. 

"  I  tell  you  what  it  is,  Maggs,"  said  Dick,  "  you  had  better  take  the  box  with 
its  contents  and  do  the  best  you  can  with  it.  It  came  from  a  Jew,  and,  no  doubt, 
another  of  the  children  of  Israel  will  buy  it  " 

*'  Of  ceurse,  there  is  no  difficulty^iu  that  at  all.  3ut  what's  that  ?  I  heard  a 
shot  or  something  very  like  one." 


CHAPTER  CCCVI.1  ^P^^ '  ~' 

THE   THIEVES   ESCAPE,    AND   DICK   AND   JACK  GET   BACK  TO   THE    PUBLIC-HOUSE. 

There  could  be  no  possible  mistake  concerning  the  fact  that  a  pistol  shot  had 
been  fired  somewhere  outside  ths  mansion,  but  no  one  could  say  whether  it  was 
a  signal  from  the  scout  that  they  had  in  the  lane,  or  some  accidental  shot  from 
some  one  else,  which  might  not  in  any  way  or  manner  concern  them. 

Not  for  long,  however,  were  they  left  in  suspense  upon  that  part  of  the 
subject. 

Suddenly  there  came  into  the  room  a  man  covered  with  blood,  and  fell  half 
fainting  to  the  floor,  as  he  gasped  out  in  frightful  accents— 

"The  traps — the  traps  !     They  have  done  for  me.*' 

"Why,  it's  Downy  Ned,"  £aid  Maggs,  "who  was  keeping  watch  in  the 
lane." 

"  What  has  happened,  Ned  ?"  cr"ed  everybody.  I 

T>-.        M      ■       '  a  — '  '       ■  '        .  '  ■  ^"  '  '      ^-  ■  ^    —  •! 
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"  Don't  you  see,  they  have  done  my  business  for  me." 

"Yes,  but  who  and  what  are  they?" 

**  I'll  tell  you — if — I  can — water — water  I" 

They  hurriedly  brought  some  water  and  placed  it  to  his  lips.  It  was  as  much 
as  he  could  do,  for  a  spasm  that  seized  him,  to  drink  any  of  it,  but  he  did  con- 
trive to  take  9.  little,  and  it  had  evidently  the  effect  of  reviving  hipa,  so  that  in  a 
few  moments  he  could  speak  a  little  more  easily, 

"  I  was  in  the  lane,  when  I  saw  a  couple  of  dozen  of  them  coming- 
coming—  ■ — " 

"  A  couple  of  dozen?'* 

"Quite — quite.  They  were  mounted,  and  they  came  creepinor  on  as  though 
they  knew  the  crib  they  meant  to  be  at  well  enough,  so  I  started  to  get  into  the 
garden  through  the  small  door  in  the  wall,  but  one  of  them  saw  me  and  had  a 
crack  at  me,  and  hit  me." 

*'  But  not  badlv,  I  hope,  Ned  ?"  said  Maggs. 

"  Badly-— not  badly  ?" 

*'  Well,  Ned,  you  don't  seem  to  be  bleeding.'* 

"Inwards — inwards!"   gasped  the"  scout,  and  his  head  fell  back. 

"  He  is  dead,"  said  one. 

"As  mutton,"  said  another.     Poor  Ned  !" 

A  violent  ring  at  the  bell  of  the  garden  gate  at  this  moment  caaie  upon  the 
ears  of  the  thieves. 

"  My  horse  ?"  said  Dick,  "I  forgot  him."  , 

"And  mine?"  said  Jack. 

"All's  right,"  said  Maggs,  "all's  right.  I  have  been  over  this  place,  and  I 
know  how  to  i.ake  you  all  out  in  such  an  emergency  as  this.     F  -How  me." 

''Won't  we!  Only  you  keep  to  that,  Maggs,  and  we  will  follow  you  fast 
enough,  old  fellow." 

"  Listen  first,  and  don't  be  in  a  state  of  trepidation  any  of  you.     The  officers 
can't  get  in  for  some  time,  and  if  we  have  ten  mmutes  to  spare  it  is  all  right. 
This  house,   you  kuowj  has  its  back  against  West-end  Lane,  and  there's  nothing 
but  a  clear  wall  there,  and  no  such  thing  as  even  a  window,  so  that's  where  we 
must  get  out  by." 

"  A  queer  way  of  getting  out,"  said  one. 

"  Not  at  all.  Come  on.  You,  Dick  and  Jack,  will  find  your  cattle  as  we 
go  along,  no  doubt,  it  is  a  good  thing,  now,  that  BiU  seat  his  wife  and  kids 
away  from  here  before  now." 

*'  Yes,"  said  Bill,  "  the  place  would  have  been  a  good  deal  too  hot  to  hold 
me,  I  take  it,  if  I  hadn't." 

"  No  doubt." 

The  thieves  numbered  about  twenty  two  persons,  but  it  was  quite  surprisi;^g 
how  noiselessly  they  managed  to  follow  Maggs  into  the  garden.  The  officers 
were  still  ringing  at  the  gate-bell,  no  doubt  with  the  in'enlioa  of  shooting  the 
first  one  who  should  make  an  appearance  at  it,  or,  psrhaps,  they  runtf  there  in 
order  to  cloak  some  attack  of  a  more  insidious  character  inat  they  were  intent 
upon  making  at  another  part  of  the  building. 

Be  that  how  it  might,  however,  one  I  hint?  was  quite  evident,  and  that  was, 
that  the  family,  as  they  called  themselves,  had  no  time  to  lose. 

By  good  luck,  both  Dick  and  Jack  lit  upon  their  cattle  close  to  the  door 
through  which  they  had  emerged  in  o  tha  garden,  and  they  we:e  about  to  mount, 
but  Maggs  advised  that  they  should  not,  so  they  led  the  animals. 

After  going  half  round  the  house,  Maggs  paused  at  the  door  of  a  little  out- 
house, and  spoke. 

"  This  IS  the  tool-house,"  he  said. "  "Who  can  use  a  pick-axe  well  among 
you  ?" 

"I,  and  I,"  said  severaL 

*'  Take,  then,  what  you  want  out  of  them,  for  I  believe  it  is  pretty  well  stocked 
with  rough  tools," 
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They  lit  a  match  in3ide  thetool-hoase  foi^a  few  mocnents,  so  that  they  might 
see  what  they  were  about,  and  in  the  course  of  a  few  moments  they  were  well 
enough  provided  with  tools  to  work  with. 

"  Now,"  said  Maggs,  "  this  is  the  way  we  must  go  into  the  house  again." 

Tlie  way  he  led  them  was  through  a  little  scullery,  and  then  across  a  kitchen, 
and  so  on' to  a  room,  in  which  there  had  been  a  billiard-table,  and  in  which  there 
was  only  a  borrowed  light.  The  wall  of  that  room  was  hun^  with  fancy 
draperv.  and  Maggs^  as  Ire  poiated.  to  it,  said-*    , 

"  Now,  my  family  men,  that  is  the  only  road  to  the  open  air,  that  I  should 
say  it  will  be  safe  for  any  of  us  to  take  to-night.  Through  thar  wall  is  West- 
end  Lane.  There  is  a  hedge  just  on  the  other  side,  and  a  water-course,  but 
these  are  not  impediments  that  will  stop  us,  I  daresay." 

The  thieves  now  perfectly  understood,  if  they  had  only  guessed  before,  what 
it  w^as  that  they  had  to  do,  and  those  who  were  armed  with  the  pick-axes  at 
once  began  operations  upon  tne  wall  with  right  good  will. 

•'  Work  as  .^-ilently  as  you  can,"  said  Maggs. 

Dick  and  Jack  had  had  some  difhcuhy  in  getting  their  horses  through  the 
scullery  and  kitchen  into  the  biliiard-room,  bat  they  did  at  last  succeed  in 
80  doing  ;  and  as  the  n^ortar  began  to  fly  about,  they  each  tied  a  pocket-handker- 
chief over  the  eyes  of  his  stc  d. 

The  door  of  the  room  was  a  strong  one,  and  as  a  measure  of  precaution 
against  a  sudden  rusa  of  the  officers  at  the  lust  moment,  Maggs  locked  it  and 
bolted  it,  but  they  heard  nothing  more  as  yet  of  the  strong  force  which  had  been 
by  the  scout  reported  as  close  at  hand. 

'in  the  course  of  five  minutes  an  opening  was  made  in  the  wall,  and  when  that 
was  once  the  case,  the  rest  of  the  work  proceeded  with  much  greater  speed,  so 
that  a  practicable  breach  through  which  a  man  might  make  his  way  was  soon 
established. 

"  I  will  go  and^ave  a  look  out."  said  Maggs. 

In  a  moment  he  pushed  himself  through  the  opening,  and  they  heard  him  fall 
with  a  sp'ash  into  the  water  course  that  was  under  the  hedge.  Dick  Turpin 
looked  anxiously  through  the  opening,  but  ail  was  darkness  as  welljis  silence. 

"  Come  on,"  said  Maggs,  m  a  whisper. 

The  thieves  bszan  to  drop  through  the  hole  in  the  wall  as  fast  as  possible  ; 
but  Jack  was  still  hard  at  work  enlarging  it,  for  he  saw  that  it  was  not  near 
extensive  enough  to  let  the  horses  through,  and  he  had  no  idea  of  leaving  them 
behind  him. 

Dick,  when  he  saw  him  thus  occupied,  helped  him,  and  they  in  the  course  of 
a  few  minutes  more  got  down  a  large  portion  of  the  wall. 

"  Come— come,"  said  Maggs. 

'*  Alls  right — here  we  are — go  on,  Jack." 

"After  )0u,  Dick." 

"  D n   it,   there   is   no   time  to  stand  upon  cerernpny,"  said  Dick,  as  he 

walked  his  horse  over  the  rubbish  through  the  orifice  in  the  ^vall  at  once. 
Theft  was  some  li'tle  difficulty  in  getting  over  the  ditch,  and  through  the  hedge, 
but  by  going  backwards  himself,  and  elbowing  his  way,  Dick,  although  at  the 
expense  oi  some  scratchca,  made  a  path  lur  the  horse. 

Jack's'  progress  was  all  the  more  easy  upo.i  that  account,  and  they  were  both 
in  the  lane  uninjured.  • 

The  thieves  were  all  crouching  down  under  the  hedge,  but  Maggs  spoke  to 
them  in  a  low  voice. 

"  Disperse/'  he  said,  "if  you  would  save  yourselves-  Get  into  the  fields,  so 
that  the  horsemen  may  be  puzz'ed  by  the  hedges  and  gates.  My  only  wonder 
is,  where  the  devil  ihtyall  are." 

'*  Ana  mine,  .too,"  said  Dick,  as  he  placed  his  foot  in  the  stirrup  in  the  act  tO' 
mount. 

*'  Fire  !"  said  a  loud,  clear  voice. 

In  a  moment  a  volley  offirt-arras  swept  over  the  spot,  and  if  Jack  and  Dick 
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had  been  mounted,   it  would  have  been  the  next  thing  to  an  impossibility  for 
either  of  them  to  have  escaped  from  being  hit. 

The  position  of  the  thieves,  under  the  hedge,  was  so  far  favourable  that  most 
of  the  bullets  went  over  them  ;  still  some  few  were  hit,  but  the  remainder 
at  once  set  off  across  the  fields  in  such  a  paotc,  that  it  lent  them  double 
speed. 

*'  Are  you  hit.  Jack  V*  said  Dick. ' 

*'No.    Nor  you?" 

'•  All's  right,'"  said  Maggs,  "  Be  off  with  you,  before  they  give  us  another 
taste  of  their  quality." 

*'But  you?" 

"Never  mind  me.'* 

"  Nay— but  we  do,  though,*'  said  Jack.  **  I  know  that  Dick's  Bess  won't 
carry  double,  but  my  horse  can,  and  will  for  a  mile  or  two.  Get  up  at  once, 
Maggs,  behind  me." 

"  That's  about  it,'*  said  Maggs,  as  he  vaulted  up  to  the  back  of  the  horse. 
"Now  let  us  be  off  as  if  the  devil  himself  were  behind  us,  for  it  is  the  only 
chance,  I  think." 

Dick  took  the  lead,  and  Jack  followed  him,  and  so  along  West-end  Lane  they 
went  like  the  wind. 

The  moment  they  started,  they  heard  a  voice  cry  ©ut — 

•*  There  they  go.     After  them,  my  lads." 

"Try  it,"  said  Jack,  as  he  clinched  his  teeth,  and  made  his  steed,  notwrith- 
standing  the  double  burthen  he  bore,  get  over  the  ground  at  a  terrific  pace. 

The  state  of  the  road  was  far  from  being  favourable,  for  there  had  been 
considerable  rain  within  the  last  seven  or  eight  days,  so  that  there  was  much 
mud  ;  but,  still,  that  was  a  disadvantage  that  attached  to  the  pursuers  as  well 
as  to  the  pursued ;  therefore,  it  was  not  of  material  moment. 

*'  On— on,"  Dick  kept  saying,  and  it  was  quite  clear  that,  if  he  had  liked,  after 
the  first  half-mile,  he  could  have  gone  far  a«head  of  Jack  and  Maggs ;  but  he 
generously  kept  by  them. 

The  pace  of  Jack's  horse  began  to  slacken,  and  they  could  hear  the  soundi  of 
pursuit  still  upon  the  night  air. 

"  This  won't  do,"  said  Maggs.  "'* 

"  Yes— yes.     Hold  on." 

"  No,  I  won't,  I  shall  only  involve  you  in  destruction  with  me.  Jack.  I  say, 
it  won't  do." 

"  Oh,  yes,  we  shall  be  on  a  harder  road  in  a  few  more  minutes,  for  we  are 
close  to  the  end  of  the  lane." 

*•  Draw  up  close  to  the  hedge,  Jack,  if  you  don't  wish  me  to  break  my 
neck." 

"  How  so  ?'* 

"  Do  it,  I  beg  of  you." 

"  Well,  well ;  but  every  moment  is  a  life,  for  all  we  know." 

Jack  drew  up  quite  close  to  the  hedge,  and  then  in  an  instant,  with  amaitng 
agility,  Maggs  drew  up  his  feet,  and  stood  upon  the  back  of  the  horse. 

"  Good  night,  Jack." 

With  one  spring  he  cleared  the  hedge,  and  alighted  in  the  field  on  the  other 
sidp  of  it. 

"On — on!"  he  cried.  ,        .   .     .^ 

«'Safe?"  said  Jack.  ^'^^■■^ 

"Quite.     On— on!"  %    ■ 

"  Good  God,  Jack !  where  are  you?"  said  Dick,  riding back^ 

«  Here.     Push  on." 

The  horse  that  Jack  rode,  now  that  he  was  released  from  the  weight  of  Maggs 
upon  his  hind-quarters,  seemed  not  to  feel  Jack  at  all,  for  he  bounded  on  like  a 
deer,  and  kept  neck  and  neck  with  Turpin's  beautiful  mare,  Bess,  which  was 
now  fairly  upon  its  mettle. 
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Some   strasglinjr   sh-ts    now  lol.iihat  ihe  ct!i:er3  Avore  gettiog  despertue  and 
vic'ous  v.ith  the  idea  that,  alter  all   their  prey  was  escaping  them_ 
"  Go  it !"  cried  Dick.     "  Blaze  awoy  !      How  are  ycu,  Maggs  ; 
"  Far  enough  off,  an>l  safe,  1  bcpe/'  said  Jack. 
"  Wliat.  not  with  von  ?'' 


DICK    AND    JACK    PLANNING    THE    ROBBERY   OF   THE    BARNET   KIGHT-FLY.  .- 


**Do  you  think  this  creature  could  carry  double  at  such  a  pace  as  this,  Dick, 

and  so  far?"  ,        •    i,    ^m 

•'  N-)— no.     T  ought  to  ha^e  thdujht  of  that.     But  where  is  he  ? 
"  I  dropped  him   over  the  hedgeT   and  the  traps  have  passed  him  a  good  halt  i 

mile  now,  and  hepj  we  are  in  Ki  bum.     Which  way  is  it  to  be  r )^ 

No.  160. 
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*'  Right  on  up  Wilsden  Lane." 
•*  So  be  it." 

Crossia^  diagonally  the  Kilbura-road,  they  darted  up  the  circuitous  lane  that 
leads  to  Wilsden ;  but  it  was  no  part  of  Dick's  policy  to  go  there.  After  takino- 
the  first  turn  in  the  lane,  he  cried  out— 

"  Follow  me,  Jack,"  and  then  spurred  his  horse  at  a  low  fence  to  the  left  of 
the  road,  and  went  over  beautifully.  Jack  did  the  same,  and  in  two  minutes, 
more  they  were  on  the  other  side  of  a  hay-stack,  and  the  horses  quite  quiet, 
and  only  just  a  little  shaken  by  the  hard  pelt  that  they  had  had  from  West- 
end. 
*'  But  the  traps,"  said  Jack — *'  Where  are  they?" 
"  You  are  answered,  Jack." 

Jack  was  answered  by  the  fact,  that  in  the  next  moment  the  officerss  swept  past 
at  a  gallop  towards  Wilsden. 

**Tnere  you  go,"  said   Dick,  '*  and  the  devil  go  with  you  for  a  parcel  of 
blundering  fools,  after  all.     I  wonder  what  we  should  see  in  you  all  to  go  clatter- 
ing on  to  Wilsden  with  you  at  our  heels,  you  parcel  of  curs  ?" 
I      '*  Don't  be  angry,  Dick." 

"  Oh,  I  am  not ;  only— only— —" 
j      *'  You  are  a  little  provoked." 

;      **  Well,  well,  it  don't  matter.    But  that  volley  that  they  fired  at  us  all  was- 
i  a  cowardly  thing  enough." 
I      *'Itwas." 

*'  Their  duty  was  to  take  us,  not  to  shoot  us.      It  was  time  enough  when  we 
j  showed  fight  for  them  to  do  so." 

'*  Never  mind  it,  Dick.     I  don't  think  they  did  much  mischief  by  it,  and  I 
I  am   more  concerned  at  the  idea  of  some  poor  feflow  lymg  at  West-end  now* 
I  wounded,  than  at  the  conduct  of  the  oflSicers." 
j      *'But  we  can't  help  it" 

**  Not  a  bit — not  a  bit.     We  must  get  to  London  now  as  soon  as  we  can,  and 
I  put  up  ag^in  at  the  old  public-house     I  think,  after  all,  if  we  are  sharp  atwut 
it,  we  shall  be  as  safe  there  as  anywhere." 

j  *'No  doubt  about  that,  and,  perhaps,  safer.  So  come  on.  If  we  can  hit 
upon  a  route  over  the  fields  this  way  we  shall  get  into  the  Harrow-road,  I  take 
it,  shall  we,  Dick  V 

I      "  Exactly.     Bess  is  indulging  herself  with  a  few  raouthfuls  from  the  hay- 
'  stack.     I  don't  like  to  baulk  her  for  a  few  moments." 

j  **  All's  right.  My  horse  has  just  made  the  same  discovery  ;  so  we  may  as  well 
I  let  them  have  a  little  amusement  in  that  line  at  the  expense  of  the  enemy." 
I  The  horses  evidently  enjoyed  the  meal  of  the  fresh  hay  very  much,  and  they 
I  put  the  patience  of  their  masters  rather  to  the  test  as  they  kept  pulling  it  out  of 
j  the  stack,  and  chewing  away  at  it,  notwithstanding  the  bit  prevented  free 
j  mastication. 

I  Dick  and  Jack  both  would  have  bsen  g'ad,  if  circumstances  would  have 
warranted  such  a  course,  to  have  released  the  horses  from  their  head  gear,  and 
let  them  eat  at  leisure;   but  that  cou'd  not  be  at  that  present  time. 

''  Now  for  it,"  said  Dick,  as  he  mounted  ;  "  who  will  lead  the  way  ?  You  or 
I,  Jack  ?" 

"  You,  if  jou  think  you  know  it,  and  1  will  do  so  if  you  have  any  doubt,  for 
I  know  that  I  can  lead  you  tolerab'y  correcily." 
"  Go  on,  then,  in  the  name  of  all  that  is  good  and  lucky." 
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CHAPTER  CCCVII. 

MAGGS    LETS   DtJVAL    KNOW   WHAT   HIS    FRIENDS    ARE    ABOUT. 

It  would  appear  that  the  officers  had  really  made  their  way  right  to  Wihdea' 
for  Dick  and  Jack  neither  saw  nor  heard  anything  further  of  them. 

It  was  half  past  three,  and  a  cloudy  morning,  as  the  old  watchman  in  Smith- 
field  ha.l  it,  when  the  two  highwaymen  drew  rein  at  the  door  of  the  public-house 
in  Barbican.      There  was  a  man  sauntering  up  and  down  by  the  door-post,  and 
the  momeut  they  stopped,  he  stepped  out  on  the  open  pavement  to  meet  them. 
'*  Stand,  and  deliver  !'*   he  said. 
"  Hilloa  l"  cried  Jack.     *'  Who  are  you  ?" 
Dick  laughed. 

"  I  know  who  it  is,"  he  said.  **  Maggs,  if  you  don't  manage  to  disguise  your 
voice  at  times  better  than  that,  I  should  say  it  requires  no  great  amount  of 
cunning  to  know  you  by  it." 

"  i  was  not  attempting  to  disguise  it  at  all,"  said  Maggs,  in  so  very  different 
a  tone,  that  Dick  started  at  the  sound  of  it. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  Maggs,*'  he  said.  "  You  can  do  the  trick  '^hen  you 
like;  but  in  the  name  of  aU  that  is  wonderful,  how  came  you  here  before  us,  and 
without  any  appearance  of  haste,  either  ?'' 

"  Get  your  cattle  put  up  first,  before  1  tell  you.'* 
"Yes,"  said  Jack,  "  that  is  only  prudent." 

Mag^s    took  from  his   waistcoat-pocket    a  small   bird -whistle,   and   blew  a 
■peculiar  note  upon  it,  and  then  before  the  echo  of  that  note  had  died  away,  one 
half  of  the  great  gate  of  the  stable  was  opened,  and  the  landlord,  who  was  just 
inside,  pat  his  head  out,  saying — 
"Here  you  are." 

"  Come  on,  Dick,"  said  Jack,  as  he  rode  into  the  stable,  for  he  was  exceedingly 
anxious  to  get  the  horses  under  cover. 

Dick  followed  him,  and  Maggs   trotted  in  after    Dick.     The    landlord  then 
closed  the  gate  and  put  up  a  long  wooden  bar  across  it, 
■      "  All's  right,  I  hope,"  he  said. 

"Yes,"  replied  Dick,   as    he  dismounted,  ''but  we  have  had  some  rather 
sharp  work  of  one  sort  and  another." 
**  And  some  have  suffered,"  said  Dick. 

"  Ah,  so  Maggs  has  been  tellinj  me.  But  here  you  are,  both  of  you,  sound  in 
wind  arid  limb  by  all  appearauce,  and  the  catt'e  don't  seem  much  the  'vorse." 

"  None  at  all,  I  hope,"  said  Jack,  as  he  took  the  stable-lantern  from  the 
landlord  and  glanced  about  the  feet  of  both  the  beasts.  "  All's  quite  right. 
Rest,  and  a  good  feed,  is  all  they  want.  And  now,  Maggs,  do  tell  us  by  what 
conjuration  you  got  here  so  soon  from  Wilsden  Lane  ?' 

•*  It's  soon  told,  and  easy,"  said  Maggs.  '*  You  left  me  on  a  hedge  in 
Wilsden  Lane.  I  made  a  clean  enough  jump  of  it,  and  when  I  alighted  on  the 
other  side  I  found  myself  in  a  tarnip  field,  and  the  first  thing  I  did  was  to  hit 
my  head  against  a  very  large  specimen  of  that  vegetable  that  half  protruded  fi-ora 
the  ground,  but  as  ray  head  was  considerably  the  hardest,  I  did  more  damage  to 
the  turnip  than  it  could  possibly  do  to  me.'*  ^ 

"  No  doubt,"  said  the  landlord. 

"  Well,  afcer  that   I  sat  up  a  little,  and  while  I  was  thinking  upon  things  in 
general,  past  swept  the  officers   in  pursuit  of  you  two,  at  a  slapping  pace  that 
looked  as  if  thej  really  meant  it." 
"And  they  did,"  said  Jack. 

"Not  a  doubt  of  that;  but  as  your  horse  no  longer  carried  double,  I  had  no 
fear  of  the  result,  as  I  know  very  well  that  the  police  cattle  are  seldom  noted 
for  great  speed.      Well,  then,  I  thought  as  they  had  abandoned  the  Edgeware- 
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road,  that  I   might  jast  as  weft  go  back  to  it  myself;  so  I  walked  to  Kilburn 

again.'' 

.    "  The  best  thing  you  could  do/*  said  Dick. 

"  So  it  turned  out,  for  I  got   on   the  outside  of  a  coach  that  was  going  to  the 
Flower-pot   in  Bishopsgate-street,  and  I  got  down  comfortably  at  the  corner  of 
the  Old  Bailey,   and,  crossing  Smitbfield,  arrived  here  a  quarter  of  an  hwir  ago 
'  without  any  fatigue." 

'•  And  you  were  watching  for  us ?*' 

•♦  I  thought  it  would  os  the  best  thing  I  could  do,  for  you  might  have  been 
otherwise  delayed  at  such  an  hour." 

"  Many  thanks/'  said  Dick.  '*  And  now  I  don't  know  how  Jack  may  happen 
to  feel,  but  I  can  safely  say  for  myself,  that  something  to  eat  and  something  to 
drink  would  come  in  very  welcomly  to  me.'* 

"  I  say  the  same/'  said  Jack. 

••  And  I,"  said  Maggs ;  "  for  I  will  make  this  place  my  home  till  the  morning 
now."  , 

"  Come  on  then,  all  of  you/'  said  the  landlord,  "  aid  you  will  find  that  the 

larder  is  anything  but  empty.      I  have  had  an  eye— I  may,  indeed,  go  so  far  as 

.  to  say,  that  I  have  had  two  eyes  to  the  likelihood  that  you  would  come  home 

hungry  and  thirsty  both,  so  I  have  made  arrangements  accordingly ;  and  while 

•  you  eat,  perhaps  you  can  spare  time,  between  whiles,  to  tell  me  what  has  been 

determined  upon  for  poor  Claude  Duval/* 

*^That  will  we/*  said  Dick. 

A  cold  surloin  of  beef  was  soon  before  the  party,  with  every  addition  to  it 
that  could  make  it  a  very  delightful  repast,  and  they  all  enjoyed  a  supper,  such 
as  exercise  had  lent  a  keen  zest  to,  with  an  amazing  appetite.  Dick  briefly  in- 
formed the  landlord  what  bad  been  resolved  upon  in  the  case  of  Duval,  and  then, 
at  about  four  in  the  morning,  he  and  Jack  retired  to  rest. 

Maggs  took  two  hours'  sleep,  and  then  rising,  he  left  the  public-house  without 
disturbing  any  one,  and  hastened  to  Newgate,  at  the  wicket-gate  of  which  he 
presented  himself  with  that  admirable  sort  of  half-foolish  smile  which  made 
the  officers  think  that  he  was  a  very  good-natured  fellow,  but  by  no  means  over 
bright. 

In  fact,  the  sort  of  attachment  they  had  to  him,  no  doubt,  arose  in  a  great 
measure  from  the  feeling,  upon  their  parts,  that  they  were  wonderfully  sharp    s 
fellows  in  comparison  with  him ;  and  the  jokes  they  made  at  his  expense  always    » 
being  received  with  the  greatest  good  nature  by  him,  raised  him  quite  to  a 
position  of  favouritism  in  the  prison. 

"  Well,  conjurer  Maggs/'  said  the  man  who  was  *on  the  look/  as  he  opened 
the  wicket  to  let  him  in.    "  How  are  you  to-day  ?** 

"Pretty  well,  thank  you,  Mr.  Brown;  and  I  can  say  that  you  look  well, 
indeed ;  but  you  always  does/* 

"  Ah,  I  do  rather  flatter  myself  that  Vm  not  the  worst  looking  fellow  in  the 
world,  Maggs." 

"  The  best,  Mr,  Brown— the  best,  I  should  say/' 

*<  Oh,  no— no.    Hem !     Not  quite  the  best." 

"Ah,  dear,  if  you  had  only  had  the  chances,  Mr.  Brown,  as  some  fellows  have, 
as  are  no  more  to  be  compared  to  you  nor  chalk  is  to  cheese,  what  mightn't  yoa 
a  been  ?" 

i     "  Well— well,  Maggs,  never  mind." 

I     "  No  ;   but  it  is  a  pity.    Yoa  ought  to  have  been  a  sheriff,  Mr.  Brown,  that 
you  ought." 

"  Well,  I'm  much  obhged  to  you  for  your  good  wishes,  however,  Maggs. 
I,  perhaps,  should  have  made  as  good  a  sheriff  as  some  folks  who  do  come  here 
with  their  gold  chains  on,  looking  as  prim  as  possible ;  but  it  ain't  to  be,  so 
there's  an  end  of  it." 

"  Ah  !  more's  the  pity/* 
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"  But  where  have  you  beea  all  night,  Maggs  ?  Several  of  the  fellows  have 
been  asking  for  you  to  get  them  their  drops  of  beer,  and  so  on." 

"Why,  if  you'd  believe  it,  Mr.  Brown,  I  haven't  been  very  well;  so  I  took 
some  physic,  and  that——'* 

"  Recovered  you,  and  here  you  are.** 

*'  No — it  made  me  v^otse,  in  course.* 

"  Oh,  indeed  ?" 

**  Yes,  and  here  I  is,  not  quite  the  thing,  but  yet  able  to  do  my  duty,  and  to 
oblige  any  of  my  friends  as  will  be  so  good  as  to  want  me  to  do  anything 
for  'em." 

•  "  Well,  you  are  a  good-natured  fellow,  it  ever  there  was  one,  that's  quite  clear. 
Can  you  come  on  duty  to-night?" 

*'  Yes,  if  80  be  as  I'm  wanted  to.'* 

"You  will,  and  no  mistake.  There's  been  a  precious  row,  I  can  tell  you. 
Some  fifteen  of  the  best  men  on  the  Bow  Street  establishment  went  out  last 
night  on  an  expedition,  and  two  of  *em  has  coaie  oif  second  best." 

"  Oh,  lor !     How,  Mr.  Brown  ?" 

"  Why,  they  caught  nobody,  and  got  thrown  from  their  horses,  that's  a  fact  ; 
and,  indeed,  I  heard  the  governor  say  that  they  had  one  way  and  another  made 
a  pretty  kettle  of  fish  of  it." 

'•  Oh,  dear !  I  is  so  sorry." 

In  this  way  did  Maggs,  by  a  well   acted  simplicity,  most  completely  get  the 
better  of  the  folks  at  the  Old  Bailey,  and  at  Newgate.      It  was  by  successfully 
flattering  the  vanity  of  all  with  whom  he  came  into  contact,  from  the  governor  , 
down  to  the  humblest  officer  of  the  prison,  that  he  became  so  great  a  favourite, 
and  that  he  threw  really  sharp,  clever  men  off  their  guard. 

It  was  about  two  o'clock  in  the  day  before  Maggs  was  placed  for  an  hour 
upon  temporary  duty  inside  the  prison,  and  entrusted  with  the  keys  that  opened 
Claude  Duval's  cell,  as  well  as  some  others.  He  knew  that  the  hour  would  be 
a  long  one  before  any  of  the  officers  thought  of  relieving  him  ;  so  he  dared  not 
hesitate  at  once  to  seek  Duval,  and  make  him  clearly  understand  what  would  be 
attempted  to  be  done  for  him  by  his  friends  Dick  and  Jack,  and  by  the  thieves, 
upon  that  night  which  was  now  fast  approaching. 

Upon  opening  the  door  of  the  eel),  Maggs  found  that  Claude  was  sleeping ; 
but  the  noise  of  the  lock  made  him  move  uneasily,  and  be  muttered— 

•'  No — no,  not  dead.     They  could  not  kill  her  !" 

"  Poor  fellow,"  said  Maggs  ;  *'  he  is  thinking  of  her  whom  he  loved  better 
than  all  the  world — of  Cicely." 

*'I  tell  you  she  lives — she  lives  !"  murmured  Claude. 

Maggs  stood  in  the  doorway  of  the  cell  gazing  upon  the  poor  prisoner  with 
compassionate  eyes. 

"There!"  said  Claude — "there  they  come,  now,  through  the  old  church- 
yard, and  the  red-coats  are  with  them.  Oh,  if  you  were  but  safe,  Cicely  I  Will 
not  even  the  sanctity  of  this  old  cathedral  be  respected?" 

It  was  evident  that  the  dreams  of  Duval  were  carrying  him  back  to  Winchester 
Cathedral,  where  Cicely  had  been  in  so  much  peril. 


CHAPTER  CCCVIII. 

THE    PLAN   OP   B8CAPE    FROM    NEWGATE    IS    CONNIVED    BRAVELY. 

** Duval!'*  said  Maggs,  as  he  stooped  down  over  the  pallet-bed  upon  which 
Claude  lay— "Duval,  I  say  !" 
"  Save  her ! — oh,  save  her  !'* 
"  Duval,  awake.    It  is  1." 
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Claude  only  dashed  his  arras  to  and  fro,  and  muttered  indistinctly  the  name  oJ 
Cicely. 

"This   won't   do,"    said    Maggs.  as    he  laid  his  hand   upon.  Duval's  arm. 

Awake,  Claude  Duval;  but  speak  low." 

The  touch,  light  as  it  was,  sufficed  to  arouse  Duval  in  a  moment,  and  he 
sprang  to  his  feet,  his  fetters  rattling  as  he  did  so,  and  making  much  more  noise 
than  Maggs  thought  at  all  pruden*:  to  be  made  upon  that  occasion. 

"  Silence  !"  he  said.  "  Would  you  bring  danger  upon  me,  and  destroy  your 
own  hopes  of  deliverance  ?     Peace,  I  say  !" 

''  Ah,  who  speaks  to  me  ?" 

"  Don't  you  know  me?" 

Duval  sunk  back  upon  the  miserable  couch,  as  he  said,  in  a  faint  voice—* 

"  Oh,  yes,  surety,  yes,  I  know  you  now.  1  think,  that  is,  I  am  sure  that  you 
once  before  said  some  kind  things  to  me.  I  know  you  now.  How  did  they  let 
you  get  to  this  place  ?" 

"  Plague  take  it,  Duval,^you  are  only  half  awake  now,  I  think.  Rouse  yourself, 
man." 

"This  is  NevTgate!" 

"  Newgcate  ?  To  be  sure  it  is.  I  suppose  there  can  be  very  little  doubt  of  that 
now.  Don't  you  know  me?  I  am  Maggs.  Come,  take  a  drink  ol  wu'er,  and 
open  your  eyes  a  little  wider.     How  do  you  feel  now  ?" 

"Cooler!" 

"  I  should  think  you  did,  for  you  have  upset  half  the  pitcher  of  water  over 
you.    But  are  you  wide  atvake  now  ?" 

"  Oh,  yes,  th mk  you.  I  have  been  dreaming,  that's  all,  as  a  man  is  apt 
enough  to  do  in  this  place,  I  fancy.  Well,  Maggs,  what  have  you  in  the  shape  of 
news  for  me?" 

"  Listen  to  me  attentively  Duval  to  what  I  am  going  to  say  to  you,  for  I  don*t 
know  how  long  they  may  leave  me  to  say  it  in,  and  it  is  important  that  you 
should  know  all  about  it ;  you  can  ask  me  any  questions  afterwards." 

**  Go  on — go  on." 

Maggs  then  rapidly  detailed  to  him  all  that  had  taken  place  at  the  meeting  at 
West-end,  and  of  the' determination  that  Dick  Turpin  and  Sixteen-string  Jack 
had  made  to  attempt  his  rescue  upon  that  very  night  that  was  now  coming;  and 
he  concluded  his  communication  by  saying — 

"  Now,  Duval,  of  course  everything  will  depend  upon  your  absolute  coolness 
and  discretional  the  time  I  hope  that  we  may  depend  upon  you  in  those  par- 
ticulars." 

"  My  dear  fellow,  ask  Dick  and  Jack  if  ever  I  was  wanting  in  such  qualities 
when  they  are  requisite." 

"  That  will  du  quite  well.  I  have  no  need  to  ask  them,  because  I  am  quite  sure 
myself  that  you  will  be  a!l  right.     And  now  take  this  key." 

''A  key  ?" 

"  Yes  •  and  to  you  it  is  the  most  important  one  that  ever  you  had  in  your 
hand.  It  unlocks'the  fetters  that  you  have  on.  They  might  have  put  you  on  a 
rivetted  set,  and  if  they  had,  you  would  have  had  to  leave  Newgate  with  them.'* 

"  They  are  rivetted." 

"  You  dont  mean  that  ?" 

*'  Yes,  I  do.  About  three  or  four  hours  ago,  T  think  it  was,  they  came  in  with 
the  prison  blacksmith  and  the  governor's  clerk,  and  took  off  the  fetters  I  had  on, 
and  rivetted  these  in  their  place.  I  don't  know  what  motive  thej  had  for  so  doing, 
as  I  never  once  opened  mv  lips  to  them,  or  they  to  me.' 

**  I  don't  at  all  understand  it,"  said  Maggs,  as  he  paced  the  cell  several  times 
with  rather  a  distraced  mien.  "  I  can't  make  out  what  they  mean  by  it.  You 
gave  them  money,  Claude?" 

"They  have  had  twenty  pounds  of  me." 

"  Then  you  are  entitled  to  every  indulo-ence;  but  I  suppose  it  was  some  whim 
of  the  governor's.     I  cannot  account  for  it  in  any  other  wavj  and  the  truth  of  it 
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is,  that  I  am  quite  unprovided  with  the  tools  to  enable  you  to  get  rid  of  the  fetters 
you  now  wear." 

"  It  is  awkw«ard  enough." 

'*  Never  mind,  they  will  carry  you  out  with  them,  even  if  the  worst  comes  to 
the  worst ;  but  if  I  can  bring  you  in  a  file  or  two  between  this  time  and  two 
o'clock,   I  will." 

"  Thank  you,  Maggs.  I  only  feel  half  a  man  while  this  cold  iron  is  ahout  my 
limbs/' 

I  *'  I  don't  wonder  at  it.  But  it  is  now  quite  understood  that  you  will  be  prepared 
for  action'?" 

'*  Oh,  yes.    And  Cicely,  she  is  better,  no  doubt  ?" 

Maggs  was  confused,  but  Claude  said  immediately,  in  a  higher  and  more 
excited  voice— 

"  It  is  in  vain  for  you  to  try  to  deceive  m*.  T  know  that  she  has  been  badly 
wounded,  and  I  have  reason  to  believe  that  she  is  lying  very  ill  somewhere  ;  but 
if  I  thought  she  were  dead,  I  tell  you,  Maggs,  notwithstanding  all  your  good 
feeling  towards  me,  and  notwithstanding  all  my  wishes  to  hold  my  dear  friend 
Jack  by  the  hand  a^ain,  I  would  not  leave  this  cell  alive." 

**  Nay,  now,  Claude——*' 

**  Do  not  try  to  contend  this  affair  with  me.  It  is  my  fiKed  resolution.  But  I 
know  she  is  not  dead.     I  shall  meet  her  again,  I  feel  quite  assured  of  it.*' 

"Not  a  doubt  of  it.  In  another  world,  perhaps,*'  added  Maggs,  to  himself, 
'*  but  not  in  this." 

"Well— well,  that  is  settled,"  added  Duval.  "I  will  be  ready,  and  you  can 
accept  for  yourself  better  thanks  than  words  can  give  you,  and  tell  all  my  friends 
that  I  have  no  means  of  letting  them  know  how  much  I  appreciate  their 
generous  kindness  and  devotion  to  me." 

"  I  will— I  will." 

•*Doso;  and  yet — yet—" 

"  Yet  what,  Duval  ?" 

*'If  1  thought  that  it  was  at  all  likely  they  would  fall  in  this  attempt  to 
rescue  me,  I  would  rather  die  a  thousand  deaths  than  permit  them  to  engage  in 
such  an  enterprise." 

"They know  all  that  as  well  as  you  can  tell  it  to  them,"  replied  Miggs,  "  and 
I  don't  think  that  any  hesitation  upon  your  part  would  have  the  effect  of  stopping 
them  in  their  attempt  to  do  something  for  you.  They  have  pledged  themselves  to 
it;  and  upon  the  aid  which  you  personally  give  to  them  will  depend,  I  assure  you, 
in  a  great  measure,  the  success  or  the  failure  of  the  plan." 

*•  Say  no  more.  I  will  do  all  that  man  can  do." 

"  That  is  right.  If  I  can  get  out  of  the  prison  and  procure  you  a  good  file  or 
two,  by  the  aid  of  which  you  may  manage  to  rid  yourself  of  your  fetters,  well 
and  good  ;  but  if  I  cannot  do  that,  Duval,  you  must  not  despair." 

"  Indeed,  I  will  not." 

Maggs  now  felt  that  he  had  had  quite  a  long  enough  conference  with  Claude, 
considering  the  circumstances;  and  feeling  that  if  the  least  suspicion  should  be 
awakened,  the  who'e  plan  might  fail,  he  left  the  cell,  and  kept  watch  and  ward 
in  the  narrow  gloomy  passage  adjoining  it  which  was  his  proper  place,  consider- 
ing that  he  was  playing  the  part  of  turnkey  on  very  special  duty. 

It  was  as  well  that  Maggs  had  left  the  cell  of  Duval  so  quickly  as  he  did,  for 
he  had  not  been  five  minutes  out  of  it  when  he  met  the  governor  of  Newgate 
and  one  of  the  sheriffs  of  Lonlon,  evidently  proceeding  to  the  cell. 

"  Hilloa!"  said  tha  governor.     "  Who  is  on  duty  there  ?" 

"  I  you  please,  sir,"  said  Maggs,  assuming  the  simple  air  and  manner  by 
which  he  was  so  well  known  in  Newgate.     "  If  you  please,  sir,  I  am,"  1 

"  Oh,  Maggs  ?" 

"  Yes,  noble  sir  ;  I  is  Maggs,  if  you  please  "  ( 

"  All's  right,"  said  the  governor.     "  1  believe,  Maggs,  although  you  are  not 
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so  overburthened  with  cunning  as  some  folks  that   1  could  name,  you  are  more 
to  be  depended  upon.     You  are  a  faithful  feilosv." 
"  Oh,  sir,  I  hopes  as  how  I  is." 

The  sheriff  wanted  to  be  very  condescending  to  Maggs,  sd,  nodding  his  little 
round,  sleek  head,  he  said — 

*'  Go  on,  my  good  Maggs— go  on  in  doing  your  duty  to  those  placed  above 
yo'j.  Always  look  up  with  proper  reverence  to  your  superiors,  Magg^,  and 
you  vrill  do  right  you  know.  Be  humble,  Maggg,  tha/s  the  way  for  common 
people  to  get  on.*' 

Common  people!     Oh,  dear  !     That  sheriff  was  a  cheesemonger. 

"Thank  you  kindly,  gentlemen,"  said  Ma^gs  5  "it  makes  the  tears  come 
into  the  ej^es  of  a  poor  fellow  to  be  spoke  to  by  such  great  gentlemen 
as  you." 

"  A  very  civil  man,"  said  the  sheriff,  as  he  walked  on. 

"  Oh,  very,"  said  the  governor. 

"And  knows  his  place." 

^'  That's  what  I  like  him  for.  He  never  presumes,  you  see,  sir,  and  as  you 
say,  he  knows  his  place.  That  is  a  great  quality  in  a  poor  person,  you 
itnow,  sir." 

"Oh,  very  great.  Oh,  dear  rae,  I  had  a  clerk  to  keep  ray  boo\S— they  say  he 
was  the  son  of  a  decayed  gentleman,  or  something  of  that  sort ;  but,  would  you 
believe  it,  Mr.  Governor,  I  only  called  him  a  vagabond  in  a  quiet  sort  of  way, 
because  he  didn't  make  out  a  bill  I  wanted,  and  what  do  you  think  he  did  ?'*     ^ 

"  Apologised." 

"No — no!     Guess  again." 

'*  Cried,  and  begged  pardon." 

"  No.     He  actually  pulled  my  nose  !" 

•'  You  don't  mean  it  V 

"  Yes,  he  did,  and  then  taking  his  hat,  out  he  walked,  after  giving  me  a  kick 
behind  that  sent  me  nearly  under  the  fire-grate,  and  from  that  day  to  this  he 
has  never  been  near  ray  counting-house  again,  I  assure  you,  or  else  I  would  have 
given  him  into  custody,  of  course." 

"  Well,  sir,  that  is  truly  shocking— untrrateful,  too.  But  here  we  are,  sir, 
at  Claude    Duval's   cell,   and   I   have  my    master-key  with  me,    which    will 

open  it." 

"  Ah,"  said  the  sheriff,  as  the  key  rattled  in  the  lock  of  the  cell-door,  "we 
will  now  inform  him  that  he  will  be  tried  on  Friday,  and  it  is  now  Wednesday, 
so  be  will  be  comfortably  enough  hanged  out  of  hand  on  Monday  next." 

'•  Walk  in,  Mr.  Sheriff,"  said  the  governor,  as  he  flung  the  cell-door  wide 
open.     "  Walk  in,  sir  ;  you  will  find  the  prisoner  here,  sir." 


CHAPTER  CCCIX. 

DETAILS    WHAT   TOOK    PLACE  BETWEEN   TWO    AND    FOUR    IN   THE    MORNING    AT 

NEWGATE. 

Clauds    Duval  was  officially   informed  by  the  sheriff  that  his  trial  upon 
various  charges  of  highway  robbery  would  take  place  on  the  Friday  ensuing,  to 
i  which  communication  he  merely  inclined  his  head  in  token  that  he  heard  it. 
I       "  And,"  said  the  sheriff,  "  of  course  this  is  told  you  in  order  that   you  may 
|!  avail  yourself  of  the  interval  to  procure  legal  advice,  if  you  please  so  to  do." 
jj       *'  Tc-.ank  you.     I  will  manage  without,"  said  Duval. 

)|        "  Very  good."  ,  ^  . 

n       The  sheriff  waddled  out  of  the  cell,  but  the  governor   lingered  for  a   moment, 

and  said — 
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^' Allow  me  to  recommend  you  a  very  clever  solicitor,  Duval.  You  may  as 
well,  you  know,  spend  what  cash  you  have  still  left  in  that  way  as  ia  any 
other." 

*•  Thank  you,  I'd  rather  not.'* 
I  "Oh,  very  good." 

The  governor  slammed  the  door  of  the  cell  shut  with  a  vehemence  that 
showed  he  was  not  at  all  pleased  at  the  determination  of  Claude  Duval  not  to 
employ  a  solicitor,  for  the  one  he  wanted  to  recommend  was  his  son-in-law, 
a  needy  r  vscal,  who  had  mairied  his  daughter  merely  for  the  purpose  of  getting 
a  living  by  the  union. 
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Maggs  bad  kept  his  post  in  the  passage  adjoining  to  poor  Duval's  cell  for  more 
than  an  hour,  when  he  was  relieved  by  one  of  tiie  regular  turnkeys  of  the  prison, 
who  nodded  to  him  with  a  jocose  familiaritv,  as  he  said — 
"  All  right,  old  fellow  ?" 

*'  Oh  dear,  yes,  Mr.  Wilkins.     All's  right,  sir." 

*'  That  will  do.  You  are  a  good  fellow,  Maggs,  Get  yourself  a  piat  of  beer. 
Here  is  the  money." 

*•  How  kind  of  you,  Mr.  W." 

"  Oh,  no,  not  at  all ;  you  shall  nerer  want  a  pint  of  beer  while  1  have  the 
money  to  spare  for  it ;  so  now  you  can  go  as  soon  as  you  like,  and  we  shan't 
want  you  till  night  again." 

"Very  good,  sir.*' 

Maggs  wished  very  much  indeed  to  get  out  of  Newgate,  for  he  had  much  to 
do,  but  he  did  not  let  the  officers  of  the  prison  see  that  he  had  any  anxiety  of 
that  kind,  and,  indeed,  he  stopped  in  the  lobby  and  gossiped  for  about  five 
minutes,  and  then  he  fetched  a  pot  of  beer  for  the  gentleman  who  wag  on  the 
lock  ;  but  at  last  he  was  free,  and  he  strolled  up  the  Old  Bailey  at  a  slow  pace, 
till  he  reached  Newgate  Street,  and  then  he  quickened  his  pace  and  went  so  fast 
that  he  was  in  Aldersgate  Street  in  a  few  minutes. 

Crossing  to  the  other  side  of  the  way,  then,  Maggs  dived  down  one  of  the 
small  turnings  which  were  upon  the  site  of  the  present  post-office,  and  he  did 
not  pause  till  he  reached  a  tall,  miserable- looking  house,  the  lower  part  of  which 
seemed  to  be  comp'etely  boarded  up. 

At  this  house  Mnggs  applied  for  admittance,  by  ringing  a  bell  that  was 
attainable  by  rather  a  narrow  examination  of  the  begrimed  door  past. 

In  the  course  of  a  hvf  minutes  the  door  was  opened  a  little  way,  but  a  chaio 
was  up,  so  that  it  was  quite  safe. 

'*  Who  is  there  .''"  asked  a  female  voice. 

"  Maggs,"  was  the  reply.     **  Is  Dickson  »t  home  ?" 

*'  Oh,  yes,  he  is.     Come  in," 

The  lady,  for  such  we  may  in  very  great  courtesy  call  her,  took  down  the 
chain,  and  admitted  Maggs  to  the  passage  of  the  house. 

**  Come  arter  me,"  she  said.     *'  He's  up  stairs." 

Maggs  followed  the  interesting  female — who  was  attired  in  a  flannel  dressing- 
gowo,  that  certainly  did  not  look  as  if  it  had  been  made  acquainted  with  soap 
and  water  for  some  years — up  the  old  dilapidated  staircase,  and  into  a  room 
where  a  man,  who  was  about  as  cleanly  as  the  lady  in  his  attire,  was  eating  very 
fat  bacon,  and  drinking  raw  spirits  to  aid  in  its  digestion. 

"  Hilloa,  old  boy,"  cr  ed  the  man,  "how  are  you  ?" 

«  Pretty  well,  and  you  ?" 

"  Charming.  I  am  rather  weak,  though,  in  the  stomach,  so,  5'ou  see,  I  am 
delicate  as  to  what  I  take." 

'*  Humph  !  Under-done  fat  bacon,  and  raw  brandy.  Do  you  think  they  are 
light,  pleasant,  nutritious  things?" 

"Eh?" 

Maggs  smiled.  Mr.  Dickson  did  not  quite  understand  him  when  he  spoke  of 
nutritious  substances ;  but  he  knew  the  real  object  of  his  visit  would  be  easier 
comprehended.  So,  taking  a  pocket-book  from  his  pocket,  he  opened  it 
at  a  place  where  a  leat  was  turned  down,  and  handing  it  to  the  man,  he 
said — 

"  What  do  you  suppose  all  that  will  come  to  ?" 

"Ill  tell  3'ou  in  a  minute,  Maggs.  Let  me  see:  six  horses — one  coach, 
private,  with  all  complete — two  suits  of  livery.  Ah,  well,  it  depends  on  whether 
you  buy  'em  or  hire  'em." 

"The  latter,  if  it  can  be  done." 

**  That  depends  on  the  service,  you  see ;  and  yet,  I  don't  know,  if  the  value  is 
forthcoming." 

*•  It  can  be  deposited,  if  that  is  any  object, '  said  Maggs,  "so  if  any  danger  or 
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damage  should  come  to  the  traps,  whoever  lends  them  will  be  on  the  right  side 
of  the  hedge,  after  all,  you  see." 

"  Good.  Then  as  far  as  I  think,  mind  you,  Maggs — but  T  can't  say  on  the 
moment  to  within  twen<-y  pounds,  or  so — but  as  far  as  1  thiak,  mind  you,  on  the 
moment,  1  should  say  four  hundred  pounds." 

*'  Very  good.'* 

Dickson  looked  at  Maggs  for  a  moment  or  two  in  silence,  and  then  he 
said,  in  a  tone  of  more  interest  than  he  had  before  shown  in  the  transaction— 

•'Will  that  do?" 

"  Yes,  if  you  will  undertake  it.** 

Dickson  rose  at  once,  and  took  off  the  dressing-gown  in  which  he  was  en« 
veloped,  and  which,  like  the  flannel  garment  of  the  lady,  certainly  had  collected 
the  dust  acd  the  grease  of  many  a  long  year. 

**  How  about  time  ?"  he  said. 

*'  All  must  be  ready  by  midnight  here.*' 

•'That  will  do." 

Maggs  divtd  his  hand  into  a  secret  pocket  in  the  liniog  of  his  coat,  and  got 
out  a  small  and  very  flat  tin  box,  from  which  he  extracted  four  one-hundred 
notes,  and,  handing  them  to  Dickson,  he  said— 

"  There  is  the  deposit;  and  now  I  know,  old  friend,  that  I  may  thoroughly 
and  entirely  depend  upon  you  in  this  afl'air.  It  is  one  that  I  have  set  my  heart 
upon,  although  it  is  not  one  that  I  feel  disposed  to  say  any  more  about  just 
now,  even  to  you.** 

"Did  1  ask  any  questions?*' 

*'No — no — you  never  do." 

"Very  good.** 

**  But  still,  if  this  afi*air  was  only  a  secret  of  my  own,  I  should  ask  you  to 
be  so  good  as  to  listen  to  it ;  but  it  belongs  to  others,  and  so  I  let  it  remain 
as  it  is." 

*'  All's  right,  old  fellow.  At  twelve  o'clock  you  will  find  under  the  archway 
close  at  hand  here,  all  the  traps  that  you  hetve  asked  for  ;  and  let  you  be  going 
upon  what  lay  you  may,  I  wish  you  all  the  luck  in  the  world,  and  a  little  more 
to  the  back  of  that." 

"Thanks.  I  am  authorised  to  say  that  if  everybody  comes  back  here  again 
safe,  it  is  a  hundred  pound  job  to  you,  Dickson." 

*'  Very  well,  that's  agreed  then.     Poll — Poll,  I  say  1" 

"What  now?"  said  the  woman,"appeariog  at  the  door  of  the  room. 

"My  togs — quick,  and  tellJarvis  I  want  the  brown  cob  saddled  and  at  the 
door  in  a  crack.  Good  morning,  Maggs.  It's  all  as  right  as  it  can  be,  and  that*a 
all  I  can  say.'* 

"  I  kuow  it.     Good  morning.*' 

Maggs  left  the  place  and  hastened  to  the  public-house,  bnt  as  he  passed 
through  Aldersgate  Street  he  bought  half  a  dozen  very  fine  small  files  that  would 
cut  anything,  and  then  he  proceeded  to  inform  Dick  and  Jack  of  what  progress 
he  had  made  in  the  affair  of  Claude  Duval's  rescue,  and  in  what  manner  Claude 
himself  had  received  the  project. 

The  two  friends  were  anxiously  enough  expecting  his  appearance,  and  they 
were  well  satisfied  with  the  explani-tion  that  he  had  ready  for  them,  and  with  the 
arrangements  he  had  made. 

" Now  mind  you,"  said  Maggs,  "we  must  all  of  us  perfectly  comprehend 
what  we  have  to  do.  There  must  be  nothing  left  to  chance.  I  will  be  here  at  a 
quarter  to  twelve  to-night,  and  those  six  of  the  family  that  are  to  go  with  us 
will  be  here  at  that  hour  likewise.  We  shall  want  two  people,  or  I  should  say 
three,  to  hold  our  horses  at  the  corner  of  Newgate  Street,  though." 

•*  I  can  furnish  you  with  those,"  said  the  landlord,  *'  and,  indeed,  as  I  shall 
be  very  anxious  to  know  how  the  affair  comes  off,  I  will  make  one  of  the  three 
myself.     Then  there  is  my  boy,  Sam,  he  will  come,  and  I  will   manage  to   get 
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some  one  else  that  can  be  depended  upon,  so  that  you  may  coasider  it  to   be  all 
Beltled." 

j  ♦•  It  is  oflF  ray  mind,  then/'  said  Maggs  ;  **and  now  all  yoa  have  to  do,  Dick 
and  Jack,  is  to  be  as  particular  as  possible  in  your  disguises,  and  take  care  how 
you  play  your  parts." 

**  The  letter,  too,  from  the  Secretary  of  State,  must  be  well  got  up,"  said  Jack. 
"Who  will  do  it?" 

*'I,"  said  Maggs.  '*!  have  seen  such  documents  come  to  the  old  prison,  and 
I  know  the  style  and  look  of  them  quite  well,  and  if  our  host  here  will  send  out 
for  a  sheet  of  blue  foolscap  paper  and  some  red  wax,  I  will  show  you  how  a 
despatch  from  the  Home  Office,  as  far  as  the  outside  goes,  may  be  manufactured 
in  a  few  minutes." 

The  materials  mentioned  by  Maggs  were  soon  provided  for  him,  and  he  manu- 
factured a  long,  official-looking  enclosure,  with  a  great  coat  of  arras  upon 
the  seal,  which  he  had  procured  from  an  old  lapidary's  shop  in  Long-lane, 
Smithfield. 

*'Now,"  he  said,  "I  don't  mean  to  say  that  this  would  deceive  the 
governor,  or  any  very  official  eye,  but  it  will  do  very  well  indeed  for  a  turnkey- 
of  Newgate." 

"  Especially  at  two  o'clock  in  the  morning,"  said  Jack. 

"Just  so." 

Everything  was  now  duly  arranged,  and  Maggs  spent  about  an  hour  with 
Jack  and  Dick  talking  over  all  the  little  chances  of  the  plan,  and  all  its  pro- 
babilites  and  possibilities,  one  way  or  the  other,  so  that  they  left  nothing  to  be 
considered  at  a  late  hour,  when  action  of  the  most  prompt  and  decisive  cha- 
racter would  be  everything. 

"  We  shall  do  it,"  said  Dick.  "  1  do  believe  we  shall  do  it ;  and  if  so,  it 
will  be  about  the  most  daring  thing  that  has  been  done  yet  in  connexion  with 


Newgate," 
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THE    ESCAPE    OP    DUVAL    PROMISES     WELL,     AND     THINGS     TURN     OUT     FOR- 
TUNATELY, 

Notwithstanding  all  his  confidence  in  the  arrangements  that  had  been  made 
for  the  escape  of  Duval  from  Newgate,  Maggs  could  not  help  trembling  a  little 
for  the  result,  when  he  knew  that  it  depended  so  completely  and  entirely  upoa 
the  accidental  circumstance  of  his  being  required  to  take  the  place  of  one  of  the 
turnkeys  oi  Newgate. 

That  some  alteration  might  take  place  in  that  arrangement,  and  so  destroy 
the  whole  plan,  he  well  knew  ;  and,  however  his  experience  of  the  internal 
economy  of  the  prison  told  him  that  nothing  was  more  improbable  than  that 
such  an  alteration  of  intention  should  ensue,  yet  its  possibility  was  a  scource  of 
great  anxiety. 

Maggs  had  not  thought  proper  to  make  any  mention  to  Dick  or  to  Jack  of  the 
doubt  that  was  upoa  his  mind. 

"I  shall  only  dispirit  them  if  I  do," be  thought  to  himself, ''and  the  best 
thing  I  can  possibly  do  to  ensure  them  success  is,  to  let  them  come  full  of 
confidence  that  they  will  have  it.  Nothing  will  be  easier  than  for  me  to  noteet 
them,  even  at  the  last  moment,  in  the  Old  Bailey  and  let  them  know  that  the 
attempt  must  be  put  oflF  until  another  night,  if  such  a  thing  should  turn  out  to 
be  absolutely  necessary." 

That  it  should  not  be  necessary,  however,  was  the  fervent  hope  and  wish  of 
Maggs,  for  he  knew  how  much  of  the  spirit  of  enterprise  was  lost  when  such  an 
)  afirair  as  that  which  was  in  progress  was  iK)t  duly  cariied  out  at  the  time,  and  in 
the  manner  it  had  been  projected. 
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At  all  events,  Maggs  left  Dick  and  Jack  full  of  hope,  after  duly  arranging 
everything  for  the  evening,  as  he,  of  course,  ^ould  be  in  the  prison,  and  unable 
to  take  an  active  part  in  bringing  them  to  the  spot  for  action  at  the  requisiU 
hour. 

It  was  after  ten  at  night  that— tolerably  fatigued  by  all  the  bustle  and  the 
excitement  of  the  day,  and  with  his  mind  intensely  occupied  by  the  many  specu- 
lations that  the  coming  events  of  the  night  gave  rise  to — Maggs  arrived  at  the 
■wicket  gate  of  Newgate. 

**  Hilloa,  old  boy  V  said  the  man  on  the  **  lock/'  "  is  that  you  ?" 
**Yes,  sir,  it's  me— poor  Maggs." 

'*  Ah,  well— come  in.     The  governor  has  been  asking  for  you.'' 
•*  Has  he,  indeed  ?" 

•'  Why,  you  don't  suppose  I  should  say  so  if  he  hadn't  ?" 
"Oh,  dear— no.    But  what  can  such  a  great  man  as  the  governor  want  to 
say  to  a  poor  fellow  like  me,  I  wonder  ?"  ^ 

"Well,  I  don't  know.  The  sheriff  has  been  with  him,  and  after  a  long  talk 
they  sent  here  to  the  lobby  to  know  if  you  were  here." 

Maggs  felt  his  heart  beat  quickly  as  he  heard  this,  for  he  dreaded,  after  all, 
that  some  suspicion  of  the  design  he  had  on  hand  might  have  crept  out.  If  it 
had,  all  was  lost.  Notwithstanding  his  agitation  and  his  anxiety,  though,  he 
felt  the  vast  importance  of  appearing  quite  calm  and  collected  to  the  turnkey, 
and  he  said— 

"Well,  here  I  am  if  they  want  me  now,  you  know." 

"  To  be  sure,  it  was  some  time  ago,  and  I  don't  know  whether  to  send  to  let 
them  know  you  are  here  or  not.' 

*'  Is  the  worshipful  and  honourable  sheriff,  then,  still  here  :'*  said  Maggs, 
*'  Oh,  yes ;  didn't  you  see  his  coach  at  the  corner  by  Ludgate  ?'* 
"  No  ;  I  came  the  other  way,  and  so  I  missed  that  great  pleasure,  for  I  likes 
to  see  a  sheriff's  coach,  and  I  likes  to  see  the  fine  footman ;  and  I  often  thinks  to 
myself — Oh,  dear,  why  didn't  fortune  make  me  a  sheriff's  footman  1'* 
"  Why,  what  a  simpleton  you  are,  Maggs." 

**  Well,  I'm  that,  I  know  ;  but  only  think,  Mr.  Jones,  what  calves  they  have 
got     Only  think  of  that — Oh,  dear  me !" 

•'  Why,  you  goose,  you  don't  suppose  that  being  a  sheriff^s  footman  gives  a 
man  great  calves  to  his  legs,  do  you  V       '--^i^ 

'*  Yes,  it  does,"  said  a  turnkey,  who  had  been  sitting  on  the  bench  at  the  far 
end  of  the  lobby.     "  Maggs  is  right.     It  does  do  so.     They  are  cork,  you  see. 
My  dear  fellow,  Maggs — bless  your  innocence,  they  are  nothing  but  cork,'* 
*'  Cork,  sir  ?    W^^at  !  a  cork  out  of  a  bottle  ?'* 

**Hal  Ha!"  laughed  the  turnkey.  "Well,  you  are  a  goose,  to  be  sure, 
Maggs,  and  the  great  good  of  you  is,  that  you  are  a  faithful  and  a  good-tempered 
one.  Bat  I  do  think,  Jones,  that  now  he  has  come,  it  would  be  better  to  let  the 
governor  know,  as  he  was  asked  for." 

'*  Well,  perhaps  it  will.  I'm  on  the  lock,  and  can't  go.  Suppose  you  go,  and 
say,  that  Maggs  is  here  ?  or  stay — why  shouldn't  he  go  himself?  He  knows  the 
way.  Be  off  with  you,  Maggs,  aod  report  yourself  to  the  governor,  old  boy  ; 
you  know  his  room  door,  don't  you  V* 

'*  Oh,  yes  ;  but  you  really  arn't  now  ajoking  with  me  ?" 
•*  No— no,   upon  my  soul,  I  am  not.     I  wouldn't  do  it,  Maggs  ;  and,  besides, 
it  would  be  as  much  as  my  place  is  worth  to  play  off  any  jokes  when  the  governor 
and  the  sheriff  are  concerned  ;  so  you  may  go  in  perfect  safety,  old  fellow.'* 
"Thank you.     I  will.'' 

Maggs  was  as  anxious  as  he  could  possibly  be  to  know  what  the  governor  and 
the  sheriff  could  want  to  say  to  him;  and  although  he  kept  up  his  rather  silly 
look,  which  he  knew  so  well  how  to  assume,  and  although  he  dawdled  along  the 
passages  towards  the  governor's  room,  if  tie  had  consulted  the  feeling  of  impa- 
tience that  really  beset  him,  he  wou!d  have  flown  at  his  utmost  speed. 
Ma^gs,  however,  had  set  h  imseif  a  part  to  perform,  and  he  was  not  going  to 
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spoil  it  by  any  foolish  precipitancy ;  so   he  reached   the  door  of  the  governor's 
rooms  as  calmly  and  as  quietly,  to  all  outward  show,  as  it  was  possible  for  any 
man  to  be,  and  tapped  very  humbly  and  gently  on  tbe  panel. 
"  Come  in,"  cried  the  governor. 

Maggs  just  ventured  to  put  his  head  inside  the  door,  and  said,  in  his  usual 
weak  voice — that  voice  which  he  always  spoke  in  when  within  the  walls  of  old 
Newgate,  and  which  all  the  officials  of  the  prison  knew  so  well — 

"  Did  your  worshipful  honours  want  to  see  me  ?     It  was  Mr.  James  as  is  on 
the  lock  as  said  as  your  worshipful  honours  wanted  to  see  me  j  so  here  I  is." 
"  Oh,  yes,  Maggs.     Come  in." 
"  Thank  you,  sir." 

"  Shut  the  door,  Maggs,"  said  the  sheriff.  "  We  want  to  speak  to  you,  my 
man,  and  we  think  you  may  really  do  some  good;  aitd  if  you  do,  of  course,  we 
will  not  forget  you,  you  may  depend." 

"  Oh,  worshipful  sir,  the  idea  of  being  thought  of  for  a  moment  by  such  a  great 
person  as  a  sheriff  and  a  governor  is  enough  all  for  to  take  away  a  poor  fellow's 
breath,  that  it  is— Oh,  dear  I" 

"  Well,  well,  Maggs,  you  are  a  good,  honest  sort  of  man.  Take  a  seat, 
Maggs— you  are  agitated." 

"  A  little,  worshipful  sirs*    It  is  such  an  honour.* 
"Well,  sit  down." 

'«  Oh,  dear  no.  I  wouldn't— I  wouldn't,  indeed.  What  I  sit  down  afore  a 
sheriff  and  a  governor  ?  Oh,  no— don't  ask  me  to  do  it,  gentlemen.  Only  think 
if  I  should  get  proud  in  consequence,  and  lose  my  wits,  I  ain't  over  bright, 
they  say,  at  the  best ;  but  I  might  be  worser." 

The  sheriff  laughed  ;  so  did  the  governor.  How  gratified  they  both  were  at  the 
great  superiority,  as  they  considered  of  their  intellects,  over  the  poor  humble 
Maggs,  whom  they  thought  looked  upon  them  as  the  two  greatest  men  in  all  the 
world ! 

"  Well,  Maggs,"  said  the  governor,  ''since  you  object  to  sit  down,  you  can  do 
as  you  like;  but  mind  you  attend  to  what  the  sheriff  is  about  now  to  say  to 
you,  for  it  is  very  important." 

*'  Oh,  denr,  yes,  sir,  T  will — I  will." 

"  Maggs,"  said  the  sherifif,  "you  are  a  poor  simple  sort  of  fellow,  you  know, 
and  nobody  minds  much  what  you  say  or  what  you  do,  so  upon  those  grounds 
you  really  can  be  more  useful  than  a  brighter  sort  of  man." 
*'  Yes,  noble  sir." 

"  Don't  interrupt  me,  but  just  listerx  to  me  patiently,  and  try  to  fully  compre- 
hend what  I  say  to  you.    If  I  use  any  words  you  don't  understand,  you  can 
ask  me  the  meaning  of  them." 
"  Thank  you,  worshipful  sir." 

How  kind  it  was  of  the  sheriff  to  speak  so  to  a  man  who,  both  in  intellect 
and  education,  was  vastly  his  superior  !  But  he  did  not  know  it,  so  we  must  hold 
bim  excused. 

With  a  self-satisfied  smile,  the  sheriff  continued— 

"  It  is  possible  enough,  Maggp,  that  you  may  be  able  to  accomplish  what 
clever  ii^en  would  fail  in,  and,  therefore,  the  governor  and  I  have  hit  upon  you  to 
carry  out  a  little  plan  that  we  have  connected  with  Claude  Duval." 

M'aggs  never  changed  colour  in  the  least  an  this  name  was  pronounced  by 
the  sheriff,  although  the  fact  that  it  was  so  pronounced  had  excited  his  liveliest 
fears  that  by  some  means  the  adventure  that  he  had  so  fully  intended  should 
come  off  that  niyhtwith  success,  would  miscarry. 

"  Yes,"  added  the  sheriff,    "  we  really  think    that    your    simplicity— your 
appearance  of  utter  want  of  design— your  poverty — all  may  be  found  serviceable 
to  the  ends  of  the  law." 
"  The  law,  sir  ?     Oh,  dear,  I  don't  know  nothing  about  the  law." 
"  But  you  will." 
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**  Oh,  I  hope  not,  worshipful  sirs.     1  assure  you  i  never  was  took  up  by  the 
law  ra  a'l  my  life." 
They  both  smiled. 

'*  Nor  will  }'ou  ever,  so  long  as  you  do  your  duty  to  us  as  a  good  and  fai'hful 
servant.  And  now  for  what  you  are  to  do.  and  w^h'ch,  notwithstanding  your  good 
sense  and  modesty  in  denying  all  notion  of  extra  reward,  you  shall  be  munifi- 
cently paid  for  doing." 

"Yes,"  put  in  the  governor  ;  "you  shall   be  most   munificently   paid.     Did 
you  ever,  now,  in  all  your  life  possess  five  guineas?'* 
*'  Five  guineas,  sir?" 

•'  Yes.  No  doubt  to  you,  who  are  a  poor  fellow,  it  seems  to  be  a  very  large 
8  im  ;  but  never  mind  that :  you  shall  have  as  much  for  yourself  if  you  succeed 
in  carrying  out  the  little  project  we  are  about  to  S3t  yoa  upon  the  execu- 
tion of." 
'•  Five  guineas  ?— It's  quite  a  fabulous  sum  of  money,  gentlemen.* 
The  sheriff  liughed  at  him,  and  rattled  the  money  that  was  in  his  pocket,  as  a 
well-to-do,  fat,  easy-pursy,  swindling  citizen  of  London  may  well  do,  and  thea 
he  said — 

**  In  plain  language,  then,  Maggs,  what  we  want  you  to  do  is  to  go  to  the  cell 
of  Claude  Duval,  and  pretend  to  have  great  sympathy  with  him,  and  tell  him 
how  sorry  you  are  that  he  is  taken  up,  and  that  you  hear  he  will  bs  hanged,  and 
all  that  sort  of  thing." 

*'  I  will,  sir,"  said  Maggs,  much  relieved  that  the  duty  he  was  set  upon  would 
jjpt  take  him  out  of  the  prison. 

'  Then  you  must  ask  him  if  there's  anything  you  can  possibly  do  for  him  ;  and 
if  he  don't  mention  it  himself,  you  can  hint  that  it  would  give  you  great  pleasure 
to  take  any  mess  ige  for  him  to  any  friend  ;  do  you  understand  ?'* 
"  Oh,  yes,  nob.e  sir." 

*'  Well,  then,  from  all  this,  what  we  wish  is,  that  you  should  get  from  him 
where  Dick  Tarpin  and  Sixteen-string  Jack,  the  two  notorious  highwaymen 
with  whom  he  used  to  go  about,  and  be  the  terror  of  the  road,  are  to  be  found. 
You  understand  me  now  r" 

"  Yes,  your   worshipful  worship,  I  do.     I  am  to  find  out,  by  pretending  to  be 
his  friend,  enough  to  enable  me  to  be  his  worst  foe  ?" 
'*  Why,  a— yes— -well,  that's  it.'* 

"I  am  to  pretend  to  sympathise  with  a  man  in  prison,  while  I  play  the  spy 
all  the  while,  and  worm  bis  secrets  out  of  Lim  through  the  medium  of  his  best 
feelings  ?'* 

"  What  do  you  mean,  sir  V 

"  He  1  he  1''  laughed  Maggs  with  a  silly  kind  of  laugh  that  he  could  put  oa 
capitally  at  pleasure.     "He  I  he!    I'll  do  it   wonderful.    Oh,  won't  I  do  it  for 
five  golden  guineas.     I  do  ihink,  do  you  know,  gentlemen,  that  he  will  take  me 
for  such  a  fool,  that  he  will  teil  me  everything" 
"  Very  likely." 

"  Yes,"  added  the  governor ;  *'  these  fellows,  when  they  get  into  prison,  would 
give  anything  in  the  world  for  somebody  to  talk  to." 

"  And  I  ain't  half  s<ich-a  fool  as  1  look,'"  said  Maggs.  • 

**I  don't  think  you  axe,"  said  the  sheriff,  "  to  tell  the  truth." 
"  I'm  sure  he  isn't,"  said  the  governor;  "at  all  events,   he  is   quite  wise 
enough  to  be  able  to  do  what  we  wish  upon  the  present  occasion ;  are  you  not, 
Maggs  ?" 

"  1  believe  you,  sir,  I  am"  JK 

"  Very  good  ;  now  go  at  once,  and  you  will  have  eve'-y  facility  for  seeing  the 
prisoner;  and  we  beg  that  you  will  lose  no  time  in  speaking  to  him  upon  the 
subject,  for  if  we  could  only  find  out  where  Turpin  and  JacK;  are  to  be  found, 
we  would  pounce  upon  them,  and  it  should  go  hard  but  what  we  would  hang 
tke  whole  three  of  them  on  the  same  morning,  which  would  be  a  capital  piece 
j. of  work." 
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*'  Capital  it  would,"  said  Map^gs.     ' 
very  best  to-night,  you  may  depend." 


Good  night,  worshipAil  sirs.     Til  do  my 


CHAPTER  CCCXI. 

THE    SHERIFF   FINDS   THAT    MAGGS    IS   TRULY    ANYTHING    BUT   SUCH    A  FOOL  AS 

HE    LOOKS. 

Maggs,  to  tell  the  truth,  was  rather  delighted  at  his  interview  with  the 
sheriff  and  the  governoro  If  any  weak  hold  upon  his  sense  of  honour  as  being 
employed  by  them  had  retained  itself  faintly  upon  the  heart  of  Maggs,  it  was 
now  dissipated. 

They  had  passed  upon  him,  certainly,  the  most  grievous  insult  that  they 
possibly  could — that  is  to  sa\'-,  they  had  thought  him  to  be  capable  of  conamit- 
ting  a  very  base  act  of  treachery  ;  and  after  that  they  could  hardly  feel  either 
surprised  or  angry  at  the  fact  of  his  betraying  them  as  he  w^as  about  to  do. 

But  yet  Maggs  felt  that  his  vocation  or  mission,  call  it  which  you  will,  was 
at  Newgate.  He  felt  that  there  he  was  inestimably  useful  to  the  fraternity  of 
thieves,  and  that  it  was  only  by  staying  there  that  he  could  continue  to  be  very 
useful. 

Hence,  then,  was  it  that  Maggs  hoped,  notwithstanding  all  that  might 
happen  that  night,  to  escape  any  blame  on  its  account;  but  if  he  should  really 
find  it  to  be  impossible  to  carry  on  the  affair  without  compromising  hiraselfflhe 
was  quite  prepared  to  do  so. 

At  the  same  time  that  he  would,  if  he  could,  retain  his  old  standing  at  New- 
gate, he  told  himself  that  if  upon  any  occasion  it  was  to  be  sacrificed,  there  could 
not  be  a  better  nor  a  more  important  one  than  that  which  was  about  to  ensue, 

"1  will  succeed,"  said  Maggs,  '*  at  all  risks.  I  will  save  Duval,  or  I  will  be 
thoroughly  convinced  that  it  is  quite  impossible  at  any  sacrifice,  or  through  any 
danger  to  do  so." 

When  a  man  malces  such  a  resol^^e  as  that,  he  is  very  likely  indeed  to  succeed 
in  what  he  undertakes,  and  hence  Maggs  had  the  best  of  hopes.  When  he 
reached  the  lobby  again  the  turnkeys  rather  eagerly  questioned  him  as  to  what 
ihe  governor  and  the  sheriff  wanted  with  him,  but  Maggs  was  not  going  to  tell 
iliera. 

"  Oh,  you'd  hardly  believe  it,'*  he  said,  **  that  they  wanted  to  give  me  a 
re2uiar  situation  in  the  prison." 

"  I'll  be  hanged,'*  said  Jones,  "  if  I  didn't  think  so,  and  thea  one  of  us  will 
be  packed  off,  as  sure  as  a  gun." 

"  No,  you  won't,"  said  Maggs,  **  for  I  wouldn't  have  it.'* 

"You  wouldn't?' 

"  Sartainly  not.'* 

"  You  don't  mean  that  now,  really,  Maggs  ?" 

*'  Oh,  yes,  they  offered  to  make  me  what  they  call  a  sarper — super— a  some- 
thing beginfling  with  super." 

"  Supernumerary,  I  suppose  ?" 

"Yes,  that  was  it,  a  supernumerary  turnkey,  and  to  give  me  a  matter  of 
thirty- five  shillings  a  week  ;  but  I  said,  *  No— give  me  what  you  please6,'and  let 
me  go  out  and  in  as  I  like,  and  when  I  like,  and  make  myself  as  useless  as  I 
can.'  " 

"As  useful,  you  mean.** 

*'  To  be  sure  1  does ;  so  there^s  the  end  of  it.  Why,  who  would  get  you  your 
drips  of  beer  and  your  bits  of  tobacco,  and  go  a  hundred  little  messages  for  you 
all,  of  one  sort  or  another,  if  1  had  any  regular  duty  to  do  ?" 

"That's  it,  Maggs,  that's  it."  ^ 

"To  be  sure  it  is;  so  I  declined  it,  and  there's  a  end  of  it.  I  won  t  be  a 
egular  turnkey,  but  I  like  to  go  about  the  old  stone-jug,  and  be  as  useless—" 
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•'  Useful,  my  boy."  ,  ,      t     j  ui 

««  Yes— useful  as  possible  to  you  all ;  so  here  I  am,  just  as  usual.     1  ord  bless 

you,  Mr.  Jones,  if  they  had  offered  to  make  me  the  loid  mayor,  J  wouldn't  have 

liad  it,  that  I  wouldn't." 
**  You  are  a  trump,  Maggs." 


TURPIN     LISTENS    FOB  HIS   PURSUESS    AFTER   ROBBING    THE   NIGHT-FLY. 


«  He  is  a  trump."  said  the  two  officers,  whose  duty  it  was  to  be  on  guard  m 
the  lobbv.  "  He  is  a  trump,  and  no  sort  of  mistake  in  this  here  world.  Uive 
us  your  fist,  old  fellow.   That's  right.     We  respect  you,  Maggs. ' 

"  And  I  suspect  all  of  you." 

**  Respect,  you  mean." 
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'•  To  be  sure  I  do.     Oh,  dear,  what  a  poor  head  I  have  got,  to  be  sure  !" 

The  turnkeys  were  quite  delighted  with  this  conduct  upon  the  part  of  Maggs, 
and  never  had  he  been  in  such  high  favour  with  them  all  as  he  was  upon  that 
special  occasion.  It  was  now  not  far  from  eleven  o'clock,  and  at  twelve  he  was 
to  go  on  duty,  to  give  the  officers  who  ought  to  have  remained  till  two  time  to 
go  home. 

We  have  before  said  that  this  substitution  of  Maggs  for  the  regular  officers  at 
any  time  was  winked  at  by  the  governor,  as  Maggs  was  considered  quite  compe- 
tent and  trustworthy  ;  and  in  so  easy  a  way  it  was  thought  no  evil  to  let  the 
regular  officers  of  the  prison  have  a  little  relaxtion  at  odd  times  and  seasons, 
■when  their  absence  was  of  no  moment. 

And  now  Maggs  took  care  to  show  no  uneasiness  or  haste  to  get  to  Claude 
Duval's  cell ;  but  he  let  the  hour  slip  away  as  quietly  as  possible  ,  and  when 
it  was  twelve,  and  the  officer  who  was  going  home  gave  him  a  tap  on  the  back, 
and  said,  "  Now,  Maggs,  my  boy,  keep  a  good  watch,*'  he  merely  replied — 

«'  Won't  I,  that's  all." 

•*  I  know  you  will.  Good  night.  I  shall  be  back  about  three,  I  hope,  and, 
perhaps,  before  it.     Good  night.*' 

"  Good  night,"  said  Maggs;  "and  mind,  Mr.  Brown,  you  needn't  at  all 
hurry  yourself,  for  I  shan't  miss  you,  vou  may  depend  upon  it." 

"  All's  right— all's  right.'* 

The  officer  was  gone,  and  M^gs  fastened  the  huge  bunch  of  keys  t5iat  had 
been  left  to  him  to  his  waist,  as  he  said— 

**  Well,  I'll  have  a  look  a*  Claude  Duval,  and  see  whether  he  is  all  safe,  afore  I 
sits  clown  in  Brown's  c'liair." 

"  Do  so,  Maggs,"  said  Jones.  **  It's  only  proper  you  should.  Brown  ought 
to  have  done  so  before  he  went." 

*'0h,  he  knew  I  would,  at  leastways  he  guessed  as  much,  no  doubf^,"  said 
Maggs,  as  he  took  a  lamp,  and  went  along  the  long,  narrow,  gloomy  passage 
that  led  to  Claude  Duval's  cell. 

If  the  sheriff  and  the  governor  had  only  seen  the  remarkable  change  that 
came  over  the  face  of  Maggs  as  he  neared  the  cell  in  which  was  the  prisoner 
in  whom  both  he  and  they,  only  in  different^ways,  felt  so  deeply  interested,  they 
would  hardly  have  believed  the  evidence  of  their  own  eyes. 

Once  he  turned  and  listened.  He  could  faintly  hear  the  murmured  tones  of 
the  turnkeys  in  the  lobby  conversing. 

*'  They  have  no  suspicion,"  he  said,     *'  All  is  well.'* 

Then,  when  he  reached  the  door  of  Duval's  cell,  he  paused  again,  and  lis'ened 
attentively — all  was  profoundly  still,  for  he  was  then  out  of  ear-shot  of  the 
turnkeys  in  the  lobby. 

"All  is  well,"  he  said  again. 

Maggs  took  these  precautions,  notwithstanding  by  the  request  of  the  sheriff, 
and  with  the  knowledge  of  the  turnkeys,  he  was  seeking  the  cell  of  the  prisoner, 
but  he  felt  that  he  could  not  be  too  cautious,  and  that  everything  would  depend 
upon  his  own  and  Claude  Duval's  presence  of  mind. 

Maggs  unlocked  the  cell  door,  and  left  the  key  in  the  lock.  It  grated  harshly 
upon  it  hmges  as  he  opened  it. 

**  Who's  there  ?'"  cried  Duval. 

**Hush!    It  is  I." 

"  You  are  most  welcome,  Maggs.     I       •" 

** Speak  low.  Your  tones  are  very  sad,  Duval;  what  has  happened  to  you 
now?     You  are  not  il),  I  hope?" 

•  *'  Oh,  no,  Maggs;  but,  to  tell  the  truth,  I  have  been  foolish  enough  to  allow  my 
nerves  to  be  a  liitle  shaken  by  a  dream.'* 

*•  Oh,  you  will  soon  shake  that  feeling  off." 

"  Yes,  I  hope  so.  But  I  thought  that  in  this  cell  I  saw  a  coffin  with  the  dead 
body  of  a  female  in  it,  and  that  a  figure  of  death,  armed  with  a  spear,  suddenly 
appeared,  and  said — 
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'{       "  *  Look !  Claude  Duval— look  !— -yes,  look  at  the  face  of  her  whom  you  loved,  j 
i!  before  the   worms  so  deface  her  beauty,  that  even  to  you  she  vpould  be  a  loath-  ( 
]•  some  spectacle.'      It  was  at  that  moment,  Maggs,  that  I  heard  the  rattle  of  your 
'    key  in  the  lock  of  the  door." 

*'  I  am  glad  I  came  to  put  to  flight  such  uncomfortable  visions,  Claude  ;  yon 
should  laugh  at  them." 

"  Alas  !  I  cannot." 

•*  Well— well,  perhaps  not;  but  you  will  soon  forget  them.  I  bring  you  the 
best  and  most  cheering  news." 

"Ah,  indeed  r" 

*'  Yes.  Speak  low,  and  listen  to  me.  By-the-bv,  I  will  keep  the  door  of  the 
>cell  open,  anfl  stand  close  to  it,  and  then  it  will  be  impossible  for  auy  one  to 
come  down  the  passages  without  me  knowing  it.  I  do  not  think,  mind  you, 
Duval,  that  there  is  the  slightest  breath  of  suspicion  abroad,  but  it  is  as  well  to 
be  on  the  safe  side." 

"  You  are  right,  Maggs.     Oh,  how  much  I  owe  you  !'* 

**  Nothing— nothing." 

"  Yes,  but  I  do,  though,  Maggs,  and  I  will  take  good  care  if  I  do,  through 
TOur  means,  obtain  my  freedom,  that  I  will  make  the  attempt  to  show  you  that 
I  can  be  grateful." 

"  You  will  oblige  me  by  saying  no  more  on  that  head.  At  all  events,  wait  till 
•we  can  shake  hands  on  Ealing  Common,  or  Hounslow  Heath." 

**  Ah,  that  will  be  glorious." 

**  Well,  I  hope  that  that  time  will  come  to-morrow,  for  at  two  o'clock— the 
two  o'clock  that  is  now  fast  coming — your  friends  will  be  here  to  try  to  drag  you 
from  Newgate." 

**  Will  they,  indeed,  persevere  in  such  a  bold  and  admirable  plan  V 

*'  They  will.     But  you  shake  !  you  are  agitated." 

If  we  were  to  say  that  Claude  Duval  at  this  time  felt  quite  cool  and  collected, 
-we  should  be  giving  currency  to  an  idea  that  could  not  be  in  any  way  sanctioned 
by  the  fact,  which  was,  that  he  was  much  more  agitated  than  he  had  ever  known 
himself  to  be  upon  any  occasion  of  bis  eventful  career. 

He  was  himself  both  annoyed  and  surprised  to  find  that  such  was  the  fact. 

We  can  probably  account  for  it  better  than  Claude  Duval  could  himself. 

The  fact  was,  that  the  want  of  air  and  exercise,  to  which  he  had  been  so  ac- 
customed, that  they  were  more  essential  in  their  abundance  to  his  health  than  to 
those  of  most  persons,  bad  had  the  eflfect  of  very  much  depressing  him. 

This  was  the  precise  reason  why  Claude  Duval  did  not  feel  in  his  usual 
condition. 

"  Oh,  Maggs,"  he  said,  "  how  can  I  be  otherwise  than  agitated  at  the 
idea  that  I  shall  soon,  perhaps — nay,  I  will  not  entertain  any  doubt,  so  I  will 
say  for  certain,  breathe  the  fresh  air  of  liberty,  and  be  able  to  rush  to  the  arms 
of  Cicely  >" 

"  Oh,  yes— yes." 

"  Maggs !" 

"Well,  Duval?" 

"  You  will  now,  like  a  man  and  a  dear  friend  to  me,  as  you  are,  tell  me  how 
she  is.  Is  she  suffering  from  a  wound  ?  In  a  word,  is  she  well,  Maggs  ? 
Come,  tell  me  now,  distinctly." 

**  She  is  suffering  from  no  wound,  Claude — she  is  well." 

**  Thank  Heaven,  then,  alibis  well,  and  I  ask  no  more." 

**  It  is  well.  Dick  and  J%ck  can  tell  you  every  particular  that  you  may  wish  to 
know,  and  I  refer  you  to  them.     But  how  do  you  get  on  about  your  fetters  f* 

"Oh,  bravely.  They  are  in  such  a  slate,  Maggs,  that  I  fetl  I  have  but  to 
make  an  effort,  which  even  my  weakened  powers  are  equal  to,  and  I  can  cast 
them  from  me.     Do  1  look  very  pale  ?'* 

**0h,  no.    But  the  air  x>f  Newgate  soon  robs  a  man  of  hb  colour.     It  would 
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palethe  cheek  ofa  ploughboy  in  a  week.     There  is  somethiog  dead  and  pes- 
tiferous in  it.     Oh,  that  two  o'clock  were  come,  Claude." 

**  I  echo  that  sentiment,  Maggs." 

How  long  that  two  hours  seemed  from  twelve  till  two  ! 

A  thousand  times  over  did  Claude  Duval  think  that  the  hour  must  have 
passed,  and  that,  although  listening  for  it  most  intently,  it  had.  in  its  sound  from 
the  old  church  clock  of  St.  Sepulchre's,  escaped  his  ears,  and  he  said  as  much  to 
Maggs. 

At  length,  faintly  came  the  sound  of  the  chimes  from  that  clock,  the  sound  of 
which  had  heralded  so  many  a  poor  shrinking  soul  into  eternity. 

As  the  cell  of  Duval  was  situated,  it  was  just  possible  by  close  attention  to 
bear  the  hours  struck  by  that  clock,  and  now,  at  the  sound,  Duval  sprang  to  his 
feet. 

<*  It  is  time,  Maggs !"  he  said—"  it  is  time." 

•'  Hush  !  Now,  of  all  times,  then,  let  me  pray  you  to  be  still  and  calm.  Claude- 
Duval,  upon  that  depends  all  else." 

*'  I  will— 1  will !" 

"  Leave  all  to  me,  and  to  your  friends.*' 

"  But,  Maggs,  you  will  give  Tie  a  weapon— you  will  not,  if  all  sliould  ga 
wrong,  suffer  me  to  be  dragged  back  to  this  cell  again  without  a  struggle  ?  I 
ranst  and  will  have  arms." 

*•  You  terrify  me  by  your  vehemence,** 

*'0h,  no— no !  But  you  hear  me— you  understand  me?  You,  if  you  were 
situated  as  I  am,  would  do  as  I  do— you  would  feel  as  I  feel,  and  you  would  say 
as  I  say.    Arms— I  want  arms  !" 

*'  Hush !  There  are  a  pair  of  pistols,  the  fellows  of  which  you  would  find  it 
diCQcult  to  match  in  London." 

"  Loaded  ?" 

*•  Yes,  carefully.  But  now,  knowing,  Claude  Duval,  that  you  have  the  Jivea 
of  two  men  in  your  hands,  let  me  implore  you  to  do  nothing  rash.  All  noise 
must  be  avoided.  One  ill-directed  shot  would  bring  upon  us  the  whole  force  ot 
the  prison." 

**  I  know  it— -I  know  it.  I  will  justify  all  that  you  might  expect  of  me, 
Maggs.  But  the  time  has  come,  and  I  hear  nothing.  Ah!  the  sound  of 
carriage  wheels  outside— they  pause  at  the  door  of  Newgate,  They  come, 
they  come,  Maggs." 

*'  Hush  !— hush  l" 

**  Ah !  there  is  a  voise  from  the  lobby.    Listen— listen.    I  hear  it  now." 

Yes,  there  was  a  sound  from  the  lobby  of  the  prison,  and  the  heart  of  Claude 
Duval  beat  fast  and  thick. 

Another  sound— he  knew  not  whether  it  was  strife  or  merely  commotion ;  bat 
he  felt  that  it  was  time  for  Maggs  to  go. 

Maggs  felt  this,  too. 

"  I  go,"  he  said—"  I  go.  Now,  Duval,  keep  by  the  door  of  your  cell,  and 
when  you  hear  a  whistle,  it  will  be  from  rae,  and  it  will  be  then  time  for  you  to 
come  into  the  lobby.    Mind,  I  will  let  you  pass  me,  and  you  will  meet  Dick  and 

Jack,'*  :r^-       i  I 

•*Ye8— oh,  yes!"  ,^ 

*'  Now,  be  calm,  and  good-by  for  a  few  moments  only,  I  hope  and  expect. 

Claude  Duval  was  alone.  Oh,  how  terrible  was  the  suspense  of  the  few 
moments  only  that  ensued,  for  they  were  but  moments,  after  all.  To  his  per- 
ception, all  his  imprisonment  had  not  been  so  long  as  the  period  that  elapsed 
between  the  absence  of  Maggs  and  the  sound  that  was  to  signify  to  him  that  it 
was  his  cue  to  advance  along  the  passages  towards  the  lobby. 

At  length,  just  as  he  was  getting  quite  maddened  by  the  delay,  he  heard  a. 
faint,  but  long-continued  whistle.  .  , 

••Time— time!'  said  Duval,  and  he  bounded  along  the  vaulted  passage  with 
the  speed  of  the  wind.     "  It  is  time — it  is  time !" 
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Let  us  now  see  what  Jack  aad  Dick,  with  their  six  friends,  are  really  doing, 
and  how  far  they  have  progressed  in  the  affair,  the  success  of  which  they  had  so 
deeply  at  heart. 


CHAPTER  CCCXtL 

THK  CONTEST  WITH  THE  TURNKEYS   ENDS   SUCCESSFULLY   FOR  CLiUDE  DUVAL. 

Ip  the  space  of  time  that  intervened  between  dark  and  the  hour  when  the 
onterprise  ia  which  Jack  and  Dick  Turpin  felt  thenaselves  so  deeply  interested 
felt  long  and  tedious  to  Maggs  and  to  Claude  Duval,  it  was  likewise  so  to  all 
concerned  in  the  daring  attempt  that  was  about  to  be  made  to  take  from  New- 
gate its  most  important  prisoner. 

A  thousand  doubts  and  surmises  beset  Dick  Turpin  and  Sixteen-string  Jack. 
They  thought  at  one  time  that,  after  all,  the  man  who  had  been  engaged  by 
Maggs  to  procure  all  the  necessary  materials  for  the  conduction  of  the  enterprise 
might  suspect  what  it  meant,  and  so  might  think  it  better  worth  his  while  to 
make  good  terms  with  the  authorities  than  to  keep  his  word  with  the  thieves  ; 
but  reflection  always  put  an  end  to  such  a  doubt,  by  showing  that  the  interest 
of  that  man  must  be  much  more  in  keeping  than  in  breaking  faith  with  his 
employers. 

But,  still,  some  chance  accident  might  at  the  last  moment  knock  the  whole 
afiair  upon  the  head,  or  Maggs  might  be  suspected,  and  in  that  case  they  would 
only  be  running  upon  certain  destructiou  by  going  to  Newgate. 

But,  still,  they  never  for  a  moment  wavered  in  the. fixed  determination  to  go, 
so  intent  were  they  upon  carrying  out  the  plan,  although  they  incessantly 
vexed  themselves  with  so  manf  suppositions  regarding  the  possibility  of 
failure. 

We  may  add,  too,  that  their  doubts  did  not  tend  to  make  them  a  whit  Uss 
exact  or  careful  in  making  all  the  preparations  in  their  power  for  the  successfal 
•  carrying  out  of  .the  plan  ;  they  determined,  unless  they  heard  something  positive 
as  a  stay  to  it  from  Maggs,  to  stand  or  fall  by  it. 

But  the  longest  looked.for  day  and  hour  will  come  at  last,  and  so  Dick  and 
Jack  found  that  it  was  time  for  them  to  leave  the  public  house  in  Barbican, 
and  proceed  to  the  street  at  the  back  of  St.  Martin's-le- Grand,  to  meet  those  who 
were  to  go  with  them  on  the  enterprise  to  Newgate. 

As  Jack  and  Dick  were  to  present  themselves  as  emissaries  from  the  secretary 
of  state's  oflBce,  they  had  got  themselves  up  in  theatrical  fashion  accordingly, 
and  very  well  they  did  it ' 

They  both  wore  powdered  wigs,  which  at  that  time  were  very  much  the  fashion 
at  the  court,  and  Dick  had  on  a  suit  of  grey  velvet,  which  looked  very  neatk 
Jack  arrayed  himself  in  a  dark  brown  suit,  and  they  both  had  paid  great  atten- 
tion to  the  richness  of  their  cravats  and  ruffles. 

When  they  looked  at  each  other  they  could  not  help  smiling  at  the  great  meta- 
morphosis which  an  alteration  of  costume  so  completely  had  effected  in  them 
both. 

"  I  should  not  have  known  you.  Jack,"  said  Dick. 

"Nor  I  you,  Dick." 

**  Well,  if  we  could  have  deceived  each  other,  it  will  go  hard  but  we  deceive 
those  who,  at  the  best,  have  but  a  very  superficial  and  slight  knowledge  of  either 
of  us.'* 

**  It  will ;  and  now  that  I  see  both  of  us  in  our  disguises,  a  feeling  of  greater 
hopefulness  comes  over  me.      I  seem  as  if  £  were  assured  we  should  succeed.* 

"  That  is  a  good  feeling.  You  ought  to  encourage  it.  But  come,  now,  it  is- 
time." 

It  was  truly  an  expedition  of  life  or  death  that  they  went  upon,  and  they  were 
well  armed  for  the  occasion.     They  had  not  made  such  an  understanding  dis- 
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tinctly  in  words ;  but  it  was  a  kind  of  tacit  'resolution  between  them  that  thev 
would  not  be  taken  alive,  and  that,  therefore,  there  were  but  three  things  that 
could  happen  to  them  on  that  night. 

First,  they  might  get  away  with  Claude  safely  ;  secondly,  they  might  fail  in 
rescuing  him,  but  yet  escape  themselves  ;  and,  thirdly,  they  might  die  in  New- 
gate, or  on  the  outside  of  it,  fighting  against  an  overwhelming  force. 

Such  a  state  of  things  as  this  may  not  make  men  sad,  but  it  cannot  lead  to 
much  positive  cheerfulness  ;  so  we  can  hardly  be  surprised  .that  Jack  and  Dick 
were  more  than  usually  grare  upon  that  eventful  night. 

The  man  who  had  been  employed  by  Maggs  to  get  ready  all  the  materials  for 
the  enterprise  was  to  the  full  as  good  as  his  word,  and  all  anxiety  upon  that 
score  was  soon  a*-  an  end. 

Near  the  corner  of  Monkwell-street,  at  the  back  of  St.  Martin*s-le- Grand, 
Jack  and  Dick  found  the  chariot  which  had  been  bai gained  for,  and  at  a  httle 
distance  they  saw  the  six  mounted  men  who  were  to  take  part  in  the  affair. 

"  Air&  right,  Turpin,"said  a  voice  from  the  carriage,  as  Dick  reached  the  door 
of  it. 

"  Ah  !   who  speaks  to  me  :"  said  Turpin. 

"  It's  all  right,"  added  the^  voice ;  and  then  the  chariot  door  was  opened, 
and  the  man  of  whom  Maggs  had  hired  the  things  stepped  out.  "  1  thought,"  he 
added,*'  that  in  case  of  any  mistake,  1  had  better  be  here  on  the  spot  rajself, 
you  see." 

**  And  you  know  me  V 

*'  To  be  sure  I  do." 

"  Well,  I  am  racher  sorry  to  hear  that,  for  I  had  flattered  myself  that  my 
disguise  was  perfect  ;  but   now  you  have  taken  that  conceit  out  of  me.'* 

"  Not  at  all.  I  heard  your  friend  there,  whom  I  don't  know  at  all,  call  you 
Dick  ;  and  putting  this  and  that  together,  and  having  a  precocious  idea  upon 
the  subject,  though,  of  course,  I  didn't  ask  Maggs  any  questions,  why,  I  said  to 
myself,  *  This  is  Turpin,  and  he  is  going  to  make  a  bold  dash  to  get  Duval  oat 
of  the  stone-jug."' 

'*  You  are  righL'* 

"I  thought  I  was ;  and  now,  as  Maggs  knows  me  well,  and  as  you  have  heard 
of  me,  and,  perhaps,  have  a  pretty  good  idea  that  I  may  be  trusted,  I  have  one 
request  to  make  to  you." 

"  What  is  it  ?— our  time  is  short."  ^ 

"  It  is,  that  you  will  let  me  come  with  you.  I  am  not  the  worst  hand  in  the 
world  at  a  tussel  if  it  should  come  to  one,  and  I  am  well  armed,  and  will  do 
you  all  the  service  I  can," 

"  Come  on,  then;  you  will,  po  doubt,  be  a  great  help  to  us.  What  say  you 
to  it.  Jack  }" 

*'  I  agree,  with  all  my  keart." 

*' Which  Jack  is  that?''  said  the  man. 

"That  I  will  tell  you  after  this  night's  business  is  over,"  said  Jack.  "It  is  a 
long  story,  and  there  is  no  time  now.  Let  us  come  on.  Get  into  the  coach 
again,  Mr.  a — a " 

"  Nabbs,"  said  the  man.  "That's  what  I  call  myself  for  shortness  ;  but  I 
ain't  going  to  get  into  the  coach — one  of  the  most  troublesome  things  in  the 
world  is  to  find  one  who  can  drive  well,  and  who  will  fight  well  at  the  same  time ; 
«o,  if  you  will  let  me  be  your  coachman,  I  can  do  you  more  good,  I  think,  than 
in  any  other  waj-." 

*'  We  are  much  beholden  to  you,"  said  Dick. 

"  All's  right."  said  Nabbs ;  and  he  attired  himself  in  a  huge  livery  great  coat, 
with  about  twenty  capes,  and  which  effectually  hid  all  his  other  clothing.  In 
fact,  all  that  could  be  seen  of  him  was  his  top-boots  beneath  the  coat,  aud  his 
head  above  it.  He  then  put  on  a  regular  coachman's  wig,  and  a  three-cernered 
hat,  and  he  looked  just  the  beau-ideal  of  a  State-coachman  in  undress. 

*'  That  is  famous,"  said  Jack. 
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"The  very  thing,"  said  Dick  ;  "and  no^  off  we  go  at  once,  I  hope  ?*' 

"  Yes— alVs  right." 

The  six  mounted  men  approached  the  carriage,  and  one  of  them  sail  to 
Dick— 

"It  is  all  right  now  ;  vre  have  all  the  horses  with  us,  that  is  to  say,  one 
a-piece  for  ourselves  and  one  for  Claude.  Where  are  your  cattle,  Turpia?  They 
ought  to  be  handy.'* 

"  They  are  at  the  crib  in  Barbican  ;  but  we  can  easily  get  theni  in  good  time. 
Remember  what  yoa  have  to  do." 

**  Yes.  Everything  is  right.  The  horses  will  bo  taken  care  of  at  the  corner 
of  Newgate-street." 

The  lamps  were  lit  in  the  chariot,  and  then,  indeed,  Dick  and  Jack  saw  that 
it  was  quite  a  stylish  set  out,  and  much  they  wondered  where  Mr.  Nabbs  had 
been  able  to  procure  such  a  vehicle, 

*'  All's  right,"  said  Nabbs. 

Off  they  set  at  a  dashing  pace  for  Newgate,  and  as  Dick  and  Jack  rested 
npon  the  soft,  cushioned  seat  of  the  chariot,  they  could  not  help  lookmg  at  each 
other  and  asking  themselves  if  it  were  not  all  a  dream. 

It  did  seem  so  strange  that  they  should  be  in  such  a  vehicle,  and  wear  such 
costames,  and  driving  to  Newgate.  But  there  they  were,  sure  enough,  and  as 
the  carriage  turned  into  Newgate-street,  they  felt  that  the  time  for  thought  had 
gone  past,  and  that  for  action  had  arrived. 

"  You  can  depend  upon  your  arms,  Dick  ?** 

"Oh,  yes,  Jack  ;  and  you  ?" 

"  Yes— I  have  been  particularly  careful.  What  an  hour  the  next  will  be, 
Dick,  to  all  of  us  !" 

**  Ay,  it  will.  But  its  result  will  depend  upon  ourselves.  Be  cool,  cautious, 
and  Hrm,  Jack.     You  do  not  feel  in  any  way  flurried  ?'* 

*'  Oh,  no.  I  am  going  to  try  to  save  Claude,  and  that  feeling  nerves  me. 
You  will  not  find  me  fail.     Here  we  are." 

*'  Yes — here  we  are.*' 

With  a  dash  and  a  rattle  the  chariot  stopped  at  the  .gate  of  Newgate — that 
little  wicket  gate  at  the  top  of  the  three  or  four  stone  steps,  up  and  down  which 
so  many  beating  hearts  have  been  carried  by  unwilling  feet.  Oh,  if  those  old 
grey  stones  could  only  speak,  what  recollections  might  they  not  impart  of  the 
nu;nerous  personages  who  had  passed  them  ! 

The  lights  at  the  sides  of  the  chariot  flashed  upon  the  ru:^ged  wall  of  the 
prison,  and  a  man,  dre^ed  very  nicely  as  a  footman,  opened  the  door,  and  stood 
with  it  in  his  hand  respectfully  for  Dick  and  Jack  to  alight. 

Now,  in  stopping  the  chariot,  in  opening  the  door,  and  in  letting  down 
the  steps,  all  the  noise  that  could  be  made  was  made,  so  as  to  impress  upon  the 
minus  of  the  turnkeys  that  it  was  somebody  of  Importance  who  had  arrived  ; 
fornoise  and  insolence  go  a  long  way  with  the  vulgar.  Hence  the  assumption 
of  both,  by  those  who  wish  to  exert  a  sway  over  weak  and  ignorant  minds. 

Dick  stepped  out  of  the  chariot  first,  and  then  Jack  f^llowe^l  him.  By  the 
light  of  the  carriage  lamps,  Dick  took  one  glance  at  Jack's  face;  but  he  saw 
that  it  was  quite  firm,  and  betrayed  no  anxiety  or  tremour. 

'*  He  will  not  fail,"  said  Dick,  to  himself;  and  ascending  the  steps,  he  kicked 
at  the  low  half-door  of  Newgate. 

"  Hilioa  !"  said  the  turnkey,  m  a  half-sleepy  tone. 

"  Open  the  door,  fellow  !"  said  Dick. 

"Eh  ? — Oh,  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir— yes,  sir — Walk  in.'* 

The  turnkey  had  caught  sight  of  the  chariot— the  lights— the  coachman,  with 
his  coat  of  many  capes,  and  the  footman  with  his  shoulder-knot  of  gold  lace. 
The  gate  was  flung  open,  and  Dick  entered  the  lobby  of  Newgate,  followed  by 
Jack. 

There  was  an  awful  pause  for  a  moment,  only  braken  by  the  sharp  click  of 
the  lock,  as  the  turnkey  closed  the  wicket  again.     The  two  other  oflicers  of  the 
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prison,  whose  duty  it  was  to  remain  in  the  lobby,  rose  from  the  bench  upon 
which  they  had  been  sitting,  and  stared  at  the  visitors. 

"  The  governor  is  within,  of  course,'*  said  Dick,  in  the  same  sharp  tone  of 
command  that  he  had  previously  spoken  in. 

*♦  Yes,  sir." 

"  Your  lordship  is  sure  to  find  hira  at  this  hour/'  said  Jack, 

**  Very  true,  your  grace,"  said  Dick. 

At  these,  words  the  turnkeys  all  made  a  low  salaam  t®  the  spirit  of  nobility, 
that  worshiped  genius  of  Englishmen.  The  idea  that  one  of  the  visitors  was  a 
lord  and  the  other  a  grace  was  quite  sufficient  to  induce  the  turnkeys  to  place, 
their  necks  under  their  feet  if  they  demanded  it.. 

"  Take  this  despatch  from  the  Secretary  of  State,"  said  Dick,  as  he  produced 
the  long  official- looking  letter  that  Maggs  had   prepared,  "and  give   it  to  the 
governor,  and  say,  that  two  gentlemen  are  waiting.     That  will  do,  your  grace 
i  think?"      • 
.  *'  Certainly,  my  lord,"  said  Jack. 

One  of  the  turnkeys  on  duty  darted  forward,  and  with  a  low  bow  and  a  look  of 
great  reverence  took  the  letter. 

"  I  will  call  upon  the  governor  at  once,  if  you  please,"  he  said. 

"The  gentlemen  will,  perhaps,  step  into  the  chaplain's  private-room?'*  said  the 
other  officer, 

*'  Oh,  no,  we  prefer  remaining  here,"  said  Dick.  "I  believe  we  do,  your 
grace  ?'*  ^ 

"  Certainly,  my  lord,"  said  Jack.     **  It  amuses  us." 

"  It  does — it  does.  The  novelty  of  the  thing  is  something.  You  can  take  the 
letter,  but  there  is  no  particular  hurry,  my  man.  Don't  alarm  the  governor  by 
awakening  hira  too  rapidly," 

"  No,  sir — my  lord — your  highness,  T  mean." 

The  officer  was  so  impressed  by  the  dignity  of  the  visitors,  that  he  fairly  backed 
out  of  their  presence. 

"  And  so,"  said  Dick,  as  he  only  waited  to  allow  the  turnkey  time  to  get  out 
of  hearing,  "this  is  the  lobby  of  Newgate  ?" 

"Yes,  my  lord." 

**Ah  !     To  be  sure.     A  singular  place,  your  grace." 

"  Oh,  very,"  said  Jack.     "  I  think  it  will  do  now."    "^ 

"Yes,  so  do  I.    You  take  that  one,  and  I  will  take  this." 

Before  the  astonished  offcers  could  come  to  any  conclusion  as  to  what  these 
singular  words  from  the  two  distinguished  noblemen  could  possibly  mean,  Dick 
sprang  upon  the  man  on  the  lock  like  a  tiger,  and  grappling  him  by  the  throat, 
he  said  in  a  low  voice— 

*'  One  word — one  cry — one  movement  indicative  of  alarm,  and  by  Heaven  I 
will  break  your  neck." 

Jack  made  a  dart  at  the  other  officer,  and  with  such  force  that  they  both  fell 
on  to  the  floor  together,  and  the  back  of  the  turnkey's  head  came  with  such  a 
ringing  blow  against  the  stone  floor  that  he  lay  nearly  insensible.  Jack  was 
sorry  to  have  to  do  it,  but  too  mach  was  at  stake  in  tlie  whole  adventure  for  him 
or  any  one  to  stand  upon  ceremony,  so  he  seized  the  officer  by  the  crava^,  and 
lifting  his  head  about  six  inches  from  the  floor,  he  brought  it  down  again  with 
another  bluw  that  eff'ectually  stunned  him. 

That  officer  never  spoke  again. 

It  would  be  difficult  to  say  what  condition  of  mind  the  officer's,  whose  duty  it 
was  to  keep  watch  and  ward  in  the  lobby  of  Newgate  were  thrown  into  by  this 
most  unexpected  attack.  Certainly,  if  the  roof  of  the  prison  had  fallen  in  and 
buried  all  beneath  it  in  one  common  ruin,  they  could  not  have  been  more 
utterly  astounded. 

But  no  time  was  given  them  for  reflection. 
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I       As  for   the  turnkey  that  Dick  had  hold  of,  he  began  tot  urn  black  in  the  face 
from  the  pressure  on  his    throat,  and  Jack,  coming  toward,  them,  said — 

'•  I  have  disposed  of  my  man,  and  will  gag  ibis  fellow.     J  have  a  gag  made 
I  with  a  cork  and  a  piece  of  slrin^^,  that  will  just  do  it." 
•♦  That's  right,  Jack." 


THE  APPAriTIONS    IN   THE  GARDEN  OF  HAWTHOnN-HOUSE. 

In  another  moment  the  man  was  past  all  power  of  speech ;  and  so  exhausted 
was  he  by  the  choking  process  that  had  been  going|on,  tliat,  w^hen  Dick  let  go  of 
him,  he  iell  as  if  dead  to  the  floor. 

All  this  happened,  inasmuch  a3  it  happened  simultaneously,  in  much  less  time 
than  it  has  necessarily  taken  us  to  relate  it.      Indeed,  one  minute  had  not 


r»o.    l^>t^. 
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elapsed  altogether  from  the  commencemeDt  of  the  attack  before  Jack  and  Diek 
were  undoubted  masters  of  the  lobby  of  Newgate. 

So  well  arranged  was  everything,  that  they  knew  what  to  do  next  without  any 
bother.  Jack  turned  the  key  in  the  lock  of  the  wicket,  and  opened  it,  stretching 
out  his  arm  as  a  signal. 

From  behind  the  coach,  then,  whither  they  had  crept,  the  six  members  of  the 
family  who  were  to  assist  in  the  aflfair  emerged^  abd  rushed- up  the  steps  of 
Newgate  and  into  the  looby. 

At  the  same  moment,  Maggs  appeared  from  the  narrow  passagfe  leading  to  the 
cells. 


CHAPTER  CCCXIII. 

THE   ESCAPE    AND   THE    PURSUIT— AN    EXCITING  SCENE. 

So  far,  then,  the  enterprise  had  been  eminently  successful,  and  it  owed  all  its- 
success  to  the  daring  nature  of  it. 

I      If  there  had  been  the  least  tampering  with  the  difficulties  that  presentedthem- 

•  selves — if  there  had  been  the  smallest  amount  of  shrinking  from  what  there  was 

^ttodo,  atotal  failure  must  have  been  the  result ;  but  all  was  done,  on  the  contrary, 

-•'with  calmness  and  absolute  decision. 

I     The  turnkeys  and  officers  in  the  lobby  could  scarcely  believe  their  senses. 
They  looked  about  them  like  men  in  a  dream. 
I  Maggs  was  pale,  but  firm. 

I  "Ah!  what  is  this?"  he  said,  for 'he  -was  ^intent  upon  keeping  up  the 
character  of  being  as  much  surprised  at  the,  attack ^as  the  turnkeys  were. 

'  **  We  will  show  you,"  said  Turpin  ;  and  he  l^ok  hold  of  Mag^s  by  the  arni 
with  his  left  hand,  and  clapped  apistol  at  his  head  wiih  the  other.  "Show  rae 
the  way  to  the  cell  of  Claade  Duval,  cr  you.are  aldead  man.  ""-Whrch  is  it  to 
be  ?" 

I  "I  am  cowed,"  said/Maggs.  "  I  can't  help  it.  "This ■■way,'*  be.  added,  in  a 
whisper  to  Turpin. 

'  They  both  passed  oat  of  the  lobby  down  the  narrow,  pags^e  leading  to 
Claude's  cell,  and  were  met- by* aiturnkey,  who  had  a  newspapenin   his   hand, 

and  who  said — 

I      *•  What's  the  matter  in  the  fobby,  Maggs?' 

I  With  a  blow  from  the  butt-eod  of  a  pist(3l,  Turpin  stretohed^tfeitiman  insensible 
on  the  stone  floor.  At  the  instant,  then,  Claude  Duvar  sprang/  mrward,  and 
grasping  the  hand  of  Turpin,  hecried — 

j  "My  dear  friend,  is  it,  indeed,  you  ?  Have  you  placed  yourself  iii  this  frightful 
peril  for  me  ?" 

'*"* Quick,"  said  Maggs,  "on  every  moment  hangs  a  life  f 

"That's  true,"  said  Turpin.     '*  Come  on." 

They  were  in  the  lobby  again  in  a  moment,  and  just  as  they  reached  it,  the 
man  who  had  gone  with  the  letter  to  the  governor  came  back,  and  said  — 

*'  The  governor  says  he— — " 
f  Sixteen-string  Jack  had   the  man  by  the  throat  before  he  could  say  another 
word,  and  thrusting  the  barrel  of  a  pistol  into  his  mouth  he  whispered— 

"  One  cry,  and  your  brains  spatter  that  wall." 

"  All's  right,"  said  Turpin. 

**  One  Moment,"  said  a  voice  ;  *'  now  all's  right.'* 

The  members  of  the  family,  who  had  been  admitted  by  the  wicket,  had  been 
busy  tying  the  turnkeys,  both  by  their  ankles  and  wrists,  to  each  other,  so  that 
they  were  completely  helpless. 

"Open  the  door,''  said  Jack. 

"  It  is." 
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Ding — dong  !  went  a  bell,  and  then  furiously  it  pealed  forth  ao  alarm.    They 
looked  at  each  other  aghast. 
"The  alarm  bell/'  said  Jack.    "I  have  heard  it  once  before.     Ely!'* 
*'  But  who  has  rung  it  V 

"  Don't  stop  to  ask  that.     All  we  have  to  do  is  to  get  out  of  reach  of  it." 
The  wicket  was  flung  opej,  and  the  members  of  the   family  only  hung^  back 
a  moment  or  two  to  allow  Claude  Duval  and  his  particular  friends  to  pass. 

It   was   then  that  Dick  Turpio  turned  upon  the  threshold  of  Newgate  and 
addressing  the  turnkeys,  be  said— 

**Novv,  ray  men,  I  know  that  you  will  have  to  pat  the  blame  of  this  affair 

upon  somebody,  and  it  is  as  well  that  thesaddle  should  be  placed  upon  the  right 

horse.  I  will,  therefore,  tell  you  that  it-is  my  doing,  and  1  am  E-ichard  Turpin." 

The  turnkeys  uttered  various  groans,  and  in   another  moment  Claude  and  his 

friends  were  in  the  open  street* 

Toe  coach  was  gone.  It  had  done  all  that  it  could  do,  and  the  instruction 
to  those  who  had  charge  ot  it  was  to  drive  oflF  at  once  as  soon  as  the  melee  fairly 
began  in  the  lobby  of  Newgi«te.  This  looked  like  desertion;  but  it  was  not  such 
in  fact,  for  the  coach,  after  the  aflfair  had  made  that  progress,  could  not  possibly 
answer  any  good  purpose. 

It  would  have  been  absurd  to  try  to  escape  by  its  aid,  as  such  a  vehicle  would 
liave  stood  no  chance  against  the  most  ordinary  pursuit,  putting  out  of  the  ques* 
tion  the  fact  that  it  could  have  been  so  very  readily  overtaken. 

*'  Now  for  the  horses,  Claude,*'  said  Turpin;  '*they  are,  as  they  should  be,  at 
the  co'ner  of  Newgate- street.' 

''  It  seems  like  a  dream,"  said  Duval. 

"No — no,"  said  Jack,  in  a  voice  of  great  emotion;  "it  is  no  dream,  it  is  all 
true,  and  you  are  saved." 

Claude  pressed  Jack's  hand,  and  they  all  went  up  the  street  in  a  throng.  They 
had  not  got  above  half-way,  though,  between  the  wicket  of  the  prison  and  the 
corner  of  Newgate-street,  when  they  heard  some  sounds  of  strife  in  advance  of 
them. 

'•  Dick/*  said  Jack.  "  forward" 

*'  Push  on/'  cried  Claude.  "There  Is  no  time  for  hesitation,  now.  Push  on, 
I  beg  of  you." 

"  We  have  no  need/'  said  Dick.  "  Taose  of  our  friends  who  have  charge  of 
the  horses  are  coming  back  to  us  here/' 

The  noise  assumed  a  more  serious  character,  and  in  a  few  moments  it  was 
qnite  evident  that  something  was  arjiss.  What  that  something  was,  then  ex- 
plained itself,  as  one  of  them  who  hid  charge  of  the  cattle  came  running  towards 
Claude  and  his  friends,  saying — 

"  The  watch — the  watch !     Where  are  you  all  ?'* 
••  Here/'  said  Turpin.     "  What  is  it?" 

"A  strong  party  of  the  City  watch  came  upon  us,  and  tried  to  take  us  into 
■custody  With  the  horses." 
.  **Ah,  indeed  !  Forward,  friends— forward  !*' 
The  flash  of  the  lanterns  of  the  watch,  and  the  rattle  of  their  staves,  now 
<;ame  quite  p'ainly  upon  the  ears  of  the  confederates,  and  those  noises,  joined  to 
the  incessant  clanging  of  the  prison  bell,  made  up  a  species  of  alarm  that  in  a 
little  time  must  be  productive  of  serious  consequences  to  the  fugitives,  if  they 
could  not  rapidly  escape  from  so  dangerous  a  vicinity. 

Theauddencharge  of  Claude  and  his  friends,  with  the  members  of  the  family 
with  them,  had  the  effect  of  routing  the  watch. 

Dici<  got  hold  of  one  of  the  iron  short  staves  then  in  use  bv  the  night-watch, 
and  la'd  aljout  him  with  such  effect,  that  half-a-dozen  of  t  le  foe  were  prostrated 
in  a  few  moments. 

There  was  one  watchman  vNho  weis  a  ta'l,  powerful  man  ;  and  while  he 
fbu«ht  withhb  sLicit,  he  continued  with  his  other  hand  to  spring  his  rattle,  so 
that  he  engaged  the  enemy  and  gave  an  alarm  at  th^  same  iirm. 
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Maddened  by  excitement  and  the  dread  of  being  drag'^ed  back  to  his  cell  at 
Newgate,  Claude  Duval,  with  a  cry  of  rage,  sprang  upon  the  man,  and  thev 
both  fell  together.  To  wrest  his  rattle  from  him,  and  give  him  a  blow  on  the 
head  with  it,  that  put  an  end  to  his  mortal  career,  was  then,  to  Claude,  the  work 
of  a  moment ;  And  he  rose,  flushed  and  heated,  to  his  feet. 

The  watch  were  dispersed. 

*'  Now,  Claude,  off  with  you,"  said  Dick.  *'  Don't  stop  another  moment. 
Mount — mount  at  once  !'* 

**  D— n  that  prison  bell,"  said  Jack. 

"  fs  it  one  ?"  said  a  voice. 

"  Yes,"  said  Dick.     "  Disperse  now." 

"Upon  this,  the  members  of  the  family  who  had  done  such  good  service,  and 
who,  up  to  that  time,  had  kept  by  Claude  and  his  friends,  with  one  accord  scam- 
pered away  in  different  directions.  Some  took  their  course  up  Giltspur-street 
into  Smithfield — some  ran  down  Skinner-street,  and  found  shelter  in  the  rookery 
to  the  right  of^Iiolborn  Hill,  and  others  again  made  their  way  into  the  city,  and 
some  to  the  district  at  t'le  back  of  the  Royal  Exchange. 

In  the  course  ot  half-a-minute  they  were  all  gone. 

The  only  persons  that  remained  then  upon  the  spot  of  the  encounter  with  the 
City  watch  were  Claude  Duval,  Dick  Turpin,  Jack,  and  the  landlord  of  ihe 
public-house  in  Barbican. 

**  Where  is  Maggs  ?'*  said  the  landlord. 

*'  He  stays.     He  is  not  suspected,"  said  Dick.     "Come  on.** 

They  were  all  on  horseback  in  a  moment,  now  ;  and,  for  the  first  time,  then, 
since  he  had  left  the  lobby  of  Newgate,  Claude  Duval  felt  as  if  he  might  draw  a 
long  breat^i.  The  effect  of  feeling  that  they  were  on  horseback  once  again,  was 
very  great  upon  Dick  and  Jack.  They  both  felt  as  though,  at  that  moment^ 
all  danger  had  ceased,  and  the  daring  enterprise  had  thoroughly  succeeded  in 
every  possible  way. 

"Off  with  you  all,'*  said  the  landlord;  "and  as  there  is  no  pursuit,  I  will  go 
home  at  once.  If  there  had  been,  I  should  have  ridden  a  tew  miles  into  the 
country  with  you  ;  for  an  extra  hand  might  be  of  great  service  to  you  all,  just 
now.'* 

"It  might  be  everything,"  said  Claude;  "but,  thank  Heaven,  it  is  not  wanted,, 
I  live — 1  breathe  again." 

They  had  just  put  the  horses  in  motion,  when  they  heard  a  shout  behind 
them,  and  the  clatter  of  horses'  feet,  and  they  all  looked  round,  and  directed 
their  glances  towards  Newgate.  The  sight  that  then  met  their  gaze  was  quite 
sufficient  to  show  them  that  all  was  not  over  quite  yet,  and  that,  probably» 
the  danger  of  the  enterprise  was  only  then  in  earnest  about  to  begin. 

It  was  well  known^hat  at  an  innyard,  immediately  opposite  to  the  doorofthe 
common  entrence  to  Newgate,  some  half  dozen  horses  were  always  kept,  night 
and  day,  ready  for  the  road,  in  case  of  any  ^^mergency  requiring  their  use. 
The  spectacle  that  met  the  eye  of  Claude  and  nis  friends,  then,  consisted  of 
these  horses  being  brouj(ht  out,  and  of  a  throng  of  men  waiting  to  mount  them, 
and  eagerly  putting  themselves  ready  for  a  chase  after  the  fugitives. 

**  Ah,'*  said  Dick,  "we  shall  have  some  rough  work,  yet." 

**  We  shall,  indeed,'*  said  Jack, 

Claude's  eyes  flashed  with  excitement  as  he  glanced  at  the  officers,  and  th& 
colour  deepened  upon  his  cheek  as  he  spoke. 

**  Let  them  come,"  he  said.  *'  This  puts  one  in  mind  of  old  times.  Don't  it 
you,  Jack  ?     Let  them  come.'* 

*' It  does,  Claude." 

**  Which  is  to  be  our  way  ?'*  said  Dick  Turpin. 

"North,"  said  Jack. 
"  So  be  it.='  said  Claude.     "  On—on.*' 

"I  go  with  you,"  said  the  landlord-  "Four  can  make  a  better  fight 
than  three  can." 
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Without  more  ado,  they  all  four  now  trotted  down  Skinner-street,  for  they  felt 
that  their  cattle  might  have  to  do  hard  work,  and  they  did  not  wish  to  put  them 
to  any  speed  at  once.  The  valley  of  Holborn-hill  lay  before  them,  and  then 
there  was  the  ascent  of  the  hill — which  was  much  worse  than  it  is  now — so 
that  they  prudently  sa^ed  the  speed  and  the  courage  of  their  horses. 

Any  one,  now,  to  see  the  four  men  trotting  so  quietly  and  so  comfortably  down 
the  hill,  would  little  have  suspected  that  they  knew  they  would  be  followed  by 
those  who  were  armed  for  their  destruction,  and  that,  in  reality,  it  was  a  matter 
of  life  or  death  with  them. 

As  regarded  the  pursuit  of  the  officers,  though,  one  of  two  things  must  take 
place  at  its  outset. 

In  their  eagerness  of  the  pursuit,  the  officers  might  put  their  horses  to  all  the 
speed  they  could  muster  at  onre,  and  so  incapacitate  them  for  any  long-con- 
tinued exertion,  or  they  must  imitate  the  more  prudent  conduct  of  the  high- 
waymen, and  trot  gently  and  easily  until  they  came  to  a  level,  when,  after  the 
horses  had  got  warmed  to  their  work,  they  would  be  able  to  act  much  more 
efficiently. 

In  either  of  these  cases,  the  fugitives  would  be  able  fully  to  maintain  the 
advantage  with  which  they  started,  for  they  would  be  upon  the  level  before 
the  officers  could  reach  them  either  way,  and  the  probability  was,  that  they 
were  very  much  better  mounted  than  the  police  could  possibly,  upon  the  spur 
of  the  occasion,  be. 

*'  Take  it  easy,"  said  Dick,  ns  they  passetl  the  end  of  Fleet  Market — **  take  it 
easy.    I  don't  see  anything  of  them  yet.** 

"  It's  all  right,  if  we  once  get  the  rise  of  the  hill  between  us  and  them,"  said 
Jack.  •*  If  they  blow  their  horses  in  galloping  up  it,  or  walk  them  to  save  their 
breath,  it  will  be  equally  good  for  us.'* 

•'  There  they  are,'*  said  the  landlord  of  the  public-house. 


CHAPTER   CCCXIV. 

THE   CHASE    FOR   THE     FUGITIVES     CONTINUES     INTO    THE   OPEN  COUNTRY. — AN 

ENCOUNTER. 

Even  as  the  landlord  spoke,  the  mounted  officers,  to  the  number  of  nine  men, 
well  armed,  and  eager  for  the  recapture  of  the  prisoner,  for  whom  they 
were  offered  at  once  five  hundred  pounds  amongst  them,  appeared  upon  the 
brow  of  Snow -hill,  a  few  paces  from  St.  Sepulchre's  Church. 

Under  ordinary  circumstances,  the  proximity  of  the  officers  to  Claude  and  his 
friends,  would  have  been  rather  alarmingly  close ;  but,  considering  the  nature  of 
the  ground,  the  distance  was  in  reality  great. 

The  officers  only  paused  a  moment  to  catch  sight  of  their  prey,  as  they  fully 
believed  Claude  and  his  party  must  soon  become,  and  then,  with  loud  cries,  they 
dashed  onwards. 

It  was  quite  evident  that  they  thought  their  numbers  would  suffice  to  put 
an  end  to  all  opposition,  and  to  take  prisoners  of  the  small  mounted  party 
at  once,  and  hence  they  disregarded  the  hill,  but  went  down  it  at  a  pace  that 
alarmed  their  cattle. 

By  good  luck,  rather  than  any  good  management,  they  all  reached  the  hoHow 
of  Fleet  Market  in  safety,  for  nothing  alarms  a  horse  more  than  to  hurry  him 
from  a  stable,  and  ride  him  recklessly  in  the  dark  down  a  hill.  If  they  had  had 
two  or  three  falls  among  them,  it  would  only  have  been  in  the  natural  order  of 
things. 

But,  as  we  say,  luck  befriended  them,  and  they  reached  the  hollow  in  safety ; 
but  by  that  time  Duval  and  his  friends  were  at  Holborn  Bars. 

Without  the  slightest  pause,  then,  the  officers  spurred  their  already  frightened 
cattle  up  Holborn-hill,  which  was  the  most  foolish  thing  they  could  possibly  do  ; 
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for  when  they  reached  the  top.  it  was  not  possible  to  get  a  good  clear  gallop  out 
of  the  horsfs 

Claude  and  his  party  had  reached  St.  Giles's  by  that  time,  and  the  horses 
were  in  as  fresh  a  condition  as  when  they  started — in  fact,  they  were  in  a  better 
condition  for  work,  for  they  were  just  getting  warm  and  comfortable. 

The  officers,  then,  began  to  find  out  the  mistake  they  had  made  in  gfoing  off 
with  such  a  burst,  and  ihey  patted  their  horses,  and  only  walked  them  between 
Ely- place  and  Holborn  Bars. 

Thus  they  lost  more  time  than  as  if  they  had  taken  things  easily  at  first, 
which  is  generally  the  case  in  all  concerns  of  life,  as  well  as  in  horse-riding. 

Nowjthe  highwaymen  began  to  show  the  great  advantage  of  the  judicious 
manner  in  which  they  had  managed  their  steeds,  for  they  started  up  Tottenham- 
court-road  at  such  a  pace,  that  it  was  a  doubtful  thing  if  the  officers' horses 
could  come  near  it  under  any  circumstances  ;  and  yet  it  was  an  easy  pace, 
too,  and  by  the  time  they  emerged  into  the  Hampstead-road,  they  were  all 
four  abreast,  and  going  at  a  steady  gallop,  which  the  horses  kept  up  without  the 
use  of  whip  or  spur. 

The  officers,  however,  had  done  all  they  could  to  repair  the  error  they  at  first 
committed  at  starting,  and  hav'ng,  in  some  measure,  alio. ved  their  horses  to 
get  breatti  enough,  they,  too,  fairly  began  the  chase,  and  the  retreating  party 
fould  hear  the  clatter  of  the  horses'  feet  as  they  came  on  at  all  the  speed  they 
could  make  after  them. 

*'  Do  we  beat  them  ?"  said  the  landlord. 
"Yes,"  said  Jack ;  "three  setps  to  two." 
"That  will  do." 

Camden  Town  was  f)a^,sed.  and  then  came  the  district  of  Pancras  Vale,  doriuj 
which  the  highwaymen  allowed  their  horses  to  moderate  their  pace  a  little,  as 
the  road  was  very  heavy  in  that  place,  as,  in  fact,  it  generally  is,  from  taking  so 
much  of  the  surface  drainag-;  of  the  high  land  to  the  north  of  it.  \[ ' 

Jack  now  pushed  on  a  tew  paces  to  advance,  for  no  one  could  be  better  ac- 
quainted with  the  North -road  than  he  was.  He  knew  every  house  a;,d  every 
tree  upon  it ;  and  so  was  a  most  efficient  guide,  indeed,  to  the  others. 

Dick  now  and  tl^en  looked  back,  but  he  could  see  nothing  of  the  officers, 
and  the  sound  of  their  horset*  feet  W'as  no  longer  to  be  heard,  eii:her  ;  but 
that  might  be  owing  to  the  fact  that  they  were  off  the  atones,  and  were  on  soft 
country  road. 

"  We  distance  them,"  said  Claude,  "I  think." 

"  And  I  know  it,"  said  Jack.  "  Follow  me,  and  keep  tO'  this  side  of  the  hill, 
here,  and  we  shall  be  able  to  get  up  it  at  a  better  pace.*' 

The  hill  they  had  reached,  now,  was  that  which  constiSUiteS' the  great  evil  of 
the  Hampstead  road  for  horses  and  carriages.  Haversteck-Ji'ill  was-  a4  that 
.time  completely  destitute  of  houses  on  either  side. 

With  the  exception  of  the  old  inn,  the  Load  of  Ha}',  and  Steele's  C^jttage,  as 
the  little  v/hite  cottage  to  the  left  of  the  road  just  on  the  summit  of  tbehdl  was 
called,  owing  to  its  having  been  the  residence  of  Steele,  the  essayist,  there- ware 
no  houses  after  leaving  the  centre  of  Pancras  Vale. 

Up  Haverstock-hill  they  went  at  a  walk;  and  when  upow  the  somnaifc  of  it, 
'just  by  Steele's  cottage,  they  all  turned,  as  if  by  one  accord,  to- look  bsskfrona 
that    eminence   at   their  pursuers,    and   at   the   great  city  they  had  left  behind 
ihirra. 

In  the  middle  of  Pancras  Vale  they  saw  the  officers  cai^iing  on  at  full 
speed. 

"One— two — three— four— five — six — seven — eight — nine  of  them,'*  c^mnted 
Dick  'I'urpin.     "That's  rather  long  odds,  don't  you  think,  Claude  Duval  ?" 

"It's  no  matter,"  said  Claude.  '-Ninehorses  make  no  grea^r  speeti  than 
one,  and  we  must  never  let  them  get  near  us." 

"  But  yet,"  added  Dick,  "  what  say  you  to  having  a  shot  at  them:  for  this* 
pursuit  ?" 
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"Better  not,"  said  Jack.  "  Push  on,  I  say.  They  must  walk  up  this  hill-— 
that  is  as  clear  as  fate  ;  and  by  the  time  they  stand  upon  this  spot,  we  may  be 
on  Hampstead  Heath,  if  we  like." 

"  On — on,  then  !**  said  Claude, 

*'  Follow!"  cried  Jack.  **  I  can  take  you  easily  up  the  next  hill,  and  1  think, 
we  had  better  go  right  through  the  village." 

"Be  it  so." 

Jack  was  well  mounted,  and  he  now  put  the  horses  of  his  friends  to  their 
metal,  for  he  got  over  the  bit  of  hard  ground  at  a  tremendous  rate.      It  is  but 
a  mile,  after  all,  although,  after  traversing  the  hill,  it  looks  a  long  one ;  but  the 
mounted  highwaymen  were  over  it,  and  walking  their  steeds  again  up  Red  Lion  ' 
Hill,  in  an  incredibly  short  space  of  time,  indeed. 

They  could  now  see  nothing  of  the  officers,  as  they  were  hidden  by  the  brow  l 
of  Haverstock-hill, 

**  Is  it  that  we  are  so  high  in  the  world,"  said  Dick,  "  that  makes  the  place 
look  so  bright  ?** 

"No,**  laughed  the  landlord ;  ''  but  the  morning  is  coming.  We  shall  have 
broad  daylight  about  us  in  another  hour,  or  hour  and  a  half  at  the  outside.  Don't 
you  see  how  the  white  fog  down  there  on  the  low  heath  is  coiling  about,  and 
beginning  to  think  of  dispersing  for  the  day  r" 

•*  Oh,  yes  ;  1  see  it — J  see  it/* 

*'  It  is  a  sweet  sight,"  said  Claude  Duval,  **  after  a  time  spent  in  a  cell  in 
Newgate." 

"  On—on !"  said  Jack. 

They  followed  him  up  Red  Lion  Hill,  and  teeping  to  the  side  of  the  road  to 
the  left,  they  avoided  some  of  the  steeper  I)it3,  and  so  they  rode  through 
Hampstead  without  meeting  a  living  soul,  for  no  one  was  yet  up ;  and  just  as 
they  turned  Heath-street  into  the  open  heath,  the  officers  in  pursuit  were  trotting 
up  Red  Lion  Hill,  and  beginning  to  have  some  serious  doubts  with  regard  to  the 
success  of  their  enterprise. 

"  Confound  him  !'*  muttered  one  of  them;  "  I  know  what  Claude  Duval  is  ; 
and  that  Turpin,  too  ;  they  would  think  nothing  of  going  right  on  for  a  couple  of 
hundred  miles,  for  the  fun  of  the  thing." 

'*  But  their  cattle  would  fail  them,"  said  another, 

"  Hang  them,  I  don't  know  that.  Those  fellows  know  how  to  manage  a 
horse,  so  as  to  get  just  about  double  the  work  out  of  him  that  any  one  else  can 
at  about  half  the  distress." 

"  Is  it  true,"  said  another,  '*  that  Turpin  rode  to  York  with  hardly  a  stop  by 
the  way  ?'* 

"  Yes,  it  is  ;  and  some  said  that  he  killed  his  Black  Bess  by  so  doing  ;  but  he 
didn't;  for  if  ray  eyes  don't  deceive  me,  she  is  now  on  the  road,  for  he  rides  her 
at  this  present  time.'* 

"  The  pursuit  is  hopeless." 

"  Who  savs  that?"  cried  the  chief  officer.     '*  Who  says  pursuit  is  hopeless,  I 
should  like  to  know?" 
"I  did.  Mr.  Godfrey." 

*•'  Oh,  it's  you  Maggs,  is  it?  Well,  I  certainly  should  not  have  thought  yoa 
were  the  sort  of  roan  to  flinch." 

*'  I  ain't  flinching,  Mr.  Godfrey  ;  but  I  say  that,  if  Dick  Turpin  is  on  his  blaek 
mare,  Bess,  as  her  calls  her,  we  may  go  after  him  to  the  borders  of  England 
before  we  catch  him.'' 

"  Never  mind  about  how  Turpin  is  mounted,"  said  the  chief  officer.  **  He 
won't,  after  all  he  has  done,  and  after  all  that  has  happened,  desert  the 
others,  and  you  should  recollect  they  have  not  all  of  them  a  devil  in  the  shape 
of  a  black  mare  to  carry  them  about.''  i 

"That's  true,"  said  Maggs. 

Then  it's  not  much  consequence  what  Turpin  could  do,  if  he  don't  do  it  i 
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So  come  on.     We  wilt,  and  we  must  have  them.     Recollect  that  there  is  a  price 
i    upon  Turpin's  head,  as  well  as  upon  Duvars/* 

"  Ttiat's  all  right  enough.  But  .vho  are  the  other  two,  Mr.  Godfrey,  do  you 
think  ?     Who  can  they  be  ?" 

"  Nobody,  you  may  depend ;  and  very  likely,  if  if-  came  to  a  brush,  they  would 
be  otF.  and  leave  Turpin  and  Duval  in  the  lurch.  Then  I  don't  myself  see 
how  nine  men  are  not  to  take  two."  . 

';  I  don't  know  that/'  muttered  one  of  the  officers.  "  That  Duval  is  a  brave 
devil  for  fighting,  and  so  is  Turpin,  It  will  be  the  death  of  a  few  of  us,  1 
reckon  ;  but  come  on— I'm  willing.'* 

"So  am  1,"  said  Maggs. 

"  That's  right,  comrades,"  said  the  chief  officer.  "  Willingness  does  anything 
and  everything  in  this  world." 

it  will  be  seen,  by  this  brief  conversation  that  had  taken  place  among  the 
officers,  that  they  had  not,  after  all,  a  very  great  hope  of  being  able  to  capture 
Duval  and  his  friends,  a'thoagh  they  felt  that  it  was  their  duty  to  continue  to 
endeavour  so  to  do,  let  the  peril  they  would  have  to  encounter  in  so  doing  be 
what  it  might;  so  on  they  went  up  the  hill. 

In  the  meantime,  Claude  Duval  and  his  friends  had  fairly  emerged  on  to  the 
open  heath,  and  the  first  living  things  they  saw,  were  a  couple  of  men,  well 
mounted,  and  in  scarlet  hunting-coats. 

It  appeared,  too,  that  the  two  huntsmen,  who,  no  doubt,  were  going  across 
the  country  to  the  meeting  of  somebody's  hounds,  saw  Claude  Duval  and  his 
party  at  the  same  time,  for  they  stopped  and  looked  at  each  other  a  little 
incredulously. 

*'  What  the  deuce  do  they  mean  ?'*  said  Dick.  **  Surely  two  men  are  not 
going  to  stop  us  all  four  on  suspicion?'* 

'•  Hardly,"  laughed  the  landlord. 

After  a  few  words  with  each  other,  the  two  gentlemen  in  the  scarlet  coats 
trotfed  gently  on  towards  the  party  that  was  advancmg,  and  when  they  got  near 
enough  to  speak,  one  of  them  said— 

'•  Are  you  officers  :" 

<'Ko,"  said  Dick. 

'*  It's  them  !  Come  on — come  on  !" 

As  he  spoke  he  turned  his  horse's  head  on  one  side,  and  was  about  to 
gallop  off,  but  Claude  caught  his  horse  by  the  bridle,  saying— 

"  8ir,  what  made  you  ask  that  question  of  us  ?" 

"  Hands  off,  rascal,  or  I  will  knock  you  down  !  What  is  it  to  you  why  I 
asked  it?  I  don't  know  but  I  ought  to  detain  you  all,  for  you  may  be  the  Very 
man  who  escaped  from  Newgate  a  few  hours  ago." 

Claude  and  his  friends  looked  at  each  other  in  amazement,  for  they  could  not 
imagine  bv  what  process  this  man  had  found  out  the  fact  that  they  had  escaped, 
whe^Ii  they  had  ridden  at  tolerable  speed  all  the  way,  and  the  news  could  hardly 
havd'got  lo  Hampstead  Heath  before  them, 

Tuipm  had  laid  hold  of  the  bridle  of  the  other  mounted  man,  and  for  a  few 
moments  there  was  silence  on  both  sides- 

"  You  have  done  it,  Mr.  Mills,"  said  he  who  had  not  before  spoken. 

''Done  what?'  said  Claude. 

"  I  will  say  i!o  more,"  said  Mr.  Mills,  as  his  friend  called  him.  "  Hands  off, 
fellow.  I  am  armed,  I  tell  you,  and  you  will  best  consult  your  own  safety  by 
letiing  me  pass  you,  and  riding  on." 
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THE    WOUNDED   SPY    INrOKMS    IHE  "FAMILY*    CF    THE    PLACE   DEiN)    BESIEGED, 


CHAPTER  CCCXV. 

DETAILS   VARIOUS    ADVENTURES    OX    THE    GRKAT    NOKTH   ROAD. 

Claude  Duval  was  so  surprised  at  the  fact  of  a  person  leisurely  riding  up 
Hampstead  Heith  having  a  knowiedge  that  there  had  been  an  escape  from  New- 
gate only  a  few  hours  before,  that  bew^s  not  at  all  disposed  to  let  him  go  until 
he  explained  the  mvstery.  .         •    -  • 

«  HarW,  you,  sir,"  said  Claude.  "  It's  a  bad  thin?  to  be  too^cunous,  but  m 
one's  own  affairs  we  may  be  pardoned  the  feeling.     If  you   don't   tell  me  this 
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moment,  for  we  have  no  time  to  spare,  how  you  came  to  be  aware  that  there 
had  been  an  escape  from  Newgate,  I  will  blow  your  brains  out." 

As  he  spoke,  Claude  took  a  pistol  from  his  saddle,  and  placed  the  muzzle  of  it 
in  rather  uncomfortable  proximity  to  the  eye  of  the  gentleman  in  the  scarlet 
coat. 

**  Would  you  murder  me  ?'* 
"  Yes.     One— two — three — four—'* 
**  Stop  !     What  are  you  counting  for  V 

*'  I  am  going  to  pull  the  trigger  at  twelve.    Five — six — seven— eight — nine." 
"  Stop !  I  will  tftll  you.    The  governor  of  Newgate  sent  a  man  on  a  fleet 
hunter  across  the  country  to  let  all  the  magistracy  know  of  the  fict  of  the  escape 
of  Claude  Duval  from  prison,  and  it  was  only  ten  minutes  ago  that  he  called  at 
my  house,  yonder,  and  told  me,  and  then  he  galloped  on." 
"  You  are  a  magistrate,  then  i*' 
<*Iam." 

"  And  your  friend  V* 
I   **  Oh,  he  is  only  a  visitor  of  mine.** 
**And  where,  gentlemen,  were  you  going?" 
**  To  Edgeware,  to  meet  the  hounds." 

**  Will  you  give  me  your  word  of  honour  th^  you  will  go  on  your  way,  and"  \ 
take  no  notice  of  having  met  us  ?'* 
"No." 

"  Very  well.  I  don't  blame  you  for  saying  no  to  such  a  proposition.  I 
think  if  I  were  in  your  case  I  should  say  as  much  ;  but  we  shall  be  under  the 
necessity  of  stopping  your  sport  for  to-day.  Dick,  wt  will  leave  these  two  gen- 
tlemen on  foot,  and  take  their  horses  with  us  for  a  few  miles  ;  then  we  will  let 
them  go,  and,  no  doubt,  their  owners  will  get  them  easily  again." 

"  I  resist  such  treatment,"  said  the  gentleman  who  was  with  the  magistrate, 
and  he  aimed  a  blow  at  Dick  Turpin  with  his  riding-whip,  which  was  very 
heavily  loaded.     The  blow  missed,  and  Dick  said,  quite  calmly — 

*^  Don't  try  that  again,  sir,  I  have  patience,  but  I  don't  know  the  moment 
■when  it  may  leave  me.*' 

Making  a  dart  at  this  person,  Dick  got  hold  of  him  by  the  collar,  and  had  him 
off  his  horse  in  a  moment,  and  threw  him  on  the  heaths 
The  magistrate  very  quickly  dismounted. 

*'  One  man,"  he  said,  "  can  do  but  little  against  four,  and  I  don't  think  I  can 
do  any  good  at  all  by  throwing  my  life  away.  Here  is  ray  watch,  and  here  ^i& 
my  purse." 

*'  Keep  them,  sir.    As  for  your  friend,  he  is  fair  game.** 
"  I  have  him  all  right,*  said  Jack,  who  had  dismounted,  and  got  a  handsome" 
gold  watch,  and  a  well-filled  purse,  and  rather  bulky  pocket-book  from  the 
unhorsed  man,    who  had    been   so  roughly  placed  on   the  heath  by  Dick 
Turpin. 
"  Who  are  you  ?"  said  the  magistrate  to  Claude, 
**  Guess,"  said  Duval,  with  a  smile, 
"  You  are  Claude  Duval  ?" 
**  I  am,  sir.     Good  morning." 

*'  Stop  a  moment-*stop.  Yet,  no— I  ought  not— yes,  I  will.  Don't  go 
through  North-end." 

"  Thank  you,  sir.  Here  is  your  horse  again.  Allow  me  to  return  him  to  you 
as  fresh  as  I  took  him.  You  can  go  now,  and  enjoy  your  day's  sport,  and  I. 
hope  it  will  be  a  good  one," 

«  On— on  !'*  cried  Jack.    '•  Look  behind  you,  Claude." 
Claude  did  look  behmd  him,  and  he  saw,  just  coming  on  to  the  heath,  the 
\  officers,  who  had  made  their  way  up  Holly-bush  Hill,  and  so  emerged  a  little  to 
the  westward  of  where  Claude  and  his  friends  had  come  on  to  the  heath. 

"Hilloa!  Help!— help!"  shouted  the  gentleman  who  had  been  laid  upon 
the  ground  by  Turpin — " help!'* 
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*'  You  had  better  be  quiet,  sir,"  said  Duval.     "  This  is  rather  bad  conduct  of  ! 
you." 

"  Murder  ! — murder  !'' 

•*0n — on  !"  said  Jack.     **  We  have  not  a  minute  to  lose." 

They  just  paused  to  try  to  count  the  number  of  the  officers  who  were  now  in 
pursuit,  but  they  could  not  do  so  at  once,  so  they  would  not  delay  time,  and  off 
they  went  along  the  heath  road  at  a  great  pace. 
.    "Recollect,"  cried  Claude,  "not  to  go  by  North-end.'* 

*'  By  Jove  !  we  can't  help  it,  now,  for  we  are  in  the  direct  road  for  it,"  said 
Turpin.  **  Duval,  you  know  we  should  have  taken  the  right-hand  road  across 
the  heath,  if  we  meant  to  avoid  North-end,  and,  instead  of  that,  we  have  takea 
the  left." 

*•  It  can't  be  helped  now/'  said  Claude.     "  Get  your  pistols  ready." 

Ihey  could  hear  the  shouts  of  the  oflficers,  now,  quite  plainly  as  they  came 
along  the  heath ;  but  they  very  imprudently  made  a  pause  at  the  point  where 
the  encounter  had  taken  place  with  the  two  huntsmen  ;  for  he  who  had  been  ■ 
unhorsed  by  Dick  Turpin  was  still  calling  out  for  help  in  such  a  wavj  that 
the  officers  fully  expected  he  had  been  murdered,  or  was  in  some  terrible 
extremity. 

Ever}^  moment,  now,  was  so  precious  to  the  fugitives,  that  in  the  little  time 
that  the  officers  paused  around  the  gentleman  in  the  scarlet  coat,  they  increased 
their  distance  by  double  the  space  from  their  pursuers. 

The  real  fact  was,  that  some  of  the  officers  had  not  their  hearts  in  the  job 
that  they  were  put  upon  at  all.  Well  they  knew  that  if  they  should  succeed  ia 
coming  to  close  quarters  with  those  w^hom  they  were  pursuing,  it  would  be  any- 
thing but  an  easy  conquest  they  would  make  of  them,  if  they  made  a  conquest 
at  all,  which  was  an  exceedingly  doubtful  proposition,  as  they  well  knew. 

There  were,  as  they  saw,  four  desperate,  determined  men.  They  knew  that 
one  was  Claude  Duval,  of  whose  courage  the  most  fabulous  stories  were  told,  and 
passed  currant.  -^«-*.-^^ 

Another  they  knew  was  Dick  Turpin,  of  whose  prowess  they  likewise  had  had 
pretty  good  grounds  to  judge  of.  Then  they  could  not  doubt  but  that  whoever 
the  other  two  were  that  were  to  be  found  upon  such  an  occasion  in  such  com- 
pany, they  had  been  well  chosen  by  Claude  and  Turpin, 

Jt  was  no  wonder,  then,  that,  under  such  circumstances,  the  ardour  of  the 
■officers  should  cool  down  a  liitle  as  they  proceeded. 

That  some  four  or  five  of  them  would  probably  be  killed  in  the  encounter  with 
Duval's  party,  if  such  should  take  place,  was  a  contingency  that  bore  such  an 
impress  of  truth,  that  it  was  difficult  to  doubt  it;  and,  although  the  officers  had 
CO  great  tenderness  for  each  other,  yet  the  doubt  as  to  which  of  them  would  fall 
for  the  benefit  of  the  survivors  was  one  of  the  most  uncomfortable  ideas  in  the 
'world,  and  infected  all  the  party  with 

"  The  pale  cast  of  fear." 

Hence,  probably,  it  was  that  they  were  not  very  angry  to  find  an  excuse  ia 
the  balling  of  the  scarlet-coated  gentleman  on  the  ground  to  pause  awhile,  and 
to  let  the  pursued  get  to  a  more  respectable  distance  in  advance  of  them. 

Certainly,  if  one  or  two  stopped,  the  others  were  sure  to  do  so;  for  if  they 
thought  their  force  hardly  strong  as  it  was  in  its  entire  integrality,  they 
would  hardly  think  of  dividing  their  force. 

Indeed,  if  it  had  not  been  for  the  determined  man  who  had  the  command  of 
the  party,  the  probability  is,  that  the  pursuit  would  never  have  lasted  so  far  as 
Hampstead  Heath  at  all ;  but  he  was  a  prudent  man,  and  had  a  reputation  to  [;| 
lose,  as  well  as  much  to  gain,  by  the  affair, 

"Now,  sir,"  he  said,  to  the  scarlet-coated  individual,  *'ifyou  are  dying, 
say  at  once  who  struck  the  blow,  or  fired  the  shot,  for  our  time  is  valuable."^ 

"Dying?" 
Yes.     You  are  mortally  wounded,  I  suppose  V 
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"  No,  thank  God  ' 


Beyond  a  bruise,  I  fancy,  owing  to  being  rather  roughly 
made  to  fall  on  the  heaih,  I  am  not  aware  that  anything  is  particularly  the 
matter  with  me." 

*•  Then  why,  in  the  name  of  all  that  is  abominable,  did  you  bawl  out  in  that 
way  so  for  ?'** 

*' To  help  to  capture  the  rascals." 

"  Oh,  bother  take  you.  You  have  hindered  us  five  minutes,  and  that's  a  mile. 
Come  on,  comrades,  we  will  have  them  yet — come  on." 

"  Yes— yes,"  said  the  others.     "  On— on  !" 

They  said  ''  On— on  !"  but  if  they  could  only  have  found  some  direct  excuse 
for  going  down  Hampstead-hill  again,  instead  of  turning  along  its  heath,  how 
much  happier  they  would  really  have  been— for  the  greater  part  of  them,  at  all 
events. 

Jn  the  meantime  Claude  Duval  was  not  at  all  unmindful  of  the  warning  he 
had  had  not  to  pass  through  North-end,  and  he  called  out  to  his  com- 
panions— 

"  There  is  danger  at  North-end ;  but  our  best  plan  is  to  dash  through  it,  I 
think." 

"  So  do  I,"  said  Dick  Turpin. 

"No  doubt  of  that,"  said  the  landlord.  *'^What  is  the  danger,  Claude  Duval, 
do  you  know  1" 

"  No." 

"  Never  mind,"  said  Dick.     "On — on  !  is  the  word." 

The  reader  who  is  at  all  familiar  with  the  beautiful  and  picturesque  Heath 
of  Hampsted,  is,  no  doubt,  well  aware  that  across  it,  going  northward,  there 
are  two  roads. 

The  road  to  the  right  leads  to  Higbgate,  if  pursued  for  a  distance  of  about  one 
mile  and  a  half. 

The  road  to  the  left  leads  through  North-end,*  towards  Golden  Green  and 
Hounslow,  one  of  the  most  country-like  and  picturesque  portions  of  the  environs 
of  London  even  to  the  present  day. 

It  was  the  road  to  the  left  that  Claude  Duval  and  his  three  friends  took. 

That  road  was,  at  the  time  of  our  story,  exceedingly  steep  and  percipitous, 
although  it  was  partially  lowered  by  a  cutting  being  made  through  a  high 
portion  of  the  hill.  That  cutting  is  now  very  considerably  loweied,  so  that  as 
you  proceed  along  that  bit  of  road,  you  have  a  bank  upon  each  side  of  you  at 
some  parts  of  thirty  feet  or  more  in  height,  covered  to  the  right  hand  with 
luxuriant  wild  vegetation. 

It  was  through  this  cutting,  then,  which  terminates  immediately  upon  the 
little  cluster  of  houses  called  North-end,  Hampstead,  that  Duval  and  his  friends 
galloped  at  a  good  pace. 

The  idea  that  there  was  danger  at  Norlh-end  had  induced  them  all  to  prepare 
for  it  as  best  they  might. 

Claude  had  pushed  on  a  pace  or  two  in  advance,  and  had  loosened  his  pistols 
in  tiie  holsters,  so  that  they  were  ready  for  immediate  use.  The  others  had 
likewise  seen  that  their  arras  were  in  »rder. 

For  a  moment  or  two  Claude  was  of  opinion  that  the  danger  had  not  arrived, 
inasmuch  as  the  place  looked  as  peaceable  and  quiet  as  it  possibly  could  ;  but  it 
was  only  for  a  few  fleeting  moments  that  he  had  that  opinion. 

There  is  rather  a  steep  descent  just  at  the  other  side  of  North-end,  known 
by  the  name  of  Golden-hill,  and  on  one  side  of  that — the  left— was  a  garden 
wall,  extending  some  distance  along  the  road,  and  then  branching  at  a  right 
angle  into  a  meadow. 

Just  as  Duval  reaced  the  brow  of  the   hill  there  emerged  from  the  corner  of 
this  Vv-all  tenor  twelve  mounted  men,  headed  b>  One  dressed  like  a  gentleman,     ) 
who  iramed'ately  called  out,  in  a  loud  voice'— 

•'  I  summon  you  to  surrender,  in  the  name  of  the  laTj'  J  ' 

"  Oh,  indeed,"  said  Claude.     "  Charge  !"  i 
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On  they  swept,  but  before  they  got  up  to  the  assemblage  a  rattling  discharge 
of  fire-arras  caroe  among  them. 

"Fire!"  cried  Claude. 

Four  well-directed  pistol-shots  in  a  moment  were  sent  into  the  throng,  and 
from  the  confusion  that  ensued  it  was  pretty  evident  some  mischief  had  been 
done  among  them. 

'*  On— on !"  cried  Claude. 

In  an  instant  they  swept  past  the  officers,  and  in  their  progess  Turpin 
knocked  one  man  oflF  his  saddle  by  a  well-directed  blow  from  the  handle  of  a 
heavy  riding- whip  that  he  had  with  him,  and  so  they  cleared  the  danger  at 
North-end. 

A  slight  attempt  was  made  to  pursue  them,  but  soon  given  up ;  and  when  Claude 
Duval  saw  that,  he  drew  rein  at  Golden  Green,  and  said,  anxiously— 

*'  Is  anybody  hit  ?" 

*'  No,"  cried  Dick  and  the  landlord  both  in  a  breath. 

"Nothing  of  consequence,"  said  Jack. 
i   **  Ah,  they  have  touched  you.  Jack." 

"  In  the  arm,  Claude,  but  really  I  don't  think  it  is  anything.  I  can  bend  my 
arm  well  enough,  so  the  bone  is  not  touched,  and  I  think  the  bullet  went  right 
through  and  is  gone,  so  that  will  be  all  the  better." 

"  Confound  them."  muttered  Claude,  as  he  bound  a  handkerchief  round 
Jack's  arm,  '*  they  came  out  to  hunt  me  with  all  the  gusto  that  they  woald 
bring  to  the  hunting  of  a  fox." 

*'  More  of  it,  Claude,"  said  Dick. 

"Do  not  wait  here,"  said  Jack.  "Nevermind  me,  Claude,  Lut  us  push 
on.     It  will  not  do  to  let  the  officers  get  up  to  us,  you  know." 

'*  I  don't  know  that,"  said  Dick. 

**  You  don't  know  it  ?" 

"  No,  Jack.    The  fact  is,  my  opinion  of  the  officers  is  such  that  they  will  not»  if 
they  can  help  it,  come  to  close  quarters  with  us.     They  are  pursuing  a  .'policy 
which  is  at  once  as  cowardly  as  it  will  be  effectual." 

"What  is  that  you  say,  Dick  ?"  said  Claude.  "You  have  an  idea,  I  see, 
about  the  conduct  of  the  officers  that  we  should  all  know.     What  is  it?" 

"  I  know  his  idea,"  said  the  landlord,  as  he  patted  his  cheek  with  his 
handkerchief. 

*' Ah,  you  are  hit,  too,"  said  Claude. 

"You  can't  call  it  a  hit.  The  fact  is,  one  of  the  bullets  just  scrapved  the 
skin  off  my  cheek,  but  it  has  begun  bleeding  now  at  a  great  rate.  It  is  nothing, 
though. '* 

"  Narrow  escapes  both,"  said  Claude,  glancing  at  Jack  and  the  landlord.  *'  A 
little  nearer  and  that  straggling  volley  would  have  been  fatal  to  us.'* 

**  Oh,  do  ride  on,"  said  Jack.     **  Why  do  we  wait  here  ?" 

**  On,  then,"  cried  Dick,  "  and  I  can  tell  you  what  my  idea  of  the  policy  of 
the  officers  is,  as  we  go  along." 

"Do  so,  Dick." 

"Well,  it  is  just  this.  They  don't  want  to  come  up  with  us,  but  they  want 
to  hunt  us,  you  see,  always  hoping  that  we  may  be  constantly  meeting  other 
foes  in  front  of  us,  who  will  have  a  shy  at  us  and  knock  some  of  us  over  ;  and 
if  that  sort  of  fun  goes  on  long,  you  know,  why,  in  the  natural  order  of  things, 
we  must  at  last  be  done  for." 

"That's  about  it,"  said  the  landlord.  **  You  see,  they  know  if  they  come 
to  close  quarters  it  will  just  be  a  brush  for  a  few  minutes,  at  the  end  of  which 
some  three  or  four  of  them  will  be  put  out  of  thei'-  troubles  in  this  world,  eren 
although  they  should  succeed  in  bringing  us  aU  down,  and  your  officers  don't 
like  that  way  of  doing  business.* 

"  Do  you  hear  that.  Jack  V  said  Claude. 

"  I  do." 

"  And  YOU  agree  with  it  ?'* 
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*'  It  is,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  too  sensible,  and  too  much  in  accordance  with  my 
own  experience,  to  doubt.  It  is  quite  clear  that  we  must  force  them  to  close 
quarters,  and  take  the  chances  of  the  fight.  Just  fancy  our  running  the  gauntlet 
through  fifty  miles  of  country  in  this  sort  of  way.  To  be  sure,  if  we  could  find 
a  hiding-place,  or  play  the  double  upon  them,  it  would  be  better." 

"  They  are  too  close  upon  our  track  for  that/'  said  Dick,  ' 

"  Well,  I'm  ra^  afrafti  they  are,  Dick." 

"  And  all  this  is  on  my  account,"  moaned  Claude. 

"  Don't  you  flatter  yourself  it  is  any  such  thing,"  said  Dick,  "  That's  not  it 
at  all.-'* 

*•'  Oh,  yes— yes,   it  is  ;  and  now  I  beg  of  you  all  three  to  ride  on,  and  leave 
me  at  the  first  narrow  part  of  the  road,  where  I  can  make  a  good  defence  for 
some  time,    and  so  block  up  |thc    passage  until  you  can  attain  a  place  of 
safety." 

"It's  of  no  use  your  speaking  in  that  way,  Claude,"  said  Dick  ;  **  we  don't 
mean  to  do  it,  so  there's  an  end  of  that.  What  now.  Jack,  ^n  your  experience 
jand  knowledge  of  the  road,  do  you  advise  ?" 

"  It  is  quite  clear,"  said  Jack,  **  that  if  we  are  to  get  into  any  hiding-place,  or 
to  double  upon  the  officers  across  the  country  in  any  way,  we  must  beat  them  oflf 
first,  so  that  they  shall,  for  a  time,  lose  sight  of  us." 

'*  True  enough  that  Jack.'* 

"  Then,  the  only  way  to  do  that  is  to  make  a  bold  stand  somewhere  that  we 
can  pick  out  for  ourselves  as  favourable,  and  let  them  come  up  to  us,  and  so 
give  them  a  taste  of  our  quality.  The  head  of  some  well-wooded  lane  would 
be  just  the  thing ;  and  if  we  ride  on  a  little  further,  we  shall  find  plenty  of  such 
places," 

*'  Agreed,"  said  Dick.    "  Come,  Claude,  what  do  you  say  to  that  ?" 

''  I  say  agreed,  likewise,  if  you  will  not  leave  me." 

^'  That  we  will  not.  Why,  what  could  put  such  a  thing  into  your  head  ? 
Come  on,  now.  We  can  get  a  little  more  speed  out  of  our  cattle;  and  as  they 
will  have  a  little  rest,  now  is  the  time  to  do  so." 

Jack,  by  common  consent,  was  permitted  to  take  the  lead,  as  his  acquaintance 
with  that  road  was  an  exceedingly  intimate  one,  since  it  was  for  many  years  the 
scene  of  his  early  exploits.    It  might  fairly  be  said  of  him,  that  upon  that  road— 

*'  There  was  not  'a  tree,  a  house,  or  stone. 
To  that  bold  rider  there  unknown;" 

and  at  that  time  of  day,  changes  did  not  take  place  so  rapidly  in  the  suburbs 
of  London  as  they  do  now. 

And  yet,  probably,  as  regards  the  natural  scenery  northward  of  the  metropolis, 
y  after  getting  some  six  or  seven  miles  off,  we  have  less  to  lament  in  that  way  than 
■;    we  could  possibly  imagine. 

In  the  surface  of  country  lying  between  the  road  from  Hampstead  to  Mill- 
hill  on  the  one  side,  and  the  Edgeware-road  on  the  other,  there  are  some  of  the 
finest  green  lanes  that  any  part  of  England  can  possibly  exhibit. 

There  will  be  found  real  country  vegetation  ;  and  although  really  so  near  to 
the  great  city,  the  silence  and  the  country-look  seem  so  natural,  that  we  could 
place  any  one  there,  and  make  him  believe  that  he  was  hundreds  of  miles 
away  from  London. 

We  trust  that  some  of  our  readers  will  take  an  exploring  walk  to  that  locality. 

The  party  now  passed  a  little  miserable  road-side  public-house,  which  looked 
as  if  the  roof  had  crushed  it ;  for  it  was  all  on  one  side,  and  conveyed  the 
evident  idea  to  any  one  that  a  tolerable  kick  would  send  the  whole  edifice  over, 

A  couple  of  men  at  the  door  of  the  little  hotel  took  a  good  stare  at  Claude's 
party  as  it  flitted  rapidly  past ;  but  no  other  notice  was  bestowed  upon  it. 

They  now  got  to  rather  a  narrow  bit  of  road,  beyond  which  was  a  steep  hill, 
to  the  foot  of  which  a  cart  laden  with  a  quantity  of  young  timber  had  just 
arrived. 
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Jack  drew  up. 

"  Claude,"  he  said,  ** there  is  only  a  boy  with  that  cart  of  timber,  and  there  is 
a  lane  close  by  here  that  will  suit  us  very  well ;  but  it  will  suit  us  a  great  deal 
better  if  some  of  that  timber  were  thrown  across  the  entrance  of  it." 

**  Capital,"  said  Claude.     "  Suppose  we  take  possession?** 

"Might  must  be  might/*  said  Dick,  as  he  rode  at  once  up  to  the  boy,  and 
called  out  to  him. 

"  Hilloa,  my  lad !  would  you  like  a  guinea  or  a  knock  on  the  head  ?'* 

**  A  guinea,"  said  the  boy. 

"  Very  well,  you  shall  have  it ;  but  you  must  obey  our  directions,  and  if  you 
don't,  you  will  get  the  knock  on  the  head  firsts  and  then  have  to  obey  them 
after  aU.'* 

"  Eh  ?'*  said  the  boy,  with  such  a  stupid  look,  that  it  was  pretty  evident  some 
parts  of  Dick's  speech  were  completely  lost  upon  him. 

"  Don't  vou  understand  me  V* 

"  Anan !" 

** Oh,  well,  I  suppose'  you  don't.    Jack,  where  is  the  lane?'* 

"Just  yonder,  by  the  chestnut  trees." 

**  Very  well.     Hold  my  horse  a  moment,  some  of  you.*' 

"I  will,"  said  Claude. 

Dick  Turpin  at  once  dismounted  ;  and  laying  hold  of  the  leading  horse  of  the 
two  that  drew  the  cart,  he  began  to  lead  it  to  the  corner  of  the  lane. 

*♦  Stop  r  said  the  boy.     **  1  mustn't—"  * 

"  Get  out  of  the  way  r* 

"Oh,  but— Murder!" 

Claude  had  laid  the  lash  of  his  whip  over  the  boy's  shoulders  with  an  efficacy 
that  rather  startled  him  ;  and  after  putting  himself  into  all  sorts  of  grotesque 
attitudes  to  get  rid  of  the  pain,  he  called  out— 

"  I'll  go  and  tell  maister." 

And  then  off  he  set  up  the  hill. 

"  A  good  riddance,"  said  Dick. 

A  few  moments  sufficed  to  get  the  cart  to  the  end  of  the  lane,  and  then  Dick 
unyoked  both  the  horses,  and  let  them  go  where  they  liked.  The  landlord  dis- 
mounted, and  helped  Dick,  so  that  they  soon  had  out  of  the  cart  a  lot  of  timber^ 
and  had  formed  a  pretty  good  barricade  at  the  end  of  the  lane ,  and  then  they, 
by  dint  of  great  exertion,  turned  the  cart  over  on  its  side  likewise,  so  that  the 
lane  was  completely  stopped  up  for  horsemen  or  carriages. 

Of  course,  ihey  had  taken  care  not  to  shut  themselves  out. 

All  this  working,  with  the  good  will  that  they  set  about  it,  did  net  take  above 
five  minutes  to  do,  and  then  they  all  four  dismounted,  and  looked  carefully  to 
their  arms. 

They  found  they  could  fire  three  volleys  easily,  without  waiting  to  re  .charge 
their  weapons,  so  they  considered  they  were  pretty  well  provided  against  the 
contingencies  of  the  combat. 

Claude  now  looked  more  carefully  than  before  to  Jack's  arm,  and  he  had  the 
satisfaction  to  find  that  it  had  ceased  bleeding,  although  it  was  more  painful 
than  it  had  been  some  short  time  before. 

*•  Don't  attempt  to  move  it.  Jack,"  he  said. 

*•  I  will  not  if  I  can  help  it,"  replied  Jack.  **  Do  you  hear  the  officers,  any 
of  you?" 

"No,"  was  the  general  answer;  and  then  Duval  asked  Jack  if  he  knew 
where  the  lane  led  to. 

**  Yes,"  lie  replied  ;  *'  it  goes  right  away  to  Edgeware;  but  it  takes  many  a 
turn  and  wind  before  you  can  get  there  by  it,  and  in  some  places  it  is  so  narrow 
that  the  branches  of  the  bushes  on  each  side  would  touch  even  a  foot  passenger. 
Our  object,  though,  will  not  be  to  pursue  the  lane  above  a  mile  or  so,  at  all 
events.  We  can  do  better,  I  think,  ^y  then  taking  to  the  meadows,  and  keeping 
all  snug  till  nightfall." 
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pS,,"Tes,"  said  Claude.  "When  the  sun  of  to-day  sets  1  shall  begin  to  think 
that  all  is  right.  We  can  give  our  horses  a  rest  till  midnight,  and  then  1  should 
say  let  us  get  westward  of  London,  for  in  this  direction  there  will  be  a  hue 
and  cry  for  a  week  to  come." 

'•  There  will,  Claude,"  said  Dick.      *'  But  now  I  hear  them.      Keep  close,  all 
:{    of  you,  and  let  the  horses  be  as  close  to  the  trees  as  possible.'* 


CHAPTER    CCCXVL 

TirE   OFFICERS    ATTACK    CLAUDE    AND    HIS    PARTY,  AND   GET   THE    WORST   OF    IT. 

The  greatest  possible  care  was  taken  now  by  Dick  Turpin  to  put  his  own 
steed  out  of  danger  of  chance  shots,  as  well  as  those  of  his  friends. 

By  tying  the  creatures  by  the  bridles  to  some  of  the  low  branches  of  the 
trees  that  were  in  the  hedgerow,  they  were  pretty  well  protected  from  any 
mischief  the  officers  could  do  them.  Besides,  it  was  not  to  be  supposed 
that  the  officers  would  waste  a  shot  upon  a  horse  when  they  had  a  man  to 
fire  at. 

The  clatter  of  the  horses'  hoofs  of  the  pursuing  party  cou  Id  now  plainly 
enough  be  heard  upon  the  road,  and  it  was  quite  clear  that  in  a  few  minutes 
they  would  reach  the  spot  where  Claude  and  his  friends  were,  as  it  were,  bar- 
ricaded. 

"  They  may  pass  us,"  said  Jack. 

*'  Well,  it  is  possible,"  said  Claude. 

"  But  not  very  likely,"  said  the  landlord,  as  he  still  patted  his  cheek.  "They 
keep  rather  too  good  a  look  out  for  that.  If  it  were  twilight  now,  such  a  thing 
might  happen  easily  enough." 

"  Yes.  But  if  it  had  been  twilight,"  said  Dick^  "  I  think  we  could  hisve  done 
better  than  we  are  now  doing." 

"  Hush  !"  said  Claude.     "  Here  they  are." 

Claude  was  right.     The  officers  had  reached  the  corner  of  the  lane,  arid  they 
all  but  passed  it  in  their  hurry ;  and  if  one  of  them  had  not  uttered  an  exclama- 
tion, from  which  his  companions  conjectured  him  to  be  in  danger,  the  chief  of 
the  party  would  have  ridden  on,  without  being  aware  that  he  was  passing  the 
very  people  he  was  so  anxious  to  come  up  to. 

**'HiHoa!"  cried  that  vigilant  officer,  who  could  not  hold  his  tongue. 
"What's  this?" 

"  What  ?"  said  the  chief.    *'  Ha,  I  see !     Here  thy  are.     Halt !" 

The  officers  reined  in  their  prancing  steeds. 

"IS'ine  of  them,"  said  Jack. 

**  Yes— only  nine  !"  said  Claude. 

"  Take  care  of  yourselves,"  said  Dick.  '*  They  have  their'  pistols.  What  do 
you  say,  Claude,  to  giving  them  a  taste  of  our  quality  ?" 

"  I  don't  like  to  fire  first  upon  these  occasio^is,"  said  Duval ;  *'  but  in  this 
case  1  feel  that  I  am  completely  in  your  haads,  and  will  do  as  you  do."  * 

"  Well— well,  let  them  have  the  first  fire,  then,  if  they  like  it." 

"  Look  about,  my  men,"  said  the  chief  officer.  "  The  rascals  are  here,  and  we 
are  sure  to  have  them  ;  but  it  is  our  duty  to  do  so  with  as  little  loss  as 
possible." 

"  Certainly,"  s^id  all  the  officers. 

The  chiet  officer  was  a  man  of  much  courage,  and  heedless  of  the  pistols 
of  the  highwaymen,  which  he  could  see  plainly  in  their  hands,  he  rode  up 
close  to  the  barricade  they  had  erected  at  the  corner  of  the  lane,  and  spoke 
to  them. 

"  Resistance  is  little  short  of  madness,"  he  said.  "You  know  as  well  as  I 
do  that  we  must  have  you," 
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"  Go  back,  sir  !'  said  Claude. 

*'I  know  you,  Claude  Duval,"  added  the  officer;  ^*  and  it  is  quite  out  of 
the  question  for  you  to  keep  at  large.  The  whole  country  will  be  armed  against 
you." 

'*Harkyou  sir, "said  Dick  Tnrpin.  *'  T  rnn  jn^'oTm  von  tbat  we  are  determined 
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to  defend  O'lrselves  to  the  last  extremity.  If  there  should  come  any  loss  of  life 
or  any  grievous  hurts  upon  this  occasion,  they  will  lie  at  your  door,  ina?raiich 
as  if  you  leave  us  alone  we  will  leave  you  alone." 

"  Oh.  this  is  nonsense  1"  said  the  officer.  *'  I  know  you,  too.  You  arc 
Richard  Tarpin,  for  whose  apprehension  rewards  the  reach  the  sum  of  eight 
hundred  pounds." 


,^£ 
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**  I  don't  see,"  said  Dick,  "  that  the  amount  of  the  reward  for  me  holds  out 
any  inducenaent  to  me  to  give  myself  up.  I  am  not  aware  that  I  should  get  any 
of  it." 

"  Perhaps  you  know  me,"  said  Jack. 

*♦  No,  I  don't — nor  do  I  know  jour  other  companion  ;  but  Jack  Ketch  is  not 
very  particular." 

"  If  we  were  angry  now,  and  wished  to  take  offence,"  said  Tarpin,  ♦*  that 
speech  would  be  your  last." 

"  Oh,  nonsense  I  you  are  not  &U  out  of  your  senses,  I  suppose  I  There  can 
be  no  good  in  resistance." 

**  We  are  not  convinced  of  that.'* 

"  Then  convince  yourselves.      Here  we  are,  more  than  two  to  one,  and  as 
well  armed  ao  you  can  possibly  be,  so  what  can  you  expect  as  the  issue  of  a 
illrugKle?'' 
*' We  shall  see." 

**  And,  likewise,  we  are  now  doing  our  duty,  while  you  are  but  criminals 
waiting  justice." 

**  Don't  it  strike  you  that  the  preserration  of  our  lives  is  about  as  strong  a  stimulus 
to  exertion  as  your  wish  to  get  hold  of  the  reward  you  speak  of,  my  friend  ?*' 

The  officer  bit  his  lip  at  this  ;  for,  in  his  heart,  he  knew  that  he  could  not  de- 
pend upon  the  men  he  had  with  him.  Hence  was  it  that  he  was  so  exceedingly 
^nxious  to  make  terms  if  he  could  with  the  foe. 

"  Now,  listen  to  me,"  he  said.  **  I  dare  not  hold  out  any  hopes  to  you,  Claude 
Duval,  nor  to  you,  Richard  Turpin,  for  you  have  both  committed  so  many 
crimes  that  the  law  won't  be  interfered  with ;  but  1  put  it  to  you,  now, 
whether  it  is  not  better  quietly  to  give  yourselves  up  without  any  more  ado, 
than  to  be  taken  with  the  addition  of  another  murder  or  two  to  answer  for  ?" 
"  Cool,  that,"  said  Dick. 
'*  Come,  now,  your  answer." 

"  It  is  just  this ;  that  if  I  am  attacked,  and  I  defend  myself,  I  think  killing  no 
murder,'* 

*'  I  am  much  of  the  same  opinion,"  said  Claude,  "  and  so  we  mean  to  let  you 
commence  the  strife ;  but  woe  be  to  you  if  you  do ;  for  I  tell  you.  Mr.  OflScer, 
that,  notwithstanding  all  your  bother,  not  a  man  of  you  shall  leave  this  spot  alive. 
I  am  Claude  Duval,  and  it  is  pretty  well  known  that  I  ever  do  my  best  to  keep 
my  word." 
"  Well"  said  the  officer,  "  you  will  see  that— that— " 
The  officer,  who  was  a  little  way  off,  looked  dreadfully  fidgety  as  Claude  spoke 
the  words  we  have  recorded  in  his  cool,  calm,  determined  manner. 

*'  I  appeal  to  you  two,  who  1  do  not  know,"  added  the  officer.     *'  Up  to  the 
present  yonr  only  offence  that  I  knovv  of  is,  that  you  have  ridden  a  few  miles  in 
the  company  of  two  notorious  felons;  but  I  warn  you,  if  you  lift  a  hand  against 
the  officers  of  justice  you  are  with^them  equally  guilty  ;  so  1  ask  you  both  to  save 
your  lives." 
*'  Well,  Jack/'  said  Dick, «'  you  hear  him." 
**  It  requires  no  answer,"  said  Jack. 
"jDo  you  hear  me  ?" 

**  Yes — yes.  Go  your  way,  man,  and  don't  be  making  a  fool  of  yourself  by 
prating  here  such  nonsense.  You  have  had  your  answer.  We  are  four  to  nine, 
it  seems  ;  but  we  mean  to  fight— That  is  all  you  require  to  know." 

**  Take  that,"  said  the  offcer.  as  he  fired  a  pistol  at  Jack's  head,  "  and  that 
puts  you  ac  your  ease,  my  fine  fellow,  whoever  you  are."  i 

"  Treacherous  rascal  !'*  said  Claude,  and  on  the  instant,  as  the  officer  turned  to 
fly,  he  fired  at  him. 
The  officer  uttered  a  yell  and  fell  back  off  his  horse. 

"  Help !  help  I"  he  cried.    "  I—oh,  help— dark— night— Fire !   Oh  mercy !" 
The  bullet  had  entered  the  back  of  his  head,  and  with  the  utterance  of  that  last 
word, "  Mercy,"  he  was  a  dead  man. 
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«'  Jack,  did  he  hit  you  ?"  said  Claude. 

"  No." 

"  Thaak  God  !  Ah  •  what  is  this?'* 

The  landlord  of  the  pubhc-house  lay  upon  the  ground,  and  his  death-like  pale 
face  told  the  tale  of  where  the  officer's  bullet  had  gone. 

•*  You  are  hit,  then  ?"  said  Claude. 

*'  Rather,  It  passed  Jack  and  found  me,  you  see,  that's  all— that's  all.  I'm  done 
for,  now !" 

"  It  was  a  foul  and  treacherous  shot," 

**  Look  out  P  cried  Dick  Turpin. 

The  officers  suddenly  advanced  and  fired  a  volley,  which  was  as  promptly 
returned  by  Claude's  party,  although,  now,  ihey  could  only  fire  three  shots  at  a 
time. 

*<  At  them  again!"  cried  one  of  the  officers,  **  one  of 'amis  done.  At  them 
again— fire  awayl** 

Another  volley  came  shattering  among  the  trees,  and  Claude's  hat  dew  off 
with  a  couple  of  bullets  in  it. 

*•  Bla2e  away,"  said  Dick,  as  calmly  as  possible,  and  he  fired  again.  Claude 
and  Jack  did  the  same,  and  then  again. 

This  continuous  fire  seemed  rather  to  astonish  the  officers,  and  Jack,  who 
was  by  the  landlord,  possessed  himself  of  hia  pistols,  and  kept  on  firing  at 
them. 

Three  of  the  officers  had  fallen  from  theh:  horses  to  the  ground,  and  another 
having  his  horse  wounded,  was  ran  away  with  at  a  mad  gallop  by  the  infuriated 
animal.  Dick  Turpin  had  received  a  slight  wound,  but  Claude  was  unhurt. 
There  were  still  five  officers,  however,  to  three  of  the  highwaymen,  and  for  a 
moment  or  two  they  ceased. 

*•  Fire  1"  cried  Claude. 

They  heard  him,  and  in  a  moment  one  shouted  out — "  We  shall  all  be  killed  !* 
and  turned  and  fled.  The  others  immediately  followed  his  example,  and  they 
tore  off  at  a  much  greater  speed  than  they  had  ever  exerted  ia  pursuing  the 
highwaymen. 

*'  Load  again,"  said  Claude,  "  they  may  be  back  upon  us." 

Not  a  word  was  now  spoken  till  all  their  pistols  w<re  loaded,  and  then  Duval 
sprang  upon  the  aide  of  the  cart  and  took  a  long  look  down  the  road. 

'*  Do  you  see  them  ?"  said  Turpin. 

"Only  just — now  they  are  gone." 

•*  We  have  won  the  fight,  then  !" 

"  Yes,  but  at  such  a  loss,"  said  Jack.  "  Look  here,  both  of  you.  He  is 
going  fast  now." 

Claude  jumped  off  the  cart,  and  hastily  approached  the  dying  man.  Dick» 
too,  wa!s  in  a  moment  by  his  side. 

The  landlord  lay  upon  his  back,  and  the  expression  of  his  face  was  quite  suffi- 
cient to  show  that  death  had  set  his  seal  upon  him.  One  of  his  hands  was 
busily  employed  in  plucking  at  the  grass  that  was  in  great  luxuriousness  arouad 
the  spot  on  which  he  lay. 

"  This  is  sad,"  said  Claude. 

•'  It  is,  mdfced,"  sighed  Jack.  "  It  would  have  been  better  if  the  bullet  had 
done  the  errand  it  was  sent  upon,  and  hit  me." 

**  Poor  fellow,'*  said  Turpin.  '*  In  his  day  he  was  a  bold  hand,  and  now  he 
has  come  to  the  end  that  we  would  have  said  he  had  fairly  escaped  by  retiring 
from  the  road. ' 

*•  Can  nothing  be  done  for  him?"  said  Claude,  who  was  deeply  affected  at  the 
death  of  that  man  who  had  done  so  much  for  him,  and  who  may  be  said  to  have 
come  by  his  melancholy  end  in  his  service. 

('  Nothing,"  said  Jack. 

Dick,  too,  shook  his  head. 

«*  I  feared  as  much,"  said  Claude, 
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"  Hush  !"  said  Jack  ;  ••  he  speaks," 

*'  Hold  that  one!"  said  the  dying  man — "  Now,  Claude — brave  Claude— open 
the  wicket — the  court— no — no — gone  !  Listen  how  the  bell  tolls.  Somebody 
is  going — going——" 

There  was  a  horrib'e  rattling  sound  in  his  throat,  and  they  all  three  shrank 
back  for  a  moment. 

*'  This  is  horrible,"  said  Claude,  "  How  much  better  if  the  shot  had  at  once 
been  mortal !" 

"  He  don't  suffer,"  said  Jack.  '*  The  mind  is  too  far  gone  to  take  cognizance 
of  suffering  now." 

*'  Help  !— murder  1*  shrieked  the  dying  man.     "This  is— death  !'* 

He  had  half  risen  ;  but  the  effort  was  his  last,  and  he  fell  back  again  like  a 
lump  of  lead. 

*'  Gone  !"  said  Jack,  \vith  a  shudder.  "  Peace  be  to  you,  old  friend,  and  may 
your  crimes  find  pardon  where  we  must  all  sue  for  it,  ^d  let  us  hope  not  in 
vain— not  in  vain  I'* 


CHAPTER  CCCXVH. 

THE  6RA.VE  BY  THE  OLD  OAK. — MORE  ALARMS. 

As  Jack  uttered  the  words  with  which  we  concluded  our  last  chapter,  he  lifted 
his  hat  from  his  head,  Dick  did  the  same,  and  Claude,  who  was  bare-headed, 
bowed  low,  in  acknowledgment  of  the  presence  of  the  dead,  and  of  the  senti- 
ment that  had  come  from  the  lips  of  his  friend  Jack. 

For  the  space  of  about  three  minutes  none  of  them  spoke  ;  and  then  Jack 
broke  the  silence,  by  saying— 

**  We  must  provide  a  grave  for  him,'* 

"  Surely,'*  said  Claude, 

Dick  nodded. 

*'  It  shall  be  done,"  he  said.  *'  If  all  the  officers  in  England  were  gathering 
in  one  sanguinary  host  to  attack  us,  I  would  bury  thib  poor  piece  of  inanima- 
tion now.     This  is  a  lonely  spot.** 

**  It  feels  more  loney  now,"  said  Jack.  "  The  presence  of  the  dead,  I  think,  has 
the  effect  of  making  a  shuddering  solitude  of  such  a  spot  as  this." 

*'  There  is  one  thing  that  we  ought  to  do,"  said  Claude  Duval,  *'in  the  cause 
of  common  humanity." 

"What  is  that?" 

**  Look  to  our  foes,  who  lie  in  the  road.  If  any  of  them  be  not  dead,  let  u3 
do  for  them  what  we  can.* 

'*  Agreed !"  said  both  Jack  and  Dick  Turpin,  and  they  immediately  followed 
Claude  Duval  over  the  logs  of  wood  and  the  cart  into  the  roadway,  where  lay 
the  officers  who  had  fallen. 

A  very  few  minutes  sufficed  to  bring  the  three  friends  to  the  spot  of  the 
encounter,  and  the  first  body  they  came  to  was  to  that  of  the  chief  officer  who 
had  fired  so  treacherously  at  Jack,  and  killed  the  landlord  of  the  publio- 
house. 

<'  Quite  dead,"  said  Dick. 

"And  he  deserved  his  death,"  said  Claude.  *'I  cannot  regret  that  shot. 
This  one  tried  to  commit  what  must  be  called  an  assassination,  for  it  was 
nothing  better." 

''He  did  so.'*  ^-^ 

They  then  v;ent  to  the  others,  and  in  o  y  one  was  a  spark  of  life  discernible. 
He,  when  they  tried  to  support  him /just  breathed  one  sigh,  and  then  expired. 

*'  All  over,"  said  Dick. 

^nvhat  sh&U  we  dQ  mih  them?"  said  Jark. 


Tt     >_^iW*^*"-Agi  I      "»** 
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"They  have  many  friends  who  will  take  charge  of  them,"  said  Claude  ;  *'  and, 
indeed,  if  we  had  both  the  means  and  the  iocliaation  to  bury  them  all,  it  would 
be  better  not/  All  we  need  do  with  them  is  to  draw  them  to  the  road-side,  and 
there  leave  them." 

"Be  it  so/'  said  Jack.  "Our  own  comrade  we  may  inter;  but  these  must 
go  through  all  the  ordeal  of  coroners'  inquests,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing." 

They  now  drew  the  four  dead  bodies  to  the  grassy  slope  by  the  aide  of  the 
road-,  and  there  they  let  them  lie  side  by  side,  without  making  the  least  attempt 
to  take  anything  from  them.  After  that,  Claude  and  his  two  friends  went 
across  the  obstruction  into  the  lane  again,  and  then  Claude  saw  that  Jack  had 
brought  with  him  a  couple  of  the  broad  cutlasses  that  the  mounted  police  had 
worn. 

"  What  are  these  for,  Jack  ?    We  don't  want  them." 

"  Yes,  we  do,  now.  They  are  the  only  weapons  we  have  with  which  to  dig 
a  grave  for  our  poor  friend  here,"  , 

"True —true.  Jack." 

*•  YoQ  and  Dick  must  do  it ;  for,  although  I  have  all  the  will  in  the  world  to 
turn  a  sod  for  such  a  purpose,  ray  arm^  I  fear,  will  not  permit  me  to 
do  so." 

"  Don't  attempt  it,  Jack." 

Dick  Turpin  and  Claude  Duval  now  looked  out  for  a  quiet  spot,  beneath  which 
they  could  p/ace  the  dead  body  of  their  friend,  and  finally  they  settled  upon  a 
patch  of  grassy  ground,  not  far  from  a  tree  that  grew  standing  by  the  side  of  a 
little  stream  that  was  close  at  hand. 

The  soil  was  of  a  loose  and  loamy  texture,  so  that  there  was  no  great 
difficulty  in  displacing  it.  At  first  thay  took  off  the  turfs  very  carefully  and  j 
laid  them  aside,  and  then  as  they  dug  they  cast  soma  of  the  loose  mould  into 
the  water,  where  it  was  washed  away,  and  other  portions  of  it  they  piled 
up  by  the  side  of  the  grave  ;  and  so,  in  the  course  of  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  they 
had  a  hollow  of  about  four  feet  in  depth. 

The  labour  to  dig  so  much  as  that,  with  the  inefScient  implements  they  had, 
was  very  great,  and  Dick  and  Claude  were  both  glad  enough  when  Jack  said 
that  they  had  gone  deep  enough. 

*•  No  one  will  disturb  him,  poor  fellow,"  said  Jack,  "  and  if  any  one  should 
hit  upon  the  spot  and  feel  inclined  to  do  so,  it  is  not  with  twelve  miles  in  the 
depth  of  his  grave  that  will  save  him.** 

They  then  carried  the  body  carefully  to  the  spot  and  placed  it  in  the  grave. 
Dick  laid  the  hat  of  the  deceased  over  his  face,  so  that  it  should  be  not  actually 
exposed  to  the  pressure  of  the  mould,  and  then  Jack  threw  the  first  handful  of 
mould  upon  the  body. 

"  I  don't  know  any  funeral  service,"  said  Jack,  "  or  I  would  say  it  over  h,im, 
so  he  must  do  without.* 

*' It  don't  matter,"  said  Dick,  "for,  of  course,  he  can't  help  it  whether  a 
funeral  service  is  said  over  him  or  not,  one  way  or  the  other." 

"To  be  sure  not,"  said  Claude,  "so  it  can't  make  any  difference  to  him.  I'm 
afraid  there  would  be  no  funeral  service  at  all  but  for  the  fee  to  the  parson." 

"  Very  likely,"  said  Jack. 

In  this  primitive  way,  then — although  certainly  the  opinions  of  the  highway- 
men regarding  parsons  was  rather  shocking,  as  if  such  pious  people  could  ever 
care  about  fees,  and  tithes,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing !  Pah !  It  is  too  bad ! — 
Well,  they  covered  up  the  poor  dead  landlord,  and  whea  they  got  the  groand 
nearly  level  they  laid  the  turfs  carefully  on  the  top  in  their  proper  places  agaio, 
and  made  the  surface  all  as  smooth  and  as  level  as  they  cuuld,  so  that  by  the 
time  they  had  scattered  some  decayed  leaves  upon  it,  and  then  some  water 
from  the  ditch  to  revive  the  grass  again,  nobody  would  have  thought  that  so 
near  the  surface  there  lay  so  melancholy  a  victim  of  the  affray  that  had  taken 
place  at  the  end  of  the  lane. 
"  That's  over/*  said  Dick. 
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**  Yes/'  said  Claude ;  "  and,  now,  the  sooner  we  leave  this  place  the  better,  I 
think.     Don't  you.  Jack  ?'* 

*•  Yes  ;  but  what  are  we  to  do,  now,  with  our  spare  horse  ?'* 

**Le»  him  go.*' 

•'  Very  good.  A  horse  cannot  be  long  without  a  owner  in  England.  He 
will  pick  up  plenty  to  eat,  too,  in  the  meadows." 

Jack,  assisted  by  Turpin,  made  a  gap  in  the  hedge  of  sufficient  width  for  the 
horse  to  go  through;  and  then,  dive-ting  ihe  creature  of  its  saddle  and  bridle, 
they  set  it  at  liberty,  and  it  bounded  and  frolicked  m  \he  meadows,  to  the  great 
annoyance,  no  doubt,  of  the  other  horses. 

**  Now,  it's  off  we  are,"  ^aid  Dick.  **  Mount,  Claude,  and  ride  quick.  We 
shall  soon  shake  off  the  depression  which  the  late  event  has  cast  upon  us." 

Claude  mounted,  and  they  all  three  went  down  the  lane  at  a  trot,  which  did 
not  prevent  them  Irom  conversing;  so  Claude,  turning-  to  Jack,  said— 

*' Now,  I  think,  you  will  admit,  JacK,  that  1  have  showa  very  great  for- 
bearance?" 

*' In  what?" 

"  In  not  pestering  you  with  questions  about  Cicely.* 

Jack  changed  colour,  and  Dick  Turpia  touched  his  horse  with  the  spur,  and 
rode  on  a  Itttle  in  advance. 

**  What  is  the  meaning  of  this?"  said  Claude.  "Why  do  you  both  appear  so 
disturbed  at  the  question?  All  X  want  is  to  know  where  she  is.  That  is 
simple.'* 

*'  I  will  tell  you,  Claude."  j 

"Do  50." 

"  la  the  grave  !** 

Duval  almost  fell  from  his  horse  as  Jack  said  this,  and,  in  shrieking  accents^ 
he  cried — 

"Oh,  no — no!  Tell  me  that  you  have  this  Information  upon  insufficient 
evidence — tell  me  that  it  is  mere  hearsay — tell  me  that  you  do  not  believe  it— tell 
me  anything  in  the  world  but  that  it  is  true!" 

•*  Claude,"  said  Jack,  in  a  mournful  tone  of  voice,  *'  you  never  would  believe 
it.  although  it  was  hinted  to  you,  and  Dick  and  I  made  up  our  minds  to  say 
nothing  to  you  about  it  until  you  forced  us  by  your  questions,  I  now  tell  you 
that  it  is  not  mere  hearsay— not  a  mere  report— but  a  truth." 

"Oh,  Heaven!" 

"She  is  no  more." 

"  Kill  me.  Jack.*' 

"  No,  Claude.  This  is  a  great  shock  to  you,  no  doubt,  but  you  must  get  over 
it  as  people  do  get  over  great  t hocks.  You  must  not  allow  it  to  knock  you  down 
completely.  That  you  should  grieve  is  one  of  the  most  natural  things  in  the 
world,  but  that  }ou  should  grieve  immoderately  is  one  of  the  most  unnatural 
tilings  in  the  world  ;  and  you  will  recollect  that  Cicely  suffers  nothing  now,  and 
that  when  she  drew  her  last  breath  she  ^ot  to  the  end  of  ail  sufF^-ring." 

*'  Jack  you  may  have  all  the  amazement,  but  I  have  all  the  feelmg." 

"  i\ot  all,  Claude.  1  am  sure  that  Dick  and  I  both  feel  for  you  very  much, 
but  we  both  know  that  the  misfortune  that  has  happened  is  one  that  is  not  re« 
mediable,  and  we  both  know,  too,  that  we  must  all  die,  and  that 

*  Come  it  »lo%  or  come  it  fast, 
It  is  bm  de«ih  tbat  comes  at  lasf.' 

Come,  be  calm  and  composed." 

"  1  will  try— I  will  try  !  ' 

Claude  hardly  spoke  during  the  remainder  of  that  day,  and  he  left  it  to  his 
companons  to  choose  a  halting  place  for  the  night,  which  '.'Mey  did  in  a  very 
sweet  romantic  dell  at  the  foot  of  an  eminence  covered  with  young  trees  of  beau- 
t'ful  growth. 

la  his  vallise  Dick  Turpin  had  some   provisions,    and  he   unfastened    it  and 
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made  Claude  partake  of  some ;  but  tbej  could  not  get  him  to  shake  off  the  gloom 
that  hunt;  upon  his  spirits.  I 

Poor  Jack  was  v^ry  much  afraid  that  he  meditated  some  wild  and  mad  action, ' 
but  Dick  was  of  a  different  opinion,  as  such  a  crime  would  be  contrary  to  Duval's 
usual  mode  of  thought. 

The  nig^lit  was  now^creeping  on,  and  all  about  the  secret  spot  where  the 
three  highwaymen,  had  iaken  up  their  abode  temporarily  was  enveloped  in 
shadow.  The  low,  soft  notes  of  a  few  of  the  latest-  roostinpj  forest  birds  alone 
dis'urbed  the  stillness  of  the  scene,  and  such  sounds  could  scarcely  be  said  to 
disturb  it,  since  they  rather  added  to  its  tranquil  repose,  and  its  calm  beauty. 

Claude  Duval  bfd  thrown  himself  upon  the  ground,  and  placed  his  arm  over 
his  face,  so  that  hx^  companions  could  not  see  the  expressioa  of  it ;  but  well  they 
knew  that  he  wa«  '«:  coding  over  the  death  of  Cicely. 

Gladly — most  «r  Uy  would  Jack  or  Dick  have  said  something  to  hira  to  stem 
the  current  of  his  li'-'ef ;  but  what  could  they  say  ?  Nothing  but  telling  hioi 
that  she  yet  lived  cc<  Id  possibly  rouse  him,  and  to  tell  him  that  would  be  to  assert 
what  they  knew  *i>  be  untrne.  No  ;  there  was  no  help  for  it  but  to  let  tht 
grief  of  Claude  J^yn  I  have  its  sway. 

Jack  end  Dick  '  h  him  to  himself,  and  conrersed  together  in  low  tones  at 
some  distance  apn^  ):om  him. 

They  knew  thf ;  e  time  of  his  recovery  from  the  depression  that  was  upon 
his  spirits  would  »»« «e  ;  but  they  suspected  it  would  be  further  distant  from 
the  cause  of  it  ^k;  n  is  usually  the  case  even  with  the  severest  of  mental 
shocks. 

And  Claude  Dh  ^l  was  grateful  to  his  two  attached  friends  that  they  left  him 
for  a  time  alone  w;-  h  his  sorrow,  as  he  knew  how  incapable  he  was  of  conversing 
with  them,  and  hoTr  totally  inadequate  all  ordinary  powers  of  con;iolation  would 
be  in  his  case. 

Jack  had  already  Aaid  all  that  could  be  said  upon  the  subject. 


CHAPTER  CCCXVIIL 

DUTAL    AND    HIS    FRIENDS     STOP    THB     PRINCESS      SOPHIA     ON     WORMHOLT 

aCItUBS. 

The  night  stole  on,  and  a  white  mist  rose  up  from  the  earth,  and  the  stars, 
when  the  few  ram  clouds  that  had  hovered  in  the  sky  about  the  hour  of  sunset 
had  blown  over,  shone  out  sweetly  and  serenely. 

/.t  length  midnight  came. 

Jack  then  whispered  to  Dick  Turpin  that  it  was  time  for  them  to  move  from 
that  spot,  and  that,  as  Claude  Duval  had  not  yet  spoken  to  them,  ic  would  be 
surely  better  to  interrupt  him  in  his  gloomy  meditations  upon  the  past. 

"  Yes,'*  said  Dick,  **  I  think  so,  too.  Yoa  are  by  far  his  oldest  friend, 
Jack,  and  T  beg  that  you  will  go  and  speak  to  him," 

'*  1  will     said  Jack. 

The  place  upon  which  Claude  lay  was  protected  by  the  overhanging  boughs 
of  a  large  tree,  and  Jack  approached  lightly, 

*•  Claude,'*  he  said,  **  do  you  sleep  V* 

"  No,  Jack.'* 

"  Ah,  you  are  better.  You  speak,  now,  more  calmly  and  assuredly.  You  are 
better,  are  you  not?" 

*'  I  am,  Jack — much  better." 

"Thank  Heaven !  It  gives  me  great  pleasure  to  hear  you  say  so,  Claude.  I 
suppose  you  have  been  thinking  ?" 

"  That  IS  it.  Jack.  I  have  been  thinking  deeply  ;  and  although  there  will 
ever  be  a  void  in  my  heart  by  the  death  of  Cicely— you  hear  that  1  can  now 
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speak  calmly  of  that  event— yet  the  result  of  my  thought  is,  that  she  is  far 
happier  as  she  is  than  as  if  she  still  lived." 

•*  To  be  sure,  she  is."  i 

•'  I  knew  you  would  agree  with  me  in  that,  Jack." 

*•'  Yes,  of  course,  I  will  and  do.    I  urged  much  the  same  thing  upon  you 
when  first  you  got  the  sad  news,** 
*'  Did  you  ?" 

*'  Yps  ;  but  you  were,  of  course,  too  much"  engrossed  by  the  fact  itself,  no 
doubt,  to  know  exactly  what  it  was  I  said  to  you.'* 
"  No  doubt — no  doubt.     Where  is  Dick  ?*' 

*' Close  at  hand,  ani  he  will  be  well  pleased  to  hear  that  you  think  so  properly 
of  the  past.     Dick?  Dick?" 

"  Yes,"  said  Turpin,  stepping  towards  them.    "  I  am  here." 
'*  Claude  has   thouglit   over   his  loss,   and,  like  a  wise  man,  he  feels  that  it 
is  inevitable,  and  that  Cicely  is  happier  far  as  she  is  than  as  if  she  had  still  to 
struggle  with  the  world,  and  all  its  dangers  and  deep  anxieties ;  and  so,  lor  the 
future,  he  will  be  himself  again.** 

"  Bravo !"  said  Dick.     "  That  is  rigbt,  Claude.     It  shows  that  you  have 
sense  as  well  as  feeling." 

"We  will  say  no  more  about  her,'*  said  Claude,  wih  a  deep  sigh.  "She  is 
gone,  and  may  she  be  happy.  Now,  my  friends,  i  am  the  same  man  whom  you 
always  knew;  and,  first  and  foremost,  let  me  say  that  1  know  not  how  in  the 
world  I  shall  ever  be  able  to  express  to  you  what  a  sense  I  have  of  all  that  you 
have  both  done  for  me  in  th'S  matter  of  my  escape  from  Newgate." 
"  Oil,  pho  !"  said  Dick  ;  "  it  is  nothing." 

*' Nothing  at  all,*  said  Jack,  "because,  you  see,   in  the  first  place,   it  was 
easily  done  ;  and  in  the  second  place,  wc  knew  that  you  would  be  quite  willing 
to  do  as  much  for  us  at  any  time." 
"In  truth,  I  ^TDuld." 

'*  Very  well,  then,  there  is  an  end  of  that,"  said  Dick  Tiirpin.  "You  kno^, 
Claude,  that  such  affairs  arc  eithpr  tolerably  easy,  or  impossible  ;  and  in  this 
case,  with  all  the  arrangements  wc  had  been  able  to  make  beforehand,  the  affair 
was  tolerably  easy,  and,  as  it  turned  out,  was  done  quite  nicely  ;  anri  now  here 
we  are,  all  three  on  the  road  aj^ain,  and  ready,  I  presume,  for  any  g'ft  that 
\  fortune  may  throw  in  c ur  path.  Is  it  not  so  ?" 
:  ,      "It  is/'  said  Jack. 

j  '  "  It  is,"  said  Claude.  "  Action  v;l'l  he  my  only  course.  I  must  strive  to 
;  forget  the  past  now,  in  the  bustle  and  the  changes  of  the  present." 
:  I  "That  is  the  thing.  All  you  have  got  to  do  is  to  prevent  your  mind  from 
[  stagnating  for  want  of  something  to  do  !"  cried  Dick  ;  **  and  now  let  us  at  cnce 
\  put  our  former  resolve  mto  execution.  It  was  to  leave  this  part'of  the  country,  and 
I;  to  go  westward,  so  if  we  are  to  do  so  to-night,  let  m  start,  or  else  in  two  hours 
I  time  we  shall  have  a  youug  moon  peeping  up  above  the  horizon,  and  if  the 
I  sky  keeps  as  clear  as  it  is  now,  there  will  not  be  shadows  enough  to  hide  us  as 
i,  we  go  across  the  meadows." 
' '       *'  Be  it  so.     I  am  ready." 

*'  The  horses  have  had  a  good  rest,  and  as  much  food,  in  the  shape  of  hay  and 
.,  grass,"  said  Jack,  "as  they  can  eat." 
i  I ,      **  Hay,  have  they  had  ?' 

'        «*  Oh,  bless  you,  yes,  Claude.     In  the  next  meadow  to  this  there   are  a  couple 
of  excellent  stacks  of  prime  meadow  hay,  so  I  have  borrowed  a  few  armaful  of 
it  for  our  steeds,  and  they  have  enjoyed  it  amazingly." 
"  Not  a  doubt — not  a  dcubt." 

The  horses   had  had  a  rest  of  upwards  of  four  hours,  so  that  they   were  in 

capital  condition  for  active  service,  aod  Jack  undertook  to  lead  the  party  across 

the  country  to  the  Edgeware  Road,  from  which  they  could  easily  make  their  way 

westward. 

By  the  dim,  yet  beautiful  light  of  the  stars,  then,  they  all  three  set  out,  and 
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MACGS    RECEIVES    INSTRUCTIONS    TECM    HIE    SHI-RIFF    AND    GOVEKOR    OF    ?,E^VGATE. 

Jack  went  witli  great  accurrcy  across  the  meadows.  To  be  sure,  cow  and  then 
they  cair.e  to  ri^ther  a  serious  obstac  e  in  fi;e  ^hape  of  a  fence,  which  they  found 
it  impossible  to  get  over,  so  they  had  either  to  make  a  gap  in  it,  or  j20  a'ong  it 
till  they  came  to  some  gatf  vh:ch  ihey  could  open  ;  but  this  state  of  things  was 
not  very  frequent,  and  br  about  half  past  one  o'clock  they  all  emerged  into  the 
Edgeware  R'  ad.  about  a  couple  of  miles  from  Cucklewood. 

Tbey  then  held  a  consult&tion  as  to  whether  they  should  go  on  through  the 
meadows  instead,  fs  before,  by  the  high-roads ;  and  as  it  w^as  a  time  cf  night 
wVien  they  were  not  likely  to  meet  any  enemies,  pnd  they  had  got  a  considerable 
distance  from  t^^e  part  of  the  country  in  which   it  wouid  be  believed  they  were, 

«■,       — B--    '    -    -.'        .  
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they  decided  upon  keeping  the  road  ;  so,  at  a  trot  which  got  over  the  ground 
pretty  quickly,  although  without  any  appearance  of  hurry,  they  went  on  in  the 
direction  of  Kilburn,  which  they  soon  reached. 

The  man  at  the  turnpike  came  out  in  his  nightcap  to   let  them   through  the 
bar,  and  as  he  did  so,  he  said — 

"  Gentlemen,  you  had  better  keep  a  good  look-out,  for  there's  a  highwaymaa 
upon  the  road,  they  say." 

«  Ah,  indeed  V*  said  Dick.     <*  Who  is  it  ?" 

*'That  I  can't  tell  you,  sir;  but  they  call  him  the  Skeleton  Horseman  !" 
"  The  Skeleton  Horseman,  do  you  say  ?*' 
*'  Yes,  sir  ;  that's  what  they  c^  hiau" 
*'  A  strange  title." 

**  Ah,  sir,  it  is;  but,  for  my  part,  I  thinks  as  it  is  ail  gammon.     I  saw  him 
once,  and  only  once,  and  then  he  had  a  large  cloak  over  him  ;  so  he  just,  to  my 
thinking,  looked,  you  see,  sir,  like  any  other  christian.*' 
"  To  be  sure  ;  thank  you.     Good-night." 

*' Here's  your  change,  sir.  It  was  half-a-crown  you  gave  me,  if  you  please, 
sir." 

'•'  Never  mind  :  keep  it." 

"  Well,"  said  the  turnpike  man,  as  he  went  into  his  little  house  again,  "  that's 
a  real  gencman,  now.     How  you  noay  know  a  real  gemman  in  a  minute  from 
one  as  isn't  I     Ah,  it's  a  comfort  to  think  as  there  is  some  real  geranien  in  the 
world  yet  as  don't  want  the  change  out  of  half-a  crown  from  a  poor  fell'jw. " 
So  much  for  gentility  ! 

*'  This  id  an  odd  idea,'*  said  Jack,  when  they  had  got  a  little  furtherroa-idowri 
the  road,  "to  warn  us  of  a  highwayman,  is  it  not,  Dick  r" 
"  Rather  so." 

"it  is  all  nonsense,  1  daresay/'  said  Claude  ;  *' but  if  we  should  chance  to 
meet  the  fellow,  1  will  put  him  to  the  test." 

"  Yes  ;  and  find  out  whether  he  belongs  to  this  world  or  to  another,"  saidi 
Dick,  '-for  if— Hilioai" 

This  exclamation  of  Dick's  arose  from  the  fact  that,  at  that  moment,  the  sharp; 
crack  of  a  pistol-shot  carne  upon  their  ears,  and  then,  right  over  a  hedge,  which* 
was  of  considerable  height  on  the  road-side,  whatever  it  was  on  the  other,  thecft 
came  a  man  on  horseback. 

The  leap  was  deep,  and  the  horse  went  right  upon  his  haunchesfor  a  moment 
af'er  alighting  in  the  road. 

"Damnation!"  said  the  horseriaaii  ;  but  io  another  moment  the  horse  was 
en  his  feet  again,  and  he  added— ""Kight— all  right,"  and  off  he  went,  like  the 
wind,  country- ways. 

'•  This  is  an  odd  sta^-t,"  said  DickTurpin.  "  Who  the  deuce  is  that,  I  wonder? 
Here  comes  some  others,  though." 

"Stophira — stop  him!"  cr.ed  a  voice  from  the  o<-her  side  of  the  hedge* 
■*'  Stop  thief— stop  hiai,  I  say  '" 

"  Hilloa  !"  cried  Claude  Duval.     '*  What's  the  matter  V 
*' There  he  is— there  he  is!"  shouted  the  voice  again.     "Over  with  you  all, 
gentlemen,  and  we  will  have  him." 

With   various  degrees  of  success,  now,   four  persons  on  horseback  jumped      ) 
over  tne  hedge,  and  alighted  ill  the  road  close  to   Claude  Duval  and   his  party,      j 
Claude  and  L-ick  both  thought  that  their  policy  was  to  remain  where  they  were. 
but  Jack  was  of  a  different  opinion.     However,  he  gave  in  to  the  majority  that 
were  airainst  him,  and  he,  loo,  staid. 

'«  What's  the  matter  r"  cried  Claude  again.     "  What  Is  all  this   disturbance 
about  ?" 

"  Who  are  you  ?"  sa!d  the  voice. 
**  A  magisJrate,"  said  Claude. 

'•Then,  sir,  you  are  the  very  person  whom  we  wanted  Io  get  at,  of  all  others, 
for  you  can  decide  what  is  to  be  done.      We  have  pursued  a  highwayman  across 
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the  fields  for  the  space  of  two  miles,  and  very  much  fear  now  that  he  has  eluded 
us  at  last.*' 

"  Indeed  ?" 

"  Yes,  sir.     It  seemed  to  us  as  if  he  jumped  over  the  hedge." 

**  He  did^do  so — or,  ratheri  I  should  say,  that  a  man  on  horseback  did  jump  the 
hedge  ;  but,  of  course,  1  have  no  evidence  before  me  that  he  was  a  highwayman. 
If  I  had  had  such  evidence,  I  and  my  friends  would,  of  course,  have  at  once 
stopped  him.' 

"  Plague  take  the  evidence,"  said  another  of  the  mounted  men.  *'  I  wish, 
sir,  you  had  stopped  him,  and  looked  for  the  evidence  afterwards." 

*'  That  would  have  been  contrary  to  law,  sir." 

"  Oh,  perhaps  it  would  ;  but  if  1  come  within  pistol-shot  of  him  I  will  have 
another  try  at  his  head,  whether  it  is  contrary  to  law  or  not." 
v"  Of  course,  sir,"  said  Claude,  who  kept  up  the  character  he  had  assumed 
with  the  roost  admirable  gravity — '*  of  course,  sir,  you  will  do  what  seems  to 
you  right,  but  you  commit  an  act  ot  that  description  entirely  upon  your  owQ 
responsibility,  let  me  tell  you." 

*'  [  know  that,  sir." 

*'  Very  good.     Perhaps  you  can  tell  me  who  this  highwayman  is?' 

**  That,  indeed,  we  cannot,  except  that  he  is  commonly  called  the  Skeleton 
Horseman.  He  has  only  made  his  appearance  during  the  last  fortnight  or  so, 
and  he  has  in  that  space  of  time  succeeded  in  pretty  well  teirifying  the  whole  of 
this  neighbourhood.     We  very  nearly  caught  him  to-night." 

"But  why  is  he  called  the  Skeleton  Horseman  ?" 

"  Because  they  say  that  under  the  large  cloak  he  wears,  and  which  wraps  him 
up  from  head  to  heel,  he  is  nothing  but  a  skeleton,  and  that  he  has  shown 
himself  to  be  such  at  times  to  people  whom  he  has  stopped  upon  the  highway, 
and  who  have  nearly  fallen  dead  with  fright  at  the  sight  of  him.  These  gen- 
tlemen and  myself  were  asked,  if  we  could,  to  put  an  end  to  the  delusion 
by  catching  the  rascal ;  and,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  he  has  avoided  us  suc- 
cessfully." 

'*  He  went  towards  the  country,"  said  Claude  ;  "  but  as  soon  as  I  get  to 
London,  I  will  send  a  party  of  horsemen  on  this  road,  with  orders  to  lake  him, 
dead  or  alive." 

"  Much  obliged,  sir,"  said  another  of  the  gentlemen.  •'  The  rascal  stopped  my 
wife  and  her  sister,  and  nearly  frightened  them  both  out  of  their  lives  ;  and  my 
coachman,  who  was  with  the  carriage,  was  so  terrified,  that  he  absconded  from 
it,  and  ran  off,  and  has  never  been  heard  of  since." 

"  I  will  do  my  best  to  find  him,  gentlemen,"  said  Claude  ;  "  and  were  it  not 
that  I  am  enga^jed  just  now  on  some  very  important  business  for  the  Secretary 
of  State,  I  would  turn  my  horse's  head  in  the  direction  the  fellow  went,  and 
try  to  hunt  him  up  at  once.' 

*'  Thank  you,  sir.     Good-night." 

"  Good-night,  gentlemen." 

"Oh,  by-the-bye,"  said  one,  '*has  anything  been  heard  of  Claude  Duval, 
who  escaped  from  Newgate,  they  say,  last  night  ?" 

"  He  did  escape,  sir,  and  in  the  most  audacious  manner ;  and  I  can  inform 
you  that  he  is  not  captured  yet,  nor  is  there  any  likelihood  that  he  will  be 
either." 

*' Well,  I  don't  see  much  good  in  Newgate  if  it  can't  hold  a  highwayman 
when  it  once  gets  him.  Much  obliged,  sir,  for  your  kindness ;  and  so,  good- 
night again." 

The  four  gentlemen  rode  off  along  the  road  in  the  direction  that  the  Skeleton 
HorseraAn  had  taken,  and  Claude  Duval,  with  his  two  friends,  jogged  on  m  the 
opposite  direction. 

"  You  ought  to  be  a  magistrate,  Claude,"  laughed  Dick  Turpin,  "  for,  I  must 
say,  your  tone  and  manner  are  quite  magisterial." 

"  I  hope  not,"  said  Claude.     •*But  can  either  of  you  give  a  guess  as  to 
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vho  this  cac.  be  who  is  upon  the  road,  in  what  we  may  call  an  opposition 
to  us  ?" 

*'Not  the  least,"  said  Dick. 

*'  It's  one  of  the  new  hands,"  said  Jack,  "  I  take  it  ;  don't  you  think  so, 
Claude  ?' 

"  Probable  enough.  I  cannot  call  ^o  mind  any  one  who  would  or  who  coukl 
successfully  play  such  a  part  as  this  fellow  assumes.  It  is  a  curious  as  well  as 
a  bold  assumption,  the  character  of  death."' 

"it  is  J  and  I  should  tike  notaing  better  than  to  Cfinae  across  him,"  said 
Dick.  '*  We  may  have  that  luck  some  of  these  days.  It  would  be  a  good  job 
if  he  were  to  stop  us,  would  it  not :" 

*'  It  would,  indeed  " 

They  now  trotted  on  till  -.hey  emeraed  at  Tyburn  Gate.  They  all  three  looked 
askance  at  the  spot.  v.hich  had  been  tUe  last  look  that  raanv  of  their  profession 
had  taken  of  this  wo-Hd.  and  they  did  cot  exchange  a  word  till  they  got  to 
Shepherd's  Bush,  ai:d  turned  down  Wood  Lane,  which,  at  that  time,  led  to 
Wormholt  Scrubs,  and  may  still,  for  all  we  know  to  the  contrary. 

It  was  just  as  they  emerged  from  the  lane  on  to  the  regular  road  that  leads 
right  acro-^s  the  Scrubs,  that  they  saw,  about  half  a  mile  off,  a  great  Sashing  cf 
lights,  and  by  their  raoveuient,  and  the  slight  noise  that  came  upon  their  ears, 
they  felt  certain  a  carriage  was  rapidly   approaching   them  across  the  Scrubs. 

"Who  can  that  be,  so  well  attended?"  said  Dick 

"Let's  ride  ou  and  see,"  said  Claude.  "I  don't  knnw  hov/  you  feel,  m.y 
good  friends,  but  I  am  rile  and  ready  for  any  adventure." 


CHAPTER  CCCXIX. 

THE   PRINCESS   SOPHIA    THREATEXS    CLAUDE  DUVAL  AND  HIS  FRIENDS. 

'       Neither  Dick  Turpin  nor  Jack  felt  that  craving  for  occupation  th;it  now 

'''   beset  Claude  Duval  ;  but  still  they  were  far  from  being  disirjclined  lo   fallow 

■  him. 

;        As  regarded  Daval,  he  knew  that  it  was   only  by  filling  his  mind  with  more 

.   cares   and  more  perils   ihat  he   could  at   all  hope  ro  banish  from  it  the  fearful 

;   remembrance   of  his   loss;  and  therefore   was  it   tha*,  totally   heedless  of  the 

j   consequences,  he  struck   across  the  Scrubs   in  the  direction   of  the  advancing 

i   carriage. 

'       Before  he  had   gone  far,  though,   reason  carne  to  the  aid  of  Claude,  and  he 

i  began  to  feel  how  selfish  and   unfeeling  a  thing  it  was  to  drag  his  friends  into 

I   enterprises  that  partly  they  might  have  declined,  just  because  he  fell  in  a  despair- 

;   ing  and  a  de-perate  frame  of  mind. 

I        Wiih  this  idea  he  drew  up. 

I        "Jack  and  Dick,"  he  said,  "  pray  pardon  me." 

i       ''For  what?" 

'        "  I  assumed  that  you  are  both  of  you  as  sick  of  life  as  I  am,  and  so  ofT  I  came 

'  to  meet  the  carriage,  which  seems  to  be  well  attended  by  mounted  men.     It  by 

I  no  means  follows  that,  because  I  feel  disposed  to  run  myself  into  great  danger, 
j  that  both  of  you  should  feel  so,  likewise.  Mv  griefs  make  me  selfish,  but  ray 
i  reason  has  come  to  me  in  tintie  ;  and  so  I  beg  of  vou  both  to  use  y»)ar  own  discre- 
i  tion  and  feeling  in  this  matter,  without  consulting  me  at  all." 
i  «  "Don't  speak  in  that  way,  Claude,"  i^aid  Jack.  "Where  you  go  we  are 
I  willing  to  foilo^v." 
I        *•  But  I  have  no  pretensions  to  if-ad  vou  '' 

sJ        *' You  have,  if  we    like  to  admit  the.t},"  said  Dick  Turpin  ;   "but  the  fact  is 

(I   there  is  no  question  of  either   leading   or  followiniZ.     You  feel  disposed,  Claude 
j  Duval,  to  stop  that  carriage,  and  Ileel  disponed  to  helo  you,  and  Jack  feels  dis- 
J^^ '  
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posed  to  lielp  us  both  ;  so  doa't  let  us  say  another  word  about  it,  but  come  on 
to  the  enterprise  at  once." 

'•  That's  it,"  said  Jack. 

"On.  then— on!" 

"With  me,"  said  Jack,  "if  I  might  be  so  bold  as  to  have  my  way  in  this 
matter,  it  would  be  anything  but  on.'* 

*•  What  would  you  do.  Jack?" 

"  Wait  for  the  carriage  just  at  the  corner  of  the  lane,  and  then  pounre  upon 
it  at  once  before  it  had  fairly  got  into  the  lane.  By  that  means,  as  the  lane  is 
narrow,  one  half  of  the  escort  will  be  in  the  way  of  the  other  half;  whereas,  upon 
the  open  Scrubs,  if  they  have  any  judgment,  they  would,  upon  our  making  the 
attack,  spread  themselves  around  us,  and  in  such  a  case  1  wouldn't  give  much  for 
our  chance." 

"  Jack  is  right,"  said  Dick. 

**  He  is,"  said  Claude.  '*  My  judgment  must  have  forsaken  me  when  I  left 
the  secure  corner  of  the  lane  to  come  oat  here  into  the  open  country.  We  will 
go  back  at  once." 

They  all  three  turned,  and  galloped  back  to  tie  lane.  At  the  speed  they 
made,  it  did  not  take  them  above  three  or  four  minutes  to  get  there;  for  they 
bad  not  got  far  upon  the  heath  when  Claude  had  pulled  up  to  speak  to  his 
friends. 

The  carriage  seemed  to  be  coming  on  now  at  rather  a  slower  pace  than 
before,  or  they  fancied  it,  because  they  were  themselves  no  longer  advancing 
towards  it,  and  they  could  see  that  it  was  surrounded  by  some  half-dozen 
mounted  footmen,  who  carried  links  io  their  hands. 

**  Somebody  of  distinction,"  said  Dick. 

Jack  was  gazing  earnestly  in  the  direetion  of  the  carriage,  and  then  he  said, 
suddenly— 

"  Why,  it's  the  ro^  al  livery !" 

"Indeed?"  said  Dick. 

"  Surely  not  the  king  ?"  said  Claude. 

"Oh,  no — no.     There  are  no  guards." 

"  But  it  is  one  of  the  royal  family,  I  suppose  ?" 

"  Of  that  there  can  be  no  doubt,"  added  Jack,  "  and  it  remains  now  to  be 
decided  what  you  both  mean  to  do." 

"  Just  what  we  would  if  it  were  any  one  else,*'  said  Dick. 

"To  be  sure,"  said  Claude. 

"  Well,  but,"  interposed  Jack,  "to  -stop  one  of  them  wll  so  exasperate  the 
government  against  us,  that  it  may  do  us  more  barm  than  good." 

"Never  you  mind  about  the  exasperation  of  the  government,"  said  Dick,  "  my 
dear  fellow.  We  have  nothing  to  hope  or  expect  from  the  government  but  a  rope 
when  they  can  put  it  round  our  necks.  The  intense  interest  and  excitement 
about  our  capture  is  so  great,  that  if  we  were  to  stop  the  king  himself,  and  rob 
him  of  his  very  coat,  they  could  not  do  more  than  they  are  doing  now." 

"  That  is  true,"  said  Claude. 

**They  m  ght  increase  the  rewards  very  much,"  said  Jack. 

"  And  if  they  did,"  added  Dick,  "what  then  ?  The  rewards  for  us,  now,  come 
to  somewhere  about  a  thousand  pounds  we  will  say.  Do  you  think.  Jack,  my 
boy,  that  that  sum  is  not  quite  enough  to  make  the  officers  do  their  utmost  to 
catch  us?" 

"  Well,  perhaps  it  is." 

"  And  if  it  is,  as  we  all  know  well  that  it  is,  I  would  ask  you  what  more  can 
people  do  than  their  utmost  ?" 

*' True— true." 

"  And,  besides,  my  own  opinion  is,  that  the  greater  the  reward  offered  for  us 
the  safer  we  are." 

*'  The  deuce  we  are  !"  said  Jaclc. 

"Yes,  for  this  reason.     The  cupidity  ot  the  officers  is  so  strongly  awakened 
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upon  the  subject  that  they  get  quite  mad  with  jealousy  at  each  other  about  it, 
and  those  who  can't  catch  us  throw  every  obstacle  in  the  way  of  the  others  who 
have  a  little  chance.  Do  you  think  that  the  officers  are  so  fond  of  each  other 
that  <  hey  will  put  such  a  sum  as  a  thousand  pounds  in  each  other's  way  ?" 

'*JNo — no,"  said  Jack. 

Claude  smiled. 

"Arc  you  converted,  Jack,"  he  said,  "to  the  opinion  that  the  higher  the 
reward  offered  for  us,  the  safer  we  a^e  ?" 

"  Upon  my  word,  1  don't  know,  but  Dick  Turpin  puts  it  so  clearly,'that  it 
sounds  like  the  fact,  whether  it  is  or  no,  and  I  suppose  there  is  something  in  it." 

"A  great  deal,"  said  Dick.  "But  the  coach  will  be  here  in  a  few  mi-nutes, 
and  so  r  ow  we  can  have  a  good  look  at  it.'* 

The  carriage  that  was  rapidly  advancing  towards  Wood- lane,  with  the  evident 
intention  of  passing  down  it,  and  so  emerging  into  the  high-road,  was  a  great 
lumbering  vehicle,  such  as  was  considered  highly  fashionable  and  exquisite  at 
that  period. 

It  was  quite  large  enough  to  hold  ei^bt  people  comfortably,  aiid  it  was  drawn 
by  four  long-tailed,  heavy- looking  Flemish  horses,  such  as  would  not  have 
disgraced  a  brewers  dray. 

Upon  tlie  seat  in  front  sat  a  great  red-faced  man,  in  a  full  wig,  and  three- 
cornered   hat,   and  an  immense  scailet  coat.      Two  footmen  in  similar  livery 
held  on  behind,  and  six  mounted  men  with  links  trotted  along,  three  on  each 
-.side  of  the  carriage. 

These  six  men  were  in  the  royal  livery  ;  but  they  were  by  far  too  fat  and  bloated, 
with  idicness  and  high  living,  to  make  any  effectual  resistance  to  an  attack, 
although  they  were  armed  to  the  teeth. 

Who  were  in  the  royal  carriage  could  not,  to  Claude  Duval  and  his  friends,  be 
even  a  matter  of  conjecture  j  for  to  conjecture  at  all  about  anything  you  must 
have  some  data  to  go  upoB,  however  insuflBcient,  and  in  this  case  they  had  none 
at  all. 

it  may  be  supposed,  that  with  such  cattle,  and  such  a  great,  swaggering,  lum- 
bering load  at  their  backs,  the  speed  of  the  royal  cortege  was  but  slow  ;  and 
such,  indeed,  was  the  fact,  while  every  now  and  then,  as  the  wheels  encountered 
a  rut  or  a  hillock  on  the  road,  the  vehicle  swung  about  at  such  a  rate,  that  it 
more  clearly  resembled  a  ship  in  a  gale  of  wind  than  a  carriage. 

The  route  across  NVormholt,  or  Wormwood  Scrubs,  as  the  tract  of  barren 
land  bearing  that  name  was  differently  called,  was  not  very  often  used  by 
people  who  had  anything  to  lose,  particularly  at  night ;  but  it  was  a  near  way 
to  and  from  a  lodge  that  the  royal  family  used,  a  mile  or  two  out  of  town,  so 
that  it  was  well  known  that  at  times  some  members  of  that  illustrious,  by 
courtesy,  race  of  German  auxiliaries  to  the  taxation  of  the  country  sometimes 
used  the  route. 

But  now,  having  given  this  brief  description  of  the  carriage  and  of  the  road 
that  it  was  on,  we  return  to  the  highwaymen,  who  were  waiting  its  appearance 
upon  the  spot  they  had  chosen  for  the  encounter. 

It  will  be  observed  that  the  three  highwaymen  had  no  less  a  number  than 
nine  men  to  encounter,  including  the  coachman,  and  not  including  any  one  who 
might  be  in  the  carnage,  and  who  might  or  might  not  be  inclined  to  show  fight 
upon  the  occasion. 

This  was  rather  long  odds. 

**  I  say.  Jack,"  cried  Turpin,  "the  four  horses  will  give  us  the  most  trouble, 
if  they  begin  kicking,  so  that,  let  it  be  your  task  to  release  the  two  leaders,  if 
you  can." 

"I  will  do  it,'*  said  Jack.  <'A  touch  of  a  knife  to  the  harness  will  soon  set 
them  at  liberty.'* 

"Good  ;  and  now  what  are  we  to  do  first,  Claude  ?" 

"I  will  call  upon  them  to  stop,  and  if  they  fire  at  us,  we  must  fire  at  them  ; 
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}  but   1   should  say  fire   over  their   heads  first,   and  if  that  don't  make  the  fat 
I  lackeys  fly,  I  know  nothing  of  such  folks/* 
I       "  Very  well — we  will  try  it." 

It  so  happened,  that  the  bit  of  road  exactly  at  the  head  of  them,  emerging 
into  the  open  heath,  was  very  soft  and  miry,  so  that  upon  reachmg  that  part, 
the  horses  had  rather  a  struggle  to  get  the  carriage  on  at  all,  and  its  rate  of  pro- 
gress was  very  much  decreased. 
(That  was  a  very  favourable  circumstance  for  the  attacking  party. 
As  Jack  had  anticipated,  the  lane  was  much  too  narrow  tor  the  carriage  and 
horsemen  on  each  side  of  it  to  proceed  in,  as  they  had  done  on  the  Scrubs. 
That  is  to  say,  it  was  possible  enough,  if  they  had  all  been  able  to  keep  on  a 
straight  line,  that  they  might  have  got  along,  but  in  the  dark,  and  with  four 
horses  harnessed  to  the  vehicle,  and  such  a  vehicle,  too,  no  mortal  coachman 
could  have  undertaken  to  say  that  he  would  keep  the  whole  affair  exactly  in  the 
middle  of  the  lane. 

The  slightest  deviation  to  the  right  would  have  pushed  the  horsemen  into  a 
ditch  that  was  there,  and  the  slightest  deviation  to  the  left  would  have  jamtned 
them  up  against  a  high  bank. 

It  was  not  likely  that  the  royal  escort  was  going  to  place  itself,  for  the  whol 
length  of  Wood-iane,   upon   the   herns   of  such  a  dilemma  as  that,  so  two  o 
them  went  on   before,  and  the  other  four  kept  behind,  and  on  went  the  cortege 
Claude  waited  till  the  horses  and  the  carriage  had  fairly  got  in'o  the  lane,  and 
fj  so    blocked  out  the  four  horsemen   who  were  behind   it,  and  then  he  sprung 
\,  forward  to  the  two  who  were  in  advance,  and  cried,  in  a  loud  voice— 
"  Hold !" 

The  horsemen  pulled  up,  and  the  coachman  tugged  at  the  reins  till  he  brought 
all  the  four  carriage-horses  to  a  stand. 

"  The  slightest  opposition,"  said  Claude.  **  will  involve  the  destruction,  within 
the  next  five  minutes,  of  every  orie  of  you." 

A  scream  from  the  carriage  immediately  succeeded  this  announcement,  and 
the  coachman  began  lashing  his  horses.  Tne  two  men  in  advaaoe  hastily  fired 
.V  their  carbines,  with  which  they  were  provided,  at  Claude,  and  then  set  off  at  full 
I  gallop,  with  a  pistol-shot  after  them,  that  Claude  discharged.  Jack  sprang 
{,  upon  the  two  leading  horses  of  the  carriage,  and  by  a  stroke  or  two  of  his  knife 
released  them  from  their  harness,  and  off  they  went,  lumbering  along  the  lane, 
terrified  at  the  banging  of  a  cross  bar  against  their  haunches. 

"Hilloa!  What  is  it — what  is  it?"  shouted  the  men  who  were  behind  the 
carriage. 

"  Murder  !"  bellowed  the  two  footmen,  and  one  of  them  scrambled  on  to  the 
roof  in  his  fright.  The  coachman  sat  with  the  reins  in  his  hands,  and  his  great 
red  face  turning  of  a  purple  hue. 

"Fire  at  those  fellows  behiiid  the  coach,'*  cried  Claude  ;  and  Jack  and  Dick  at 
once  discharged  their  pistols,  which  had  the  effect  of  so  terrifying  the  four 
mounted  men  that  they  turned  round,  and  galloped  across  the  Scrubs  again  as 
nard  as  they  could  go. 

"Victory,"  said  Claude,  as  he  sprang  from   his   horse,  the   bridle  of  which 
Jack  took.     "They  are  all  gone  now,  and  we  will  see  who  is  in  the  carriage." 
"Be  careful,  Claude,"  said  Jack. 
"Oh,  yes— yes.     It's  all  right." 

Ciuade  Duval  advanced  to  the  door  of  the  carriage,  and  at  once  opened  it. 
He  lifted  his  hat,  and  bowed,  for  there  was  no  one  there  but  a  young  woman, 
who,  although  fat,  and  coarse,  and  vulgar  in  her  ap[>earance,  he  had  no  doubt, 
from  her  features,  and  the  richness  of  her  dress,  was  one  of  the  daughters  of  the 
kin;/. 

J  n  fact,  this  was  no  other  than  the  Princess  Sophia,  who  was  then  in  her 
nineteenth  year. 

"  How  da:e  you?'  she  cried,  spe:i!<ing  with  a  lisp,  as  if  her  tongue  were  too 
large  fur  her  mouth.     "  How  dare  you,  you  wretch  ?" 
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"  Madam,"  said  Claude,  **  I  have  the  honour  to  ask  you  who  you  are?'* 

"Help — help!"  she  cried. 

**  I  really  am  not  aware  that  anybody  is  meddling  with  you/'  said  Claude. 
•*Pray  what  is  the  naatter  with  you  V 

"  I  will  have  you  hanged." 

"  Hark  you,  madam.  lama  man  of  few  words,  and  now  I  will  trouble  you  for 
that  watch  you  have  just  hidden  under  the  cushion  of  the  seat,  and  for  that  gold 
chain  which  is  round  your  neck— for  those  rings  that  are  upon  your  fingers,  and 
which,  I  assure  you,  they  don't  become  at  all — and  those  diamond  ear-rings, 
which  make  you  look  like  some  fat  savage." 

The  reply  to  this,  was  a  rather  heavy  vinaigrette  being  flung  at  Claude's 
head,  and  which  narrowly  missed  him. 

"  IS  ow  let  me  beg  of  you,"  added  Duval,  *'not  to  give  way  to  your 
odious  temper  in  this  manner.  If  you  are  not  quick  in  handing  to  me  the 
articles  I  require,  together  with  your  purse,  I  shall  be  under  the  necessity  of 
taking  them." 

"  Wretc?!,  do  you  know  who  I  am?* 

<'  No — but  I  can  guess." 

"  Who,  then,  monster,  am  1  ?'* 

"Some  kitchen  wench,  in  the  disguise  of  a  princess,  I  suppcse.** 

The  rao-e  of  tier  Royal  Highness  at  this  was  so  great,  that  she  took  the  watch 
from  under  the  seat  of  the  coach,  and  flung  it  at  Claude,  and  so  she  continued 
with  the  other  articles  he  required,  pelting  him  with  them,  one  by  one,  to 
his  great  amusement ;  but  the  rings  vVould  not  come  off  her  fat,  swollen 
finders,  and  the  ear-rin^s  she  did  not  attempt  to  remove  from  her  ears. 

Among    other  things,   though,   she   had    thrown   him   a   well-filled   purse, 
and   a   pockei-book ;   so   that   Duval  was  inclined  to  forego  the  rings  and  the 

ear-rings. 
He  was  mightily  amused,  too,  at  the  manner  in  which  she  had  taken  the  attack 

upon  her  property. 


CHAPTER  CCCXX. 

THE     HIGHWAYMEN      A.RE     IN     GREAT     DANGER  J     BUT     SAVE     THEMSELVES    BY 

BOLDNESS. 

Jacic  and  Dick  hearing  the  racket  of  the  things  being  flung  at  Claude  Daval, 
could  not,  for  the  life  of  them,  make  out  what  was  being  done,  and  Jack  called 
out,  at  last — 

"Claude,  what  is  amiss?**  .      ,,.!.• 

'    *'  Oh,  nothing,"  said  Claude.     "  Her  Royal  Highness  is  quite  delighted  to 
have  lallen  into  such  good  company.'* 

*(  f\Q — I  am  aotl'*  screamed  the  princess. 

"But  I  say  you  are." 

'*Bat  I  am  not  1" 

'<  Oh,  then,  if  you  are  not,  I  shall  make  you  come  out  of  the  CDach  at  once, 
and  kiss  all  ray  comrades,  amounlmg  to  twenty- six  men.  Some  of  them  have 
not  been  shaved  for  a  week  ;  but  that  don't  matter." 

"Oh,  will  nobodv  ome  and  save  me  from  this  wretch  ?  I  will  take  care  that 
all  the  police  go  after  you  to-morrow,  and  you  will  be  hanged;  for  my  father 
says  that  everybody  ought  to  be  hanged  who  takes  anything  ihat  don't  belong  to 

them."  ,       ,  ^  .  . 

"  Your  tather  is  a  king,"  said  Claude  Duval ;  "  but  that  does  not  prevent  him 
from  being  an  idiot,  with  stron,'  passions  and  little  mind,  and  so,  as  a  natural 
resaic.  vt.idic  i  ve  and  blood-thirsty.** 

*•  Take  that !" 
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MAGGS    AND     DlC  K  BESCUING    CLAX;T)E   FROM  filS    CELL    IN   NEWGATE* 

The  only  thing  the  princess  had  left  to  throw  at  Claude,  was  one  of  t^e 
cushions  of  the  coach,  and  that  she  flung  at  him  with  such  a  vengeance,  that  »t 
went  right  over  the  hedge. 

Duval  laughed. 

"  I  assure  you,"  he  said^  **  t^at  I  have  not  been  so  amused  for  a  very  long 
time.     Can  you  dance  ?'* 

"  What  is  that  to  rou,  wretch  ?" 

•'  Not  a  great  deal.  But  as  I  feel  disposed  for  a  minuet,  and  as  my  friend, 
j  Sixteen-string  Jack,  can  whistle  the  tune  to  perfection,  I  will  trouble  you,  as  I 
!  know  you  are  disengaged,  to  favour  me  with  your  hand  for  a  measure." 
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«I  will  die  first!" 

"Oh,  no — you  will  not.  I  will  take  care  that  not  only  shall  you  net  die,  but 
that  no  harm  comes  to  you.  You  are  too  amusing  for  that,  by  a  great  deal. 
Now,  mis5,  pray  alight.,  if  you  please." 

•*  I  won  t !" 

"Very  good.     Then  I  must  help  you  to  do  so/* 

"Murder — murder!     You  shan't!     Murder!" 

Although.  Claude  DuVal  handed  the  princess  out  of  the  coach  in  the 
gentlest  manner  in  the  world,  she  made  such  a  racket,  that  Dick  came  up,  and 
said — 

"  Hilloa,  Claude  !      Can't  you  let  the  girl  alone  P' 

"  Take  that,"  said  the  princess,  dealmg  Dick  such  a  box  on  the  ears  that  his 
eves  flashed  fire  again. 

'•Thank  you  humbly,"  said  Dick.  "It  serves  me  light  for interfermg.  I 
might  have  expected  it." 

'•Jack/'  called  out  Claude,  "  come  and  whistle  us  a  minuet  tune,  old  fellow, 
will  you  V* 

*' Allow  me,'"'  said  Dick  ;  and  in  an  excellent  manner  he  commenced  the  tune, 
and  Claude  Duval,  with  much  grace,  began  the  dance.  He  took  good  care  that 
he  would  not  let  go  the  hand  of  the  princess,  or,  no  doubt,  she  would  have  ran 
off";  but  he  made  her  go  through  the  figure  of  the  dance,  whether  she  would  t:r 
not.  To  be  sure,  every  now  and  then  she  gave  him  a  cuff  on  the  side  of  his 
head,  or  a  blow  over  the  shoulder  ;  but  he  did  not  care  a  straw  for  such  little 
pains,  and,  finally,  he  bestowed  upon  her  lips  a  hearty  kiss,  ab  he  said,  in  a 
laughing  tone — 

•'You  will  not  say  that  Claude  Duval  either  lost  his  temper,  or  said  or  did  a 
rude  thing  to-night,  so  far  as  you  are  concerned." 

*'0h,  then,  you  are  Cfaude  Duval,  the  highwayman,  that  is  so  laach  talked 
about?"  said  the  princess,  in  a  milder  tone. 

"  I  am." 

"Did  you  stop  the  Duchess  of  Kingstown  in  the  Edgeware-road,  once?" 

*M  did." 

"  Well,  then,  I  can  tell  you  that  she  went  out  on  purpose  to  be  stopped  by 
you,  and  she  said  you  were  the  handsomest  man,  and  the  politest,  she  had  seen 
^r  a  long  time," 

'' I  jira  very  much  beholden  to  the  duchess,"  said  Claude  Duval,'"and  if  I 
could  ouly  induce  you  to  think  the  same  I  should  be  perfectly  content." 

"  Oh,  go  along." 

Claude  laughed,  and  as  he  handed  the  princess  into  the  carriage  he  kissed  her 
agfiin,  which  she  seemed  as  if  she  bad  not  noticed,  for  she  did  not  make  the 
slightest  opposition  or  the  least  remark  about  it.  ^     - 

"  Now/'  said  Claude,  '*it  there  be  anything  among  the  articles  you  desire  to 
have  returned  that  you  set  any  particular  store  by,  only  say  so  and  it  shall  be  at 
once  returned  to  5:00." 

**  No,  there  is  nothing." 

"  Then  I  have  the  honour  of  bidding  you  good  evening,  and  of  hoping  that 
this  little  meeting  has  been  productive,  after  all,  of  more  amusement  than 
alarm." 

♦'  I  c.m  rot   alarmed  now,  and— and  I  shall  not  say  anything  about  it,  so  you 
will  not  be  handed." 
4       "I  am  infinitely  obliged/' 
I       Claude  kissed  her  eg  lin,  and  then  she  added,  in  a  low  tone— 

"  Y'ou  had  better  write  to  me   if  you  get  into  prison,  and  they  are  going  to 
I  hang  you.     I  will  do  what  I  can  to  save  you.     You  might  be  rude  and  you  are 
not,  which  I  feel  grateful  for." 

Claude  bowed,  and  closed  the  carriage-door.     Then  calling  to  the  coachman, 
he  said — 
*'  You  can  go  on  now,  the  princess  is  ready/* 
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**  Eh  ?    The  Lord  deliver  us  !"  cried  the  coachman. 
;    "Go  on,  I  say." 

*'  Our  Father  which  art  in—** 

ClauJe  fired  a  pistol  just  past  the  ear  of  the  coachman,  and  that  so  startled 
him  that  he  set  his  pair  of  horses  that  were  still  in  the  carriage  to  a  tro*,  and 
then  to  a  gollop,  and  the  royal  carriage  was  soon  completely  out  of  sight  of 
Claude  Duval  and  his  two  fiiends. 

It  was  then  that  Claude  burst  into  a  prolonged  fit  of  laughter,  and  when  he 
could  speak  at  all,  he  said — 

"  They  are  all  alike — all  alike — princesses  or  dairy  maids — they  are  all 
alike!" 

••  What  do  you  mean,  Claude  ?'*  said  Dick. 

*'  Why,  just  this,  that  a  little  flattery— a  kiss  or  two — a  good  figure,  and  a  not 
so  bad  f;ice,  will  do  anything  with  any  woman.  The  princess  began  with  rage, 
and  ended  by  almost  devotion." 

'•  Yon  must  not  fancy  that  all  are  alike,  though,  Claude,"  said  Jack  "This 
female  whom  \'ou  just  let  go  is  probably  rather  more  of  an  animal  in  her  thoughts 
and  feelings  than  many." 

'*  Well,  it  may  be  so." 

After  all,  what  Claude  Duval  had  gained  by  this  adventure  was  very  insig- 
nificant, considering  the  time  that  it  had  takea  up  ;  but  it  had  had,  at  all  events, 
the  effect  of  withdrawing  his  thoughts  from  more  painful  subjects  of  contem- 
plation, and  that  was  much. 

They  all  ihree  went  down  the  lane,  now,  back  to  the  high  road,  and  shaped 
their  course  towards  Ealing. 

Claude  spoke  hastily  as  though  some  painful  thoughts  had  come  across  him 
that  he  was  desirous  of  driving  away,  and  he  said,  addressing  his  two  com- 
panions— 

"  Let  us  make  one  of  our  old  compacts,  that  is  to  say,  let  us  agree  to  stop 
and  rob  the  next  six  passengers,  or  vehicles,  or  horsemen,  be  they  which  they 
mav,  that  pass  alons  this  road.     Will  you  do  so?" 

'*  Willjcglv,"  said  Dick. 

"  And  you.  Jack  r* 

*'  I'm  agreeable,"  said  Jack,  "and  after  that  I  should  advise  that  we  go  to 
the  Old  Hats  Inn  and  put  up  tor  a  little  time." 

"  Agreed." 

This  was  an  old  kind  of  agreement  which  the  three  had  frequently  made 
together,  and  which  had  at  times  been  productive  of  a  good  deal  of  amusement 
if  It  had  failed  in  the  production  of  all  its  pecuniary  results  which  they  had 
looked  to  and  hoped  to  derive  from  it. 

"  When  they  agreed,  though,  to  this  sort  of  thing,  they  did  not  exactly  anti- 
cipate that  the  first  object  on  the  road  that  they,  in  accordance  with  that  agree- 
ment, were  bound  to  stop  would  be  a  mail-coach  full  of  passengers,  and  well 
guarded  by  a  man  with  a  blunderbuss  on  the  roof. 

Such,  however,  was  the  fact. 

J;«ek  first  heard  the  low  reverberation  of  the  wheels,  and  the  steady  tramp 
of  the  four  horses,  and  turning  to  Claude  and  Dick,  he  said — 

*'  I  don't  mean  to  siy  that  we  shall  do  so,  but  it  is  just  possible  that  we  may 
catch  a  tartar  here,  don't  you  think  ?     Ic's  a  mail-coach." 

'•  Never  mind,"  said  Dick,  "  they  will  pull  up,  and  then  it's  all  plain  sailing 
enough.  If  th^y  wanted  to  avoid  such  as  we  are,  they  ought  to  drive  slap  on 
at  as  2ood  a  pace  as  possible,  and  then  we  should  find  it  no  joke  to  stop 
them" 

*'  They  always  do  stop,  though." 

•'  Yes,  the  surprise  of  the  moment  makes  them  do  so,  and  then  they  feel  how 
hazardous  it  would  be  to  gi  on  again  with  a  p  stol  b  illet  or  two  about  their 
ears," 

Tae  mail-coach  now  came  on  at  great  speed,  dashing  a'ong  the  road,  and  its 
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lights   flashing  araid  the  trees  an.!    huJ^es.   while  the  sjiiritt  coat  of  the  guard 
was  plainly  visible.  , 

"  Shall  we,  or  shall  we  not?"  said  Jac-. 

"  Yes,"  said  Claude. 

"  Yes."  said  Dick. 

Jack  said  no  more,  but  prepared  himself  for  action.  A  fe^v  moments  sufficed 
lor  them  to  arranj;e  what  they  should  do.  To  Jac^  i'.  fell  t)  keep  at  the  horses' 
heads,  and  hold  the  coachman  in  checK — to  Dic^i  the  task  was  assigned  of  holding 
the  passengers  generally,  and  the  guard,  in  a  kind  of  surveiliince,  while  Claude 
Duval  was  to  request  the  ladies  and  gentlemen  who  were  inside  the  vehicle  to 
give  up  their  property  of  portable  value. 

The  pace  of  the  coach  was  rather  grea^  so  Claude  Duval  adopted  a  course 
to  stop  it,  and  called  out,  just  as  it  was  about  to  pass  them  at  a  swiuging  pace — 

*'  A  passenger !    Hilloa  I    a  passenger  I" 

*•  Ay,  sir,  yes  !''  sho'Jte  1  the  coachman.     "  Wo-a!     That's  it." 

The  mail  was  stopped. 

On  the  moment,  then.  Jack  and  Dick  dashed  forward,  and  the  former,  holding; 
a  pistol  to  the  head  of  the  coachman,  cried  out — 

"  Stir  band  or  foot,  and  you  are  a  dead  man." 

*'  D n  I"  cried  the  guard. 

"Hilloa,  you  fellow  with  the  blunderbuss  there,  you  bad  better  try  to  eat  it 
than  present  it  at  us.     We  won't  be  trifled  vv'i'h  !" 

"  Fire  away  !"  said  the  guard,  as  hj  seized  his  blunderbuss.  *'  I'm  not  going 
to  be  frightened,  at  all  events,  out  of  doin^  my  dutv.  Fire  awav,  if  you  mean  to 
doit." 

"  No,''  said  Dick,  "  I  don't  want  bloodshed,  if  it  can  be  •'.voided." 

*'  1  ain't  so  particular,"  said  the  guard,  as  he  drew  the  tritrger  of  the  blunder- 
buss, and  discharged  the  whole  contents  righ:  at  Dick  Tarpin. 

"  That's  enouirh  to  blow  him  to  atoms,  horse  and  all,"  said  one  of  the  out- 
side passengers. 

"  Rather,"  said  the  guar^. 

The  report  was  terrific  of  the  blunderbuss,  and  it  created  a  complete  clou'l  of 
smoke  ;  but  to  the  surprise  of  everybody  when  the  smoke  cleared  away,  there  was  I 
Dick  Turpin  in  exactly  the  same  pDsition  he  had  before  occupied,  and  he  said  j 
in  a  calm  tone  of  voice —  [ 

"  If  I  were  an  angry  man  now,  I  should  shoo*  you  ;  but  as  you  are  a  bold 
fellow  I  wo:;'t.  Only  don't  be  coming  a  second  dose  of  that  infernal  inacliine 
this  w&y,  as  it  might  hurt  some  one  by  accident." 

*'The  devil  !"  said  the  guard. 

"  Well,  1  expected  that,"  said  a  woman  who  sat  on  the  top  of  the  coach,  "  for 
you  were  paving  so  much  attention  to  the  young  lass  by  me,  when  you  loaded 
your  blunderbuss,  that  you  quite  forgot  you  put  nothing  but  powder  in  it." 

"  How  do  vou  know  ray  good  woman,''  sa'd  a  pas-enger,  "  that  he  put  nothing 
but  pov,-der  in  it  ?      For  a  lady,  you  seem  to  be  a  wonuer.ul  ju  Jge  oi  h;e-arnQs.- 

*'  1  am  a  soldier's  wile,"  she  replied. 

"  Oh,"  said  the  guard,  "then  that  accounts  for  your  knowing  all  about  it.  But 
I  cnly  wish  you  had  toTd  me,  ma'am,  at  the  time." 

*'  You  were  otherwise  employed." 

"  Oh,  well,  perhaps  1  was;  but  yet  1  would  have  blown  that  fellow,  horse  and 
all  to  the  devil." 

By  the  time  this  little  confabulation  had  got  to  the  point  to  which  we  u 
have  brought  it,  Claude  Duval  had  reached  the  side  of  the  coach,  and  placing  the-  j 
barrel  of  a  pistol  upon  the  ledt:e  of  the  window,  he  said  — 

'*  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  you  need  not  be  at   all  alarmed,  as  I  shall  not  blow    j 
any  one's    brains  cut,  unless  they   are   provokingly  slow   in   handing  nie   their 
property.  '  i 

A  geneial  scream   from  three  ladies  inside  the  coach  foiljwed  this  not  over-     ' 
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pleasant  command  from  Claude  Duval.  There  were  a  few  half-suppressed  oaths 
from  a  gentleman,  after  which  a  voice  said — 

"  Who  are  you  ?" 

"  Can  you  ask,  sir  ?"  said  Claude.  "  Really,  if  you  had  only  half  a  grain 
of  sense,  you  might  know  who  I  was  by  my  mode  of  address  to  you.** 

"  Don'i  aggravate  him,"  said  an  old  lady. 

"  Oh,  ma,'*  said  a  young  one,  "  I  do  think  I  shall  faint  right  away." 

'*  Let  roe  beg  you  will  not,"  said  Claude,  in  a  soft,  lo\v  voice.  "  If  you  feel, 
however,  a  liitle  faint,  pray  come  oct  into  the  open  air.     It  will  revive  you.*' 

'*  Certainly  not,"  said  the  old  lady.  "  I  don't  want  my  daughter  to  get  out 
of  the  coach  because  a  highwayman  asks  her  to  do  so." 

"  Money — watches — rings — pocket-books,  and  brooches  !"  said  Claude  Diiva!, 
as  he  rapped  the  barrel  of  the  pistol  against  the  ledge  nf  the  window. 

**  Oh,  don't— don'r,"  said  the  young  lady.     "I  will  not  put  up  with  this." 

*•  What  is  the  matter?'  said  Claude. 

*'  He  is  trying  to  hide  himself  among  o\ir  feet/*  she  replied. 


CHAPTER  CCCXXL 

CLAUDE   AND   HIS    FRIENDS    MEET   WITH    AN    ADVENTURE    AT   A    FUNERAL. 

"Murder!"  said  a  voice;  *'do  you  want  to  sacrinca  my  life  ?  Oh,  have 
mercv  upon  me  !" 

*•  Who  is  he  r'  said  Claude. 

''  A  young  gentleman,  Mr.  Highwayman,  if  you  please,'*  said  a  lady's  voice. 
"  He  has  annoyed  all  the  lady  passengers  of  this  coach,  and  now  he  is  actually 
trying  to  hide  from  you  under  their — Hem  ! — 1  mean,  about  their  feet." 

*'  I'll  have  him  out,"  said  Claude. 

Opening  the  coach  door,  Claude  p'lt  his  hand  in,  paving — 

"  Let  me  only  get  hold  of  him.  Oh,  this  is  his  leg,  I  do  think.  Corre,  sir— 
come  out,  if  you  please." 

"Help! — Fire ! —Murder  !"  screamed  a  voice,  as  Claude  drap:jed  a  rather 
diminutive  specimen  of  humanity  by  the  leg  right  ouL  into  the  road. 

"Pho! — pho  ! — pho  !  sir,"  said  Duval  *' 1  don't  see  what  you  need  make 
such  an  uproar  about.  I  am  only  showing  vou  to  an  outside  place,  that 
is  all.'* 

•«  Oh-oh  I     Fire— fire  !" 

**  Be  quiet,  sir.     Who  are  you  ?** 

**  Margetts  is  my  humble  name,  sir,  I  assure  you.  I  am  a  professional  man, 
too." 

"  What  profession  ?*  said  Claude. 

**  He  ]s  a  lawver's  clerk,  Mr.  H.,**  said  anothei  lady  from  the  coach. 

**(Jh,  is  he?     But  what  makes  you  call  me  Mr.  II.,  ma  lam  V 

"  I  thought  that  more  polite,  sir,  than  calling  you  Mr.  Highwayman." 

C'aude  could  not  help  laughing  at  this  odd  way  of  showing  him  respect  and 
politeness  ;  and  then  turning  to  the  lawyer's  clerk,  he  said — 

"Now,  sir,  I  shall  troub  e  you  to  remain  exacily  v.-here  you  are  till  I  come 
back  lo  you." 

'  Yhs— oh,  dear,  yes  !" 

That  learned  individual  was  lying  on  his  back  in  the  road  ;  and  there,  with  a 
wholesome  dread  of  what  the  vengeance  of  Duval  might  be  inchned  to  inflict 
upon  him  if  he  stirred,  .he  remaiued  gazing  upwards  at  tl;e  night  sky,  and  fully 
expecting  that  the  dreadful  adventure  would  be  sure  to  terminate  iu  his  melan- 
choly decease. 

Claud:.'  was  »t  the  coach  door  again  in  a  moment;  and  then  he  found  that 
the  passengers  were  prepared  to  hand  to  him  their  valuables. 
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Duval  never  instituted  any  very  scrutinising  search  to  find  whether  they  gave 
him  all  or  not.  He  was  satisfied  that  he  got  something  worth  his  while  ;  so 
he  just  took  what  was  handed  to  him.  j 

The  young  lady  was  crying,  and  Claude  heard  her.  ' 

"What  is  the  matter,  my  dear?"  he  said.  "Don't  be  frightened,  I  beg  of 
you.     There  is  no  danger." 

'■  It's  my  little  watch,  sir/'  she  said.  "My  pa,  who  is  now  no  more,  gave 
it  to  me.     i  don't  like  to  part  with  it."  I 

"Keep  it,  by  all  means." 

"  But  you  have  got  it." 

"Have  I  ?  Why  didn't  yoi  keep  it?  Stop,  though;  if  I  have  it,  I  will 
soon  find  it." 

Claude  hastily  dived  his  hand  in  his  pocket  to  look  for  the  youn?  lady's 
watch ;  and  at  the  moment  that  he  did  so,  he  heard  Dick  Turpin  call 
out — 

"  Warehawk  !" 

"Ah,  what  is  amiss?"  said  Claude. 

Turpin  was  by  his  side  in  a  moment. 

"Duval,"  he  whispered,  "  there  is  a  troop  of  light  cavalry  coming  down  the 
road.  I  heard  the  tramp  of  the  horses'  feet,  and  rode  on  a  litile,  and  met  a 
man  who  told  me  that  the  Princess  Sophia  had  been  robbed,  and  they  were  sent 
from  Bayswater  barracks  to  apprehend  three  highwaymen  who  were  upon  thef 
road,  and  of  whom  he  begged  me  to  be.vare.  1  thanked  him,  and  came  back  no 
quicker  than  I  could  to  tell  you." 

"Does  Jack  know?" 

"Yes,  I  have  warned  him." 

"We  must  be  ofi"  at  once,  then.  But  wait  only  a  moment.  I  am  looking 
for  something." 

"Look  afterwards,  Claude."     * 

"No — no.     Only  a  moment." 

"All's  right,  Duval.  We  won't  go  without  you,  you  may  depend  ;  but,  still, 
for  vour  own  sake  as  well  as  for  ours,  let  me  tell  you  that  there  is  no  time  to 
lose." 

'•I  know  it.     Ah,  here  it  is," 

"What  is  it?" 

••  A  little  watch.  My  dear,  here  is  your  watch.  I  have  great  pleasure  in 
returning  it  to  you." 

"  Oh,  thank  you — thank  you,  sir.  Will  you  take  this  little  brooch  as  a  gift 
from  me  for  your  kindness  ?" 

*■  Certainly  I  will,  and  wear  it,  too." 

"And  take  that  as  a  gifrlrom  me,"  said  the  guard  of  the  coach,  as  he  snapped 
his  blunderbuss  again  at  Claude  ;  but  this  time  ic  didn't  go  off  at  all. 

•'  D — n  it,"  he  said.  "  What  is  the  matter  with  this  confounded  wretch  of  a 
blunderbuss  ?" 

"Ah,"  sa'd  the  soldier's  wife,  "you  are  a  nice  boy  for  a  row,  you  are.  I 
w^atched  you  well,  and  this  time  you  put  in  no  priming,  though  you  did  the 
loading  part  of  the  afl^air  right  enough." 

"I'm  an  ass,"  said  the  guard 

"  That's  true,"  said  the  soldier's  wife. 

"  What  is  all  that  about  ?"  said  Turpin.  "  I  thought  I  heard  the  click  of  a 
gun-lock." 

"  It's  nothing,  sir,"  said  the  guard.  "  I  was  only  looking  at  my  blunderbuss, 
that's  all,  and  feeling  quite  happy  that  when  I  fired  it  at  you  there  was  nothing 
but  powder  in  it." 

"  You  may  congratulate  yourself  upon  that  fact,"  said  Dick.  "Are  you 
ready  now,  Claude'^" 

"  Quite." 

"  Otf,  then.     Jack— Jack  ?" 


*  •  •  i  i 
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"  Here  you  are,"  cried  Jack,  as  he  rode  up  to  them. 

•*  Away  !— avcay  I  We  don't  want  a  bout  with  the  soldiers,  if  we  caa 
help  it." 

*'  By  Jove,  I  hear  them,"  said  Claude. 

They  a.l  three  set  otf  at  full  gallop,  and  as  they  had  certainly  the  start  of 
the  troop  of  light  cavali-y  thit  had  been  despatched  with  such  expedition 
to  lay  hold  of  them,  they  did  not  at  all  despair  of  distancing  them. 

A  very  few  minutes,  indeed,  brought  Claude  and  his  friends  to  Hanwell, 
through  which  village  they  dashed  at  speed,  and  then  Jack  called  out  — 

"  Listen,  Clauiie.  Your  ears  are  youager  than  mine.  Do  you  hear  anything 
of  these  fellows  ?" 

"No,  Jack." 

"Let's  stop  a  moment,"  said  Dick  Turpin.  "It  is  as  well  to  knovv  what 
we  are  about  ;  and,  for  all  we  know,  they  may  not  be  upon  our  track 
at  all." 

Upon  this,  they  al!  three  drew  up,  and  for  the  space  of  about  a  minute,  any 
one  who  could  have  seen  tliem  might  have  supposed  them  to  be  three  statues 
of  men  o'n  horseback,  so  perfectly  still  were  both  horses  and  riders  during  that 
space  of  time. 

"  Nothing,"  said  Claude. 

*'  Hark  :"^said  Dick.     "  Don't  say  that." 

"  Ah,  no— I  don't  say  it  now.  I  hear  the  clank  of  military  accoutrements. 
Something  is  amiss." 

'*  They  are  upon  this  road  ;  but  coming  on  with  great  caution.  It  seems  to 
me  that  the V  have  divided  their  force,  and,  in  all  probability,  they  are  now  in 
twos  and  threes,  scouring  the  countrv  all  about  this  place." 

''That  is  it.     On— on  1" 

"Lee  us  leive  the  high-r^ad,"  said  Jack.  "About  half-a-mlle  fur.her  on 
there  is  a  little  turning  that  leads  on  to  the  banks  of  the  Brent  river.  We  can 
jump  it  at  that  part,  if  it  is  not  swolleflby  rains,  and  if  it  be,  there  will  be  no 
difiicv«lty  in  swimruing  the  horses  across  it.  V\  hen  we  are  on  the  other  siJe 
we  can  get  across  the  fields  to  some  other  road,  and  so  baffle  our  pursuers," 

"Gran'ed.  Tha:  we  can,"  said  Dick,  "  provided  we  cross  the  Brent,  which 
is  not  so  easy  sometimes  as  it  looks.     But  come  on,  we  can  but  try." 

They  now  trotted  on,  but  by  no  means  put  their  cattle  to  their  utmost  specrl, 
for  they  wanted  to  reserve  their  power  as  much  as  possible ;  and  as  it  was 
evident  to  them  t'le  soldiery  were  not  attempting  a  vigorous  pusuit,  but  were 
rather  attempting  to  enclose  them  ia  a  circle  of  scouts,  they  did  not  see  any 
necessity  for  dis'ressing  themselves  by  hard  galloping. 

They  soon  reached  the  spot  which  Jack  bad  mentioned  as  being  pret'.y  close 
to  the  bank  of  the  Brent;  but  the  sight  of  the  little  muddy  river  showed  that 
it  was  much  more  swollen  than  they  had  thought  it  was  likely  to  be. 

Their  experienced  eyes  told  them  in  a  moment  that  to  attempt  to  jump  it 
would  be  madness. 

"It  cannot  be  d  )ne  with  a  leap,"  said  Turpin.  "  The  effect  of  such  an  ntterapt 
would  oniy  b?  to  come  with  such  force  into  the  water  a  few  feet  from  the  op- 
posite bank  that,  in  all  probability,  the  horse  would  stick  in  the  mud,  and  not 
be  able  to  extricate  himself." 

*'  Shall  we  try  ir  a  httle  higher  up  ?'  said  Jack. 

*' If  you  like." 

They  pursued  the  bank  of  the  little  stream  now  for  some  distance;  but  jui,t 
as  they  w;-re  ab^uc  to  make  up  their  minds  that  if  they  were  to  cross  it  at  all  it 
n.ust  be  by  swimming  the  horses  over,  they  heard  the  sudden  clank  cf  the 
military  accoufements  very  cose  at  haud  indeed,  and  a  loud  voice  called 
out— 

"Halt!" 

*'By  Jove,  'hey  have  stolen  a  march  upon  us,"  said  Jack. 

"Fire  !"  said  the  voice  a2:ain. 
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Th^W  all  three  itnmed  ately  stooped  in  their  saddles  till  riieir  heads  were  level 
1 1    wi'h    their  horses*   taanas,   aad  a  rattlia::>;  discharge  of  three  or  four  carbines 
imraediately  ensued. 

'  All's  right,"  cried  Claude.     *'  Nobody  hit  ?" 

'*  All's  right,"  cheerfully  answered  Dick  and  Jack  ;  and  then  Claude  dashed 
at  once  into  the  water. 

The  others    followed   him  at  ths  moment,   and  they  all  three  swam  over  th3 
Brent,   and   landed   on   the   other  side  just   as  the  soldiers,  who  were  three  in 
nuaiber,  and  under  the  command  of  a  corporal,  reached  the  bank,  which  they  had 
left. 
'•Fire!"  said  the  corporal  again. 
"  It's  our  turn  next,"  said  Ciaude. 

Simultaneously  with  the  ringing  discharge  of  the  soldiers'  carbines,  Ciaude 
and  his  friends  each  fired  a  holster-phtol  at  their  foe> ;  and  then,  without  <vait- 
ing  to  see  if  they  had  done  any  damage  or  no,  b'.;t  quite  sausfied  with  the  fact 
that  they  were  unhurt,  they  turned,  and  sped  across  the  fields  at  a  great  pace, 
leaping  a  ditch  and  a  couple  of  hedges  that  thej  came  to  in  (/ood  styh'. 

At  the  pac2  they  were  going  at,  it  was  not  possible  to  '  hold  anything  like 
an  animated  conversation,  and  tney  each  thought  that  the/  had  nothing  to  do  but 
,^  to  keep  on  at  such  speed  and  they  would  soon  distance  the  soldiers,  if,  indeed, 
'I  they  were  upon  their  track  at  all. 

|f  The  best  seeming  calculation  concerning  the  atfaiis  of  man  is,  however,  at 
tb.e  mercy  of  soma  little  cross  accident,  whicli  may  scatter  all  the  results  to  the 
winds  ;  and  now  it  so  happened  that  Claude  Duval  and  his  friends  were  the 
prey  uf  one  of  those  little  accidental  circumstances  which  alter  the  whole  condi- 
tion of  affairs,  and  necessitate  a  totally  contrary  course  of  action  to  that  which 
they  thought  of  pursuing. 

Jack's  lurse  stepped  into  a  hole  in  the  ground  and  fell,  throwiag  him  partly 
over  its  shoulder,  and  then  rolling  on  to  him.  The  hsrse  struir^lei  to  its  feet 
again,  and  stood  still,  trembling;  bat  Jack  lay  apparently  dead,  or  insensible, 
upon  the  green  turf. 

C'aude,  who  was  a  litt'e   in  advance  of  Dick,  did  ao'  see  the  accident  ;  but 
Turpin  did,  and  he  called  out— 
•-•  Duval— Duval !" 

'■  Yes  ?"  said  Claude,  looking  round,  at  the  same  time  that  he  slackened  his 
pp.cc.     "  What  is  it  V 
"  Jack  is  gone  !" 
«  Good  God  !" 

The  impression  of  Claude    Duval  at  that    moment  was,  that  Jack  was  sliot ; 
but  then  he  recollected  that  he  had  heard  no  more  firing ;  so  he  at  once  guessed 
s|  ti)e  true  state  of  affairs  to  be  that  his  horse  had  fallen. 
yr       "  It's  the  horse  has  done  it,"  he  said. 
I         "Yes— yes.     Poor  Jack  !" 

''^       Claude  was  bOon  at  the  spot,  and   hastily  dismouating,  and  holding  the  bridle 
Lv  of  his  horse  on  his  arm,  he  said— 
|j       "Jack— Jack!   speiktome:  are  you  hurt  ?'* 
fi       "  Where  am  L  now  ":"*  said  Jack,  faintly. 

\\       "He   is  not  killed,  at  all   events,"  said  Dick.     "  We  must  get  him  into  the 
yr  saddle  again." 

"  Surely,  yes,"  sjid  Claude.  "Hold  my  horse,  Dick,  while  I  do  the  best  I 
can  for  him. 

Dick    Turpin    held     the    horse,    and     Claude  Duval   lifted  Jack  from  the 

n       rrfOUnd. 

Cone,  Jack."  he  said,  '*  how  do  you  feel  now  ?" 


ii 
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"  What  is  iii"'  said  Jack. 
U  was  quite  evident  from  the  '"all  that  his  faculties  were   rather  in  a  state  ot 
confuiion. 
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"Why.  doR't  you  recollect,  Jack?  We  are  running  off  from  the  soldiers. 
&ouse  yursellup,  if  you  can." 

**Ah'!'*  said  Jack. 

With  this  exclamation,  he  fell  across  Claude's  arm  like  a  dead  weight,  and  it 
vas  evident  that  he  had  fainied.  .  Claude  Was  ratl.er  in  a  state  of  consternatioa 
to  know  what  to  be  at. 


No.  168. 
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CHAPTER  CCCXXir. 

THE  KYSTKRY   Of  ttf&    BUIx^TED    MILL   IN   TiSB    HAlJl^tKB    »EADOW. 

*^  Put  him  on  the  horse,"  cried  Diek.  **Yovt  may  depend  he  will  be  able  to 
ride,  and  his  brains  will  soon  get  clear  again.** 

*'But  he  has  fainted, '  cried  Claude. 
'  "  You  don't  mean  that  V 

"  \  ndeed,  but  I  do,  though ;  and  it  strikes  me  that  we  aie  in  a  pretty  con- 
siderable mess,  now,  Dick." 

**  We  are,  indeed.    What  the  deuce  is  to  be  done  ?*' 

"  Anything  but  desert  Jack." 

"  Certainly.  That  I  ne^er  thought  of  for  a  moment,  I  assure  you  ;  but  it  is 
none  the  less  an  awkward  accident  on  that  account." 

**  True— true,  Dick.  We  most  get  to  some  p'ace  of  shelter,  aad  there  waJt 
till  Jack  has  recovered.  I  hope  that  he  i«  dn\y  shaken  a  little  by  the  fall ;  but 
I  fear  that  he  is  worse  hurt  tka,n  that.     Do  you  know  where  we  are  ?" 

"  Not  very  well.  The  fact  is,  Claude,  this  is  not  a  part  of  the  country 
that  I  have  been  much  in,  and  the  fields  puz^e  me,  rather,  and  it  is  dark, 
too.*' 

•*  Well,  then,  Dick,  all  we  can  do  is  to  ^o  n^i  ofl,      I  wiH»sk  shelter  and 
help  for  him  at  the  first  farm-house  we  com€  t^'* 
^  "  We  can  do  nothing  better,  I  suppose." 

It  was  not  a  very  easy  matter  to  find  a  mode  of  carrying  Jack,  but  at  last 
they  hit  upon  one  which  the  docility  of  the  horses  only  ewabled  them  to  carry 
out. 

They  placed  Jack,  insensible  as  he  ww,  ujJon  the  saddle  of  his  own  Korse,  and 
then  they  rode  one  on  each  side  of  biflu  and  held  him  op,  so  that  they  w«it  all 
three  abreast,  and  at  rather  a  slow  pace^  over  the  ktrge  meadow  in  which  they 
were. 

Both  Claude  and  Dixk  listened  with  painful  interest  for  a»y  s>©nnd  that  might 
be  indicative  of  the  proximity  of  their  pursuers,  but  there  was  none,  and 
certainly,  under  the  circumstances  in  which  they  were  piaced,  that  was  an 
immense  relief. 

"If  those  fellows  with  tlieir  carbines  were  only  at  our  bai^s  now,"  said  Dick^ 
**  they  would  not  find  it  very  difficult  to  make  an  end  of  our  career." 

*'  Indeed  they  would  not,  Dick.  I  fancy  that  just  now  we  are  about  as  help- 
less as  we  can  very  well  be.*' 

"  We  are,  indeed.*' 

Probably  it  was  tfee  jolt^Bg  of  the  horse  and  the  current  of  cold  air  that  came 
across  his  face  which  had  the  effect  of  partially  reviving  Jack  from  the  state  of 
stupor  into  which  he  had  fallen,  but  he  suddenly  heaved  a  deep  sigh. 

"  Ah,  Jack,"  said  Claude,  *'  yau  are  coming  round  again.  How  are  yo'u,. 
now,  old  friend  ?** 

"  Swim  the  stream,**  muttered  Jack.    "  There—  there— fly— fire !" 

"  What  do  you  say  ?" 

**Now — now,  ofi^  again  !'* 

"  He  is  raving,''  said  Dick. 

*•  You  may  depend,  then,  the  fall  has  given  him  a  top  on  the  head,"  said 
Claude,  *'  for  he  has  not  spoken  anything  very  rational  since  it  took  place.  I'm 
afraid  he  is  more  hurt  than  is  imagined." 

Jack'  did  not  speak  again  for  some  few  minutes,  and  then  he  said,  in  a  faint 
Toice — 

"  Claude,  where  are  we  now  ?'* 

There  was  something  in  the  tone  of  his  voice,  now,  which  led  Duval  to  think 
■   that  his  senses  had  really  come  back  to  him,  and  he  replied — 
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"  Why,  Jack,  we  are  in  the  fields.  Do  you  recollect  what  happened  to  you 
awhile  ago  ?  * 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  do  now.     The  horse  fell." 

"All's  light ;  you  will  do  now.  Jack.  Well,  are  you  hurt  much?  Can  you 
feel  any  particular  pain  V* 

"No— no,  I — I  am  only  shaken,  1  think.  Bat  T  hardly  know  yet.  Where 
■are  the  soldiers?* 

"  Far  «nough  off,  1  hope,  by  thig  time.  Do  yon  think  you  could  ride  without 
help.  Jack,  now  ?" 

Even  as  he  spoke  to  hira,  Claude  felt  that  Jack  swayed  heavily  agaitist  his 
arm,  and  as  he  did  not  reply  it  was  pretty  clear  that  he  had  lapsed  again  intj 
insensibility,  which  was  indeed  the  case. 

*'  Poor  fellow,"  said  Claude,  "  it's  of  no  use  to  plague  hira.  He  has  gone 
off  again ." 

"*le  must  be  seriously  injured,"  sard  Dick.  **But  just  look  ahead,  Claude, 
and  tell  me  what  you  make  of  that  black-looking  object  against  the  sky  ?" 

**It*s  some  building,  I  suppose." 

*'  Yes,  but  it  is  in  an  odd  place  rather,  in  the  middle  of  the  field.  Sorely  it 
can't  be  a  homestead  ;  and  yet  I  don't  know  what  else  it  ought  to  be.'' 

"  It's  too  high,  and  looks  more  like  a  tower  than  a  house,'*  said  Claude.  "It 
puzzles  me,  and  that's  a  fact." 

"Let  us  getto'wards  it.  W  e  can  go  as  cautiously  as  we  like.  I  never  saw  so 
odd  a  building  ic  the  meadows  before." 

Tkey  now  kept  the  dark-looking  object  well  in  view,  and  went  rather  carefully 
in  the  direction  of  it.     After  a  little,  Claude  said,  rapidly — 

"Why,  it's  a  mill!" 

"A  mill?"  said  Dick. 

**  Yes,  to  be  sure.  Look  closely  at  it  and  you  will  see  that  it  is.  It  is  some 
old  windmill,  without  a  doubt." 

"  It  is,"  said  Dick.  "  The  idea,  now,  that  so  familiar  an  object  as  that  should 
not  be  at  once  recognised.  Of  course,  it  is  a  dilapidated  mill.  It  is  without 
arnss,  and  that  was  what  made  it  fail  to  suggest  the  id^a  to  us." 

" No  doubt;  but  it's  a  pity  Jack  is  not  so  fer  recovered  that  he  might  give  us 
some  information  about  it,  for,  without  doubt,  infimfate  as  be  is  with  all  the 
suburbs  of  London,  he  would  be  able  to  tell  us  something  concerning  it." 

"  Call  to  him,"  said  Dick.  "  Who  knows  but  he  may  be  able  to  speak  to  us 
again?  and  he  is  so  used  to  your  voice,  that  if  he  will  reply  at  all  it  would  be  to 
such  familiar  tones.** 

"  Jack !  Jack  !'*  said  Claude.     '•  Can  you  answer  me,  old  friend  ?" 

Jack  made  no  reply. 

"  No,  poor  fellow,  he  can't."  | 

"  Very  well,  then  let  us  get  to  the  mill.  It  will  afford  us  shelter,  and  him 
re3t.    What's  that  ?" 

^  A  low  muttering  sound  in  the  sky  attracted  their  attention;  and  after  con- 
tinuing for  a  few  moments,  it  broke  into  a  thunder  clap,  and  the  very  air 
seemed  skilled  and  sultry.  '    * 

"  A  storm  is  brewing,"  said  Dick. 

"  Not  a  doubt  of  it.     Ah!" 

A  flash  of  lightning  so  bewilderingly  vivid  at  that  moment  lit  up  the  scene, 
that  Claude  and  Dick  were  glad  to  dose  their  eyes,  and  the  horses  reared  with 
fright,  and  began  to  plunge  so,  that  it  was  with '  the  greatest  difficulty  Dick  and 
Claude  together  could  bold  up  Jack  in  his  saddle. 

^  While  that  brilli&nt  flash  of  light  had  lasted,  though,  they  had  had  a  capital 
view  of  the  old  mill  and  the  «urroundiag  country  beneath  its  vivid  powers. 

Jack  appeared  now,  by  the  lightning  and  the  thunder,  to  ba  more  thoroughly 
recovered  than  he  had  been,  and  cried  out  in  a  strange  voice — 

"  The  storm  rages  !  the  stoVm  rages !     Death  will  be  the  doom  of  all  !'* 


i^     ■  --  — :  -. 
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"  Peace,  Jack,  peace,"  said  Claude,  **  there  is  no  danger  now.  Be  calm,  I 
beg  of  you." 

•*  Calm  !"  said  Jack.  "Ob,  yes,  I  am  very  calm,  indeed.  I  ana  so  calm  t. 
When  people  are  in  the  grave  they  must  need«  be  calm,  surely." 

'•  He  raves  again,"  said  Dick. 

Another  flash  of  lightning  now  lit  up  the  scene.     It  was  certainly  not  quite  80> 
vivid  as  had  been  the  former  one,  but  still  it  was  of  the  same  blue  and  forked 
character,  and  dazzled  the  eyes  of  the  three  highwaymen,  although  it  did  not 
have  the  effect  of  startling  the  horses  quit^e  so  much  as  the  former  flash  hads 
done. 

"  Let  us  get  to  the  mill,"  sail  Dick.  "  Better  there  than  out  here,  exposed* 
to  the  storm.     Hark  !   That  is  indeed  terribly  like  what  we  may  call  thunder." 

"  It  is  awful !"  said  Claude. 

The  clap  of  thunder  that  had,  at  the  interval  of  about  sixteen  seconds  only, 
followed  the  last  flash  of  lightning,  was  truly  grand.  It  commenced  with  a^ 
noise  such  as  one  might  suppose  would  be  made  by  the  simultaneous  discharge 
cf  a  hundred  pieces  of  heavy  cannon,  and  the  reverberations  of  the  sound  appeared' 
really  as  though  they  would  never  cease. 

By  the  time,  however,  that  the  last  distant  mutterings  of  the  clap  of  thunder 
were  dying  away  in  the  far-oflf  horison,  the  party  had  reached  the  old  mill,  and' 
they  now  saw  euffcient  of  it,  even  by  the  inefficient  light  that  there  was,  to 
enable  them  to  come  to  the  conclusion  that  it  was  quite  a  ruin,  and  had  been 
long  since  deserted,  so  far  as  any  useful  purpose  was  concerned. 

•*  This  is  a  miserable  looking  place,"  said  Dick.  *'  It  looks  as  though  such  a^ 
storm  as  that  which  has  ju&t  begun  would  scatter  it  to  fragments." 

"  No  doubt,  Dick,"  said  Claude,  "  it  has  weathered  many  such,  though,  audi 
will  weather  many  more.     Hold  Jack,  while  I  dismount,  if  you  please,  Dick." 

**I  am  better,"  said  Jack,  faintly. 

"  That's  right.    Can  you  sit  without  help?" 

'•  1  fear  not." 

Dick  supported  him,  while  Claude  Duval  dismounted,  and  then  he  helped 
him  to  the  ground,  but  Jack  was  still  too  ill  to  stand  without  assistance, 
and  Qaude  and  Dick  saw  that  any  attempt  to  make  him  proceed  at  that  time 
would  be  perfectly  futile,  and  would  roost  likely  have  the  effect  of  forcing  them 
in  a  short  time  to  put  up  at  some  place  much  more  inconvenient  than  the  one 
they  were  now  at. 

After  a  brief  consultation,  they  resolved  upon  entering  the  deserted  mill;   but 
'  they  first  of  all  looked  out  for  some  shelter  for  the  horses,  for  a  heavy  drop  or 
two  of  rain  had  fallen,  and  they  fully  expected  that  the  storm  would  end  in  a. 
fearful  shower  of  hail  or  rain. 

After  some  seeking,  they  found  at  a  little  distance  from  the  old  mill  a  shed,. 
the  roof  of  which  was  still  in  a  tolerable  state  of  preservation,  and  to  that 
they  led  the  three  horses.  After  entering  the  hut,  they  found  that  there  was  a 
quantity  o^  litter  on  the  floor  of  it,  consisting  of  straw,  hay,  dry  leaves,  and  sc- 
on, so  that  it  afforded  every  facility  for  keeping  the  horses  comfortable  for  a  short 
time,  at  all  events. 

The  great  object  was  to  litter  them  in  such  a  manner  that  if  the  storm  should 
increase  in  violence  so  as  to  frighten  them  it  might  not  have  the  effect  of  enabling 
them  to  escape  ;  and  this,  with  some  trouble,  Claude  thought  he  had  accjmpUshed: 
pretty  well. 

The  result  will  show  that  in  that  expectation  he  was  disappointed. 

They  had  left^  Jack  partially  supported  against  the  doorway  of  the  old  mill, 
but  when  they  came  back  to  him  they  found  that  he  had  sunk  to  the  ground, 
and  when  they  moved  him  he  groaned  heavily. 

"Jack,"  said  Claude,  "  I  am  quite  convinced  that  you  are  hurt,  and  that  it 
is  something  more  than  a  shake  that  you  have  had  from  the  fdll  off  your  horse." 

"  I  fear  so,  too,"  he  said. 

"  Are  you  ia  aoy  pain  i" 
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'*  Yes,  great  pain  in  my  side.     I  fancy  I  have  broke  a  rib  or  two." 

"  Not  a  doubt  of  it/'  said  Dick,  "  and  it  is  the  pain  that  the  broken   ends   of 

the  bone  give  you  when  you  are  moved,  Jack,  that  induces  the  faiot  feeling  that 

has  sfcvcral  times  come  over -you." 

"  1  don't  think  1  have  absolutely  fainted,"  said  Jack,  **  for  when  I  felt  quite 

incapable  of  speech  or  movement  I  still  had  a  kind  of  idea  of  what  was  going 

OD. 

"  There  is  no  help  for  it.  Jack,"  s&id  GlaadC)  "  jou  must  have  reet." 

"  What  place  is  this  ?" 

*•  Why,  It  is  an  old,  rained,  broken-down  mill," 

"A  mill?" 

"  Yes,  Jack." 

"  Is  there  a  tall  tree  close  to  it,  with  a  dead  branch  at  the  top  of  it  ?" 

"  There  is  a  tall  tree;  but  it  is  too  dark  to  see  the  top  of  it,  though  the  dead 
branch  may  be  there  for  all  we  know  to  the  contrary.  Do  you  know  this  place. 
Jack?" 

"  I  do.  It  is  called  the  haunted  meadow,  and  the  old  mill  is  supposed  to 
be  the  resort  of  supernatural  beings.  Ko  one  will  venture  near  it  at  night,  and 
particularly  during  the  prevalence  of  any  storm  ;  it  is  said  to  be  haunted  by  the 
most  horrible  forms  belonging  to  another  world." 

**  Well,"  said  Claude,  laughing,  "  we  have  seen  nothing  in  the  shape  of  life, 
either  of  this  world  or  another,  except  ourueWes,  yet.  Jack." 

"But  you  may." 

Claude  gave  Dick  a  slight  nudge  with  his  elbow,  as  though  he  would  have 
said — 

"Do  you  hear  how  his  old  superstitious  feelings  cling  to  poor  Jack  ?" 

*^  Ah,"  said  Dick.  "But  you  don't  mean  to  saj,  Jack,  that  you  can  ^lieve 
in  such  stuflf?" 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  Jack. 

Another  flash  of  lightning  now  lit  upon  the  old  mill  and  the  whole  surround- 
ing  landscape  with  surpassing  brilliancy,  and  this  time  the  electric  fluid  appeared 
to  spread  itself  out  and  to  linger  in  the  air,  so  that  those  who  were  by  the 
entrance  to  the  old  mill  could  see  quite  clear  for  a  short  space  of  time  the 
building  and  every  object  around  it  as  plainly  as  if  the  snn  of  a  summer'a  day 
had  been  shining. 

*'  This  is  terrible,"  said  Jack.  "  Why,  there  is  a  stream  here.  You  did  not  tell 
me,  Claude,  that  there  was  a  stream  here." 

Duval  was  about  to  reply  to  him,  but  what  he  would  have  said  was  completely 
drowned  in  the  clap  of  thuLder  that  followed  th/it  vivid  and  beautiful  lightning 
flash. 


CHAPTER  CCCXXIIL 

THE    SPECTRE    FUNERAL    TAKES    PLACE  IN    THE   OLD    MILL. 

PcOH  Jack  was  evidently  very  much  put  out  of  his  way  at  the  idea  of  being^ 
m  the  haiyited  mill  during  the  continuance  of  a  storm,  and  without  waiting  to 
'  t  hear  what  his  friends  would  say,  he  spoke  as  soon  as  the  reverberations  of  the 
thunder  had  sufficiently  subsided  so  that  his  voice  could  be  heard. 

*'  Let  us  leave  this  place  at  once,"  he  said  j  *'  oh,  let  us  leave  this  place,  I 
implore  you  both." 

*'  We  cancot,  Jack." 

"Why  not  ?  I  am  better — indeed,  I  am.  Let  mesuflfer  what  I  may,  I  shall 
be  content,  so  that  1  ride  away  from  this  place." 

There  was  now  a  strange  rushing  noise  in  the  air,  and  several  very  large  hail- 
stones ieii  upon  the  highwaymen. 

"  Here  it  comes,"  said  Dick. 
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"  Yes,  and  we  shall  catch  the  worst  of  the  storm  if  we  don't  get  some  shelter,** 
said  Claude.  "  Come,  Jack,  let  me  help  you  to  get  und^r  <jQver.  I  heg  thiat 
|,  you  will  make  no  objection,  but  that  for  our  sakes,  9.S  well  as  for  your  own,  jow 
I   will  avail  yourself  of  the  shelter  of  the  mill," 

I  Jack  said  nothing.  The  appeal  that  Claude  had  made  to  him  was  one  that 
he  could  not  very  well  resist,  notwitHstaading  his  great  and  shudderii^ 
disinclination  to  enter  a  place  that  had  so  evil  a  reputation  as  that  liauoted 
mill. 

It  is  no  new  thing  to  the  reader,  though^  to  find  that  poor  Jack  is  infected 
hy  superstitious  fears.  The  peculiar  incidents  of  his  career  had  given  rise  to 
the  feeling,  and  he  could  not  shake  it  o^,  do  what  he  would. 

It  is  a  strange  thing  with  regard  to  superstitious  feelings  g,uch  as  those  that 
beset  poor  Jack,  that  no  lexperieoce  will  ever  suffice  to  rid  any  one  of  them.  It 
wiM  be  found  that  in  no  one  instwice  has  this  fear  been  at  all  resisted  by  the 
result  of  any  combination  of  circumstances  ;  but  still,  when. a  new  combination 
arises,  the  fears  still  remain. 

Of  course,  if  one  preof  in  the  shape  of  an  absolute  event  could  ever  be  brought 
forward,  one  would  not  wonder  at  the  feeling  of  auperstition  gathering  strength; 
but  when  that  is  impeesihle,  it  4o€5  seem  strange  that  experience  does  not 
dissipate  it. 

Claude  led  Jack  into  the  mill. 
**  How  cold  it  is/' said  Duval. 

"Yes,"  said  Dick;  "and  the  place  smells  as  damp  as  the  very  grave.  I 
fancy  it  has  been  a  pretty  considerable  time  siaoe  there  rW?w  ever  a  fire  in  tjiis 
building." 

"  VVell,  it  shan't  be  nottch  loiiger,  then,"  said  Oaud^  "  for  f  will  try  if  I  can't 
ligrht  one  somehow." 

••  No-no,"  said  Jack.     "Oh,  don't!" 
"  But  you  will  be  as  comfortable  again,  Jack." 
*'  Oh,  never  mind  me." 

"  But  it  is  you  that  we  do  mind.  You  are  hurt,  and  it's  you  and  your  com- 
forts that  we  must  attend  to  now;  so  don' c  say  another  word  about  it-i-a  fire 
we  will  have.  You  have  some  phosphorus  matches  about  you^  Jack,  nojw,  have 
you  not  P" 

'*  No.     That  is,  I  think  not.'* 

"Stuff;  vou  mean  yes.    That  i$,  you  think  vcHibav^*' 
"  Perhaps  I  have.'* 
*'  Jack — Jack,  produce  the  matches." 

■Jaek  did  so  with  a  deep  sigh,  for  be  thought  that  the.lightraga  fire  in  the 
old  mill  argued  the  fact,  that  his  two  friends  thought  of  making  some  stay  in  it, 
which  he  was  most  decidedly  adverse  to. 

'*  Now,  then,"  said  Dick,'  "you  collect  what  dry  rubbish  you  can,  Claude, 
and  I  will  light  a  wax  candle,  and  we  will  soon  see  what  sort  of  a  place  we 
are  in." 

The  bit  of  candle  that  Dick  Turpin  produced  was  soon  lit,  and  after  sheltering 
it  from  any  adverse  blast  of  wind  with  hi3  hand  for  a  few  moments,  until  the 
ikme  had  gathered  strength,  he  held  it  up,  and  let  its  little  rays  illumine  the  , 
old  mill  as  well  as  possible.  I 

Tiiey  all  three  looked  about  them  now  with  considerable  curi<>sity,  and  even  I 
Jack  appealed  to  forget  some  of  his  feaES  in  the  interest  ihat  the  cdd  place  ' 
excited  in  him.  [ 

h  was  well  worth  the  looking  at,  was  the  low!er  portion  of  that  ancient 
structure. 

The  area  of  the  inside  of  the  mill  was  much  larger  than  it  appeared  possible 

to   be,  looking  at  the  building  from  the  outside,  and  a!t  one  time  it  was  evident 

that  it  ban  beea  fitted  up  with. a  much  greater  regard  to  personal  comfort  than 

such  buildings  usually  were. 

The  walls   were  all  panelled  with  oak,  and  the  flpormg  was  well  laid  down. 


LIFE  ON  THE  ROAD.  1343 


At'  one  end  tliere  was  a  large  fire-pfece,  and  some  massive  iron  supports  (ot 
billets  of  wood  to  be  burnt  upon. 

The  roof  was  one  mass  of  heavy  rafters,  crossing  and  recrossing  each  other  in 
air  directions. 

The  place,  too,  was  not  wholly  destitute  of  some  rude  articles  of  furniture^ 
and,  take  it  altogether,  it  certainly  presented  a  very  desirable  refuge  from  such 
a  storm  as  that  which  was  raging  without. 

That  the  storm  was  raging,  the  three  adventurers  were  put  in  mind  by  such  a 
rattle  of  hail-stones,  that  it  was  impossible  for  some  few  mmutes  that  they  could 
have  heard  a  word  that  either  of  them  might  have  addressed  to  each  other. 

Such  a  fall  of  hail,  howeverj  could  not  possibly  last  very  long,  and  it  sud^ 
denly  ceased  as  if  by  magic,  and  all  was  still. 

"It  is  over  now,"  said  Jack,  faintly. 

Claude  had  placed  Jack  in  a  large,  rough-looking,  old-fashioned,  woodea 
chair,  by  the  side  of  the  ample  hearth,  upon  which  hearth  he  had  then  a  quantity 
of  rubbish  that  he  found  about  the  floor  of  the  old  mill. 

"Yes,  Jack,"  he  said,  '*rt  is  over  for  the  moment.'* 

**  ft  is  over  for  good,  Claude." 

'*  Don't  say  that,  Jack,"  replied  Duval,  who  divined  his  motive,  and  knew 
that  he  wished  at  any  sacrifice  still  to  leave  the  place—'*  don't  say  that.  It 
may  begin  again,  and  in  my  opinion  it  will,  too." 

Jack  was  about  to  say  something  in  contradiction  of  this  opinion,  whetJ,^ 
as  if  Claude  Duval*s  words  had  been  prophetic,  down  came  the  hail  again  with 
greater  clamour  and  speed  than  before,  and  so  much  of  it  found  its  way  down 
the  old  chimney,  and  bounced  into  the  apartment,  if  it  might  be  called  such,  in 
which  they  were,  that  Jack  was  silent,  and  Claude  found  that  the  task  of  light- 
ing a  fire  was  for  the  moment  out  of  the  question. 

"This  is  hail,  indeed,"  said  Dick,  as  he  took  up  a  large  mass  of  ice  from  the 
floor. 

^'It  »s,"  said  Claude-;  **bat  the  storm  will,  in  reality,  be  over  soon,  I  fancy, 
now.  These  hail-storms  are  generally  brief  enough-,  and  the  appearance  of  the 
hail  is  the  end  of  the  storm." 

**  Yes,"  said  Jack,   "  and  we  can  go  then." 
''  Claude  made  no  answer  to  this  ;  but  taking  the  light  from  Dick,  he  placed  it 
among  the  rubbish  he  had  collected  in  the  ample  fire-place. 

A  dense-like  smoke  rose,  and  for  a  moment  or  two  came  out  into  the  room,, 
and  half  choked  them. 

**  We  shall  be  forced  to  go,"  said  Jack. 

The  chimney  in  a  few  moments  then  began  to  do  its  daty,  and  the  cold  air 
being  forced  out  of  it,  there  was  a  strong  and  steady  draught,  and  the  smoke- 
ascended  at  a  great  rate,  and  a  bright  flame  rose  from  the  mass  of  material  upon 
the  hearth. 

"  That  will  do,"  said  Dick. 

•*Ah  !"  said  Claude,  "how  cheerful  a  thing  is  a  fire,  after  all !  Now,  Jack, 
only  look  about  you,  and  o^n,  old  fellow,  that  we  are  infinitely  be'ter  off  here 
than  in  the  murky  meadows  outside.  The  flame  imparts  quite  an  air  &l  comfort 
even  to  the  old  place." 

"But  our  pursuers,"  said  Jack.  *'  It  would  not  be  very  comfortable  to  have 
them  pop  in  all  of  a  sudden." 

**1  agree  with  you  there,"  said  Dick  ;  "and  so,  while  you  look  after  the  fire, 
Clacfde,.  I  will  go  out  and  take  a  good  look  about  the  place,  as  well  as  listen 
if  I  can  hear  any  sound  that  may  indvcate  the  approach  of  the  soldiers." 

"They  are  off  our  track,"  said  Claude  ;  "  so  if  they  come  here,  it  will  be  by 
accident  only." 

Dick  went  out  ;  and'tfcen  CJlaude  said  lo  Jack— 

**  Gome,  now,  Jack,  don't  let  Turpin  think  that  you  are^tlic  slave  of  every 
ridiculous  superstition  that  you  have  ever  heard  of.     For  my  credit's  aake,  as 
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Tvell  as  for  your  own,  let  me  beg  of  you  to  make  an  effort  to  shake  off  such 
foolish  fears.*' 

"  I  will,  Claude." 

**  You  will  ?  Weil,  then,  if  you  will,  it  is  as  good  as  done ;  for  superstilioa 
loses  its  power  over  us  as  soon  as  we  have  the  courage  to  dispute  it.  It  is  like 
all  other  miseries.  Jack,  only  powerful  m  so  far  as  we  choose  to  submit 
to  it." 

•*  I  feel,*'  said  Jack,  "  that  it  is  foolish  to  give  way  to  such  fancies ;  bat  as 
regards  this  place,  there  is,  I  assure  you,  a  very  fearful  story  told.'* 

"  Indeed  r 

"  Yes,  Claude ;  and  when  Dick  comes  back,  if  he  should  report  that  all 
seems  to  be  safe,  I  will  let  you  know  it." 

**  Do  so.  Jack ;  and  here  he  comes;  Well,  Dick,  how  do  you  fiad  affairs 
outside?** 

"  Up  to  your  knees  in  wet  and  muck.'* 

'*  And  no  news  of  our  foes  ?'* 

**  None,  whatever.  It  strikes  me  very  forcibly  that  they  won't  at  all  fancy 
taking  to  the  meadows  in  the  sweet  condition  they  are  in  at  present.  The 
-liorses,  too,  are  all  right,  and  don't  seem  at  all  put  out  of  the  way  by  the  hail- 
storm.*' 

•'  Very  good ;  and  see  how  the  fire  burns." 

"  It  is  quite  a  cheering  sight." 

**  Jack  saj's  he  will  tell  me  why  this  place  is  called  the  haunted  mill." 

*'  Drive  o»,  then.  Jack,  and  let  us  know  all  about  it," 

Dick  brought  himself  a  seat,  of  which  there  were  several  in  the  room,  and 
Claude  having  likewise  provided  himself  with  one,  they  both  looked  at  Jack  to 
begin ;  but  just  as  he  was  about  to  do  so,  Duval  said — 

"  How  about  the  broken  ribs,  though.  Jack  ?  It's  too  bad  to  set  a  fellow  to 
story  telling  in  such  a  state." 

*'  Why,''  said  Jack,  "  I  am  inclined  to  think  that  after  all  it  is  only  a  sprain, 
for  it  is  better,  and  I  can  use  my  arm,  at  all  events,  more  freely;  but  there  is  a 
deuce  of  a  lump  on  <he  side  of  my  head." 

•*  That  was  what  confused  your  faculties  a  little,  Jack." 

"No  doubt  of  it." 

"  Well,  the  story— the  story,'*  said  Dick, 

'*  You  must  know,  then,"  said  Jack,  '*  that  a  murder  has  been  committed  in 
■the  mill.  The  fields  all  round  this  spot,  and  the  mill,  and  a  large  mansion 
that  is  not  far  off,  all  belonged  to  a  family  named  Wingrove.  There  were  two 
sons  of  the  proprietor  of  the  place,  and  when  he  died  he  left  all  to  the  younger 
-of  the  two,  to  the  exclusion  of  the  elder ;  but  if  the  elder  should  survive  the 
younger,  the  property  was  to  go  to  him,  as  the  old  man  said  that  if  such  should 
happen  he  hoped  the  elder  would  have  acquired  wisdom  and  virtue  by  years, 
which  he  did  not  then  possess." 

*•  Rather  harsh,  that,"  said  Dick. 

"  It  was,  and  it  appeared  that  the  elder  son  was  in  some  foreign  land,  but 
-hearing  that  bis  father  was  dead,  he  came  to  England  and  sent  a  letter  to  his 
younger  brother  to  visit  him  here  at  this  mill,  for  he  set  forth  in  the  letter  that 
be  had  committed  acts  that  made  it  impossible  he  could  show  himself  publicly 
in  this  country. 

"  Well,  they  met  in  the  mill,  and  the  elder  murdered  the  younger  in  the  upper 
floor  of  tliis  very  building,  and  cast  the  body  down  a  trap-door  in  the  ceiling.* 

"  A  irap-door  in  the  ceiling?  I  wonder  if  it  is  really  here  still,**  said  Claude, 
rising. 

"  Doii't  look  for  it,"  said  Jack, 

*'  Oh,  why  not  ?  Stuff  and  nonsense,  Jack.  Why  not  ?  If  I  really  find  it, 
I  shall  place  much  more  reliance  upon  your  story,  and  if  I  don't  I  shall  place 
none  at  all  upon  it." 
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'   Claude  got  a  lighted  brand  from  the  fire,  and  held  it  up   towards   the  ceiling, 
until  at  last  he  cried — 

**  Here  it  is." 

'*  Well,  then,"  said  Jack,  "  I  hope  you  are  satisfied,  that's  all." 

"  I  am  so  far." 


DICK     TUUPIN    CHASTISES    MR.     MILLS    FOR    ATTEMPTING    TO    S))OOT    HIM. 


A  Strange  howling  noise  was  now  heard,  as  if  from  the  upper  chambers  of  the 
mill,  and  then  there  was  a  lumbering  sound  just  abo»e  the  very  trap-door  of 
which  Jack  had  so  recently  mnde  mention. 

"  Wiiat  the  deuce  is  that?"  sai(4  Clauc^e. 

Dick  and  Jack  had  both  risen  j  but  the   latter  did  not  feel  himself  well  enough 
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to  take  any  active  part  in  what  might  ensue ;  so  he  sank  back  again  into  his 
chair  with  a  deep  groan. 

The  noise  had  entirely  ceased  ;  but  that  something  had  taken  place  in  one  ©f 
the  upper  chambers  of  the  mill  there  could  be  no  doubt ;  for  as  they  had  all 
heard  the  Doise,  if  could  not  be  by  any  possibility  ascribed  merely  to  imagina- 
tion. 

*'  Go  on  with  your  story,  Jack,"  said  Claude. 

*'  Perhaps  I  had  better  not,"  said  Jack,  faintly. 

*' Oh,  nonsense  !     Let  us  know  it  all." 

"  Well,  the  elder  brother  buried  the  younger  under  the  floor  of  this  part  of 
the  mill ;  but  ae  he  was  taking  his  way  to  the  house  after  the  deed  of  blood,  and 
fancying  that  all  would  be  his,  there  came  on  a  storm,  and  he  was  struck  dead 
by  the  lightning.** 

**  Serve  him;  right." 

'*  He  was; buried  herein  the  grsvche  had  made  for  his  brother,  whose  remains 
were  removed  to  the  family  vault;  but  the  ashes  of  the  murderer  moulder 
beneath  this  fiooiring,  and  the  funeral  took  place  at  the  dead  of  the  night,  being 
attended  by  some  of  the  old  servants  of  the  family,  and  since  then  the  rail!  is 
haunted  by  the  ghosts  of  both  the  brothers,  and  once  a- year  by  the  spectre 
funeral." 


CHAPTER  CCCXXIV.  >       ^ 

THE   SOLDIBHS  51ND   THE    MICL  TOO    HOT   It)    HOLD    THEM. 

"The   spectre  funeral!'*  said   Duval;  "what  sort  of  a  ghost  can  that  be>> 
Jack  ? " 

"Ah,"  said  Dick  Turpin,  **  I  should  like  to  know.  I-  have  heard  of  many 
ghosts;  but  the  ghost  of  a  funeral  cortege  must  be  something  rare.  I  wonder 
Low  the  ghost  of  a  coffin  looks  ?'* 

*'  You  may  laugh  as  you  like,"  said  Jack,,  mournfully  ;  *'  but  it  is  a  fact,  I 
assure  you." 

"What  is  a  fact?" 

''Why,  that  on  the  evening'  of  the  murder  at  midnight  the  spectres  of  all 
who  buried  the  dead  body  of  the  murderer  here  appear,  and  go  through  pre- 
cisely the  same  ceremony  then,  that  they  did  originally  ;  for  they  say  that  his 
spirit  cannot  rest,  as  it  lies  in  unconsecrated  ground,  and  Uiat  these  who  buried 
him  can  have  no  peace  till  some  clergyman  comes  upon  one  of  the  anniversaries, 
and  reads  the  buiial  service  over  the  old  bones  that  lie  beneath  our  feet." 

"Oh — oh!'*  said  both  Claude  and  Turpin,  "you  do  not  really  and  trah% 
now.  Jack,  expect  us  to  awallow  that  V 

"  You  can  believe  it  not,  as  you  please,'*  said  Jack.  "  I  only  tell  it" to  you  as 
it  was  told  to  me,  and  I  always  thought  it  rather  a  fearful  story.  I  don't  feel 
well  Kiough  to  contend  with  your  unbelief;  but  I  do  think  that  even  if  you 
were  to  see  the  spectre  funeral,  you  would  not  believe  it,  then." 

"  You  arc  quite  right,  Jack.** 
^  *'  Oh,  then,  don't  ask  me  to  teil  you  anything  else.** 

"Yes,  we  will,  Jack  ;  but  vve^ne«iinot  believe  it  for  all  that,  vou  know.*' 

"  Hark  !"  said  Turpin.     "What  is  that?" 

Three  distinct  knocks  came  upon  the  floor  of  the  apartment  above  that  which 
they  were  in,  and  then  a  strange,  smothered  scream  burst  upon  the  night  air. 

"There,  there,"  said  Jack.  "I  knew  it — 1  knew  it.  Oh,  let  us  get  away 
from  this  place.  I  tell  you  it  is  haunted,  and  it  cannot  be  a  good  thing  for 
a  living  man  to  mingle  with  the  spirits  of  the  dead.  Come  away — oh,  come  ! 
Ah,  I — fear  1  cannot." 

Jack  made  an  eflfort  to  rise  from  the  chair  upon  which  he  was  sitting  ;  but 
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he  sank  back  in  it  again  on  the  HQoment,  for  the  hurts  he  had  received  from  the 
fall  of  his  horse  so  disabled  him,  that  he  was  in  anything  but  a  fit  state  to  carry 
out  his  own  advice  to  fly  from  that  haunted  mill. 

All  was  still  again  in  ihe  upper  part  of  the  mill. 

"Claude/*  said  Turpio,  in  a  tone  -which  showed  how  deeply  his  curiosity 
was  excited,  *'  what  do  you  really  think  is  the  meaning  of  all  this  noise  above 
here?" 

*'  He  cannot  tell  you,"  said  Jack,  rather  pettishly. 

"Well,  1  think  T  can.    Some  one  or  more  persons  are  there,  and  they  think 
they  have  a  better  right  to  the  old  mill  than  we  have,  and  so  they  want  to  gei 
rid  of  us." 
-  "  Oh,  no—no.*' 

"  Yes,  Jack,  that  is  it,  old  friend  ;  bat  they  won't  succeed  while  such  a  night 
as  this  is  outside,  I  can  tell  them.'* 

The  same  kind  of  noise  now  sounded  from  above  ;  only  now  instead  of 
the  three  knocks  succeeding  as  though  they  were  all  upon  the  trap-door,  they 
appeared  to  go  over  the  floor,  and  to  be  in  three  very  dilFerent  parts  of  it. 

Jack  groaned  aloud. 

"  Ob,"  he  said,  *'  I  would  not  be  here  on  the  night  when  the  spectre  funeral 
ai^ars  for  a  trifle." 

"  What  night  is  it.  Jack?"  said  Turpin.  **  I  might  feel  inclined  to  come 
just  to  see  the  sight." 

'*  The  third  of  August,"  said  Jack. 

*'  What  r" 

*' The  third  of  August." 

**Why,  Jack,  do  you  know  what  you  are  saying,  old  fellow  ?  This  is  the 
third  of  August !  Why,  you  will  forget  your  own  name  next.  Jack.  Don't 
you  know  that  this  is  the  very  date  you  mention  ?  Why,  Jack — Jack,  you  are 
having  a  joke  with  us."* 

"  it  s  no  joke  to  him,"  said  Claude.  "I  think  he  has  fainted.  I  will  raise 
a  flame  in  the  fire.'* 

By  giving  the  fire  rather  a  vigorous  stir,  Claude  Duval  succeeded  in  getting 
up  a  flame  in  it,  by  the  aid  of  which  he  saw  that  Jack  was  looking  very  pale, 
but  bad  not  absolutely  fainted. 

"Why,  Jack,"  he  cried,  '*rouseyour3e]f  from  this  torpid  condition.  I  never 
knew  you  so  completely  overcome  by  superstitious  fears  before.  Come — come, 
old  fellow,  laugh  it  off." 

"Tne  very  day  !'*  said  Jack,  faintly.     *' There  is  some  fatality  in  this.'* 

"Ha!  ha'!     Well,  what  then.  Jack  ?** 

"What,  then,  do  you  ask,  Claude  Duval  ?  I  dread  to  think  what  then  1  I 
dread  to  ask  myself  the  question.'* 

"  I  don't,  then.     Do  you,  Dick  ?" 

"  Not  I." 

Jack  raised  his  hand. 

**  There,"  he  said—"  there  again.    Do  you  hear  that,  both  of  you?" 
*'What?--what?*' 

*' A  voice  singing.     I  hear  it.    Don't  make  me  think  that  I  am  mad,  and  that 
1  hear   things  that  j-ou  do  not.     There  it  comes  again.     It  is  a  voice  singing 
something  in  a  low,  wailing  accent.*' 
*'  I  do  hear  it,"  said  Claude. 

"And  so  do    I,"  said   Dick  Tarpin.    "The   noise  gets   louder,  too,   each 
moment.     There  it  comes  again.     Where  the  deuce  is  it  r" 
"Hush!— hush!'; 

From  a  very  low,  weak  voice  that  could  scarcely  be  heard,  the  tones  of  some 
one  singing  a  plaintive  air  became  quite  clearly  perceptible,  and  in  a  few  minutes 
more,  although  they  were  all  rather  at  a  loss  to  say  whether  the  voice  came 
from  above  or  below,  or  from  some  room  upon  the  same  level  with  the  one  they 
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were  in,  ihey  could  all  three  plainly  hear   even  the   words  of  the  song,  if  song 
that  strangely  chanted  melody  could  be  called. 
Those  words  were  as  follows  :  — 

♦'  The  Mood  of  a  brotder 

Will  seek  not  to  rest 
When  shed  by  tbe  hand 

That  should  shield  the  loved  breast. 
The  cKeek  that  is  pale 

From  the  guilt  of  the  heart, 
Wiil  never  know  peace 

Till  the  world  shall  depart— 
Til  time  is  bo  more — 
Till  the  seas  cease  to  roar — 
Till  sunk  is  the  shore, 
And  the  world  te  its  core 

Orumbles  into  the  dust." 

Three  frightful  shrieks  concluded  or  put  a  stop  to  this  strange  rhapsody^ 
which,  towards  the  latter  part  of  it,  was  articulated  in  a  most  singular 
fashion. 

"  Help  !— help  !"  said  Jack. 

"  What's  the  matter  ?" 

"Oh,  I  know  not;  but  I  feel — as  if  I  were  choking  in  this  place.  For  the 
love  of  Heaven,  let  us  go.  Let  us  go,  I  say  !  What  is  the  time?  Is  it  near 
to  midnight  ?  I  tell  you  both  that  the  spectre  funeral  will  be  here  to-night,, 
as  sure  as  we  are  living  men  !" 

*•  Stuff  !     Be  quiet,  Jack." 

"I  cannot.     I  implore  you  to  go  from  this  place.** 

"Jack,"  said  Claude,  ** there  are  several  reasons  why  we  cannot  comply 
with  your  request,  and  one  of  them  is,  that  to  do  so  would  be  to  give  way  to 
superstitious  fears,  which  neither  Turpin  nor  I  feel  at  all  inclined  to  do." 

"  Certainly  not,"  said  Turpin. 

*•  But  you  cannot  fight  against  facts,  Claude." 

**  No ;  but  L  don't  see  tbe  facts  yet." 

"Those  noises — those  terrible  shrieks,  and  that  unearthly  singing.  What 
call  you  all  that  ?" 

**  Nothing  more.  Jack,  than  I  could  do  myself  at  a  veay  few  moments'  notice, 
if  there  was  any  occas  on  so  to  do  ;  but  if  Turpin  is  of  my  mind,  he  will  take 
good  care  not  to  leave  this  place  without  some  sort  of  solution  of  the  mysteries 
connected  with  it." 

"I  am  of  that  way  of  thinking,"  said  Turpin,  "  and  am  quite  willing  to  ac- 
company you,  Claude,  in  a  search  through  the  old  mill." 

*'  Come,  then,  I  don't  suppose  that  our  foes,  the  soldiers,  are  likely  to  trouble 
us  here,  so  suppose  we  try  to  discover  what  we  can  of  the  secrets  of  this  place." 

* '  And  what  am  I  to  do  ?"  said  Jack. 

*'  If  you  think  yourself  unsafe,  Jack,  we  will  not  leave  you;  but  I  must  confess 
.1  see  no  cause  for  such  a  feeling  upon  your  part." 

"  Nor  I,"  said  Turpin.  "  Besides,  of  course,  if  we  are  in  the  mill  we  shall  be- 
near  enough  to  you,  Jack,  to  hear  you  if  you  see  occasion  to  give  any  alarm." 

"Go— go!" 

*'  Take  him  at  his  word,"  whispered  Turpin  to  Claude  Duval.  "  He  must 
be  cured,  if  possible,  of  these  strange  fancies  that  possess  him,  and  which  really 
have  the  effect  of  warping  his  judgment  and  making  his  life  quite  miserable.'^ 

*•  Yes,  I  would  do  anything  to  give  his  imagination  a  different  turn,  but  I  much 
fear  that  it  is  too  late  to  do  so." 

Poor  Jack  now  looked  at  them  both  with  a  gloomy  kind  of  intent  as  they  made 
the  preparations  to  get  to  the  upper  part  of  tbe  old  mill.  A  very  brief  exami- 
nation assured  them  that  theie  had  been  in  one  corner  of  the  rather  large 
apartment  in  which  they  were  a  staircase,  or  rather  a  set  of  open   steps  leading 
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to  the  upper  rooms  of  the  building,  but  they  were  there  no  longer,  so  that  there 
did  not  appear  to  be  any  mode  of  reaching  the  rooms*  above,  except  through  the 
trap-door  in  the  ceiling. 

**  That  -will  be  our  way,"  said  Claude,  pointing  to  it. 

"  Assuredly,"  said  Dick  Turpin. 

Jack  merely  held  up  his  hands  and  gave  his  head  a  slight  toss,  as  much  as  to 
say—"  Can  it  be  possible  that  they  are  mad  enough  to  put  their  heads  through 
that  trap  door."  They  observed  him,  but  they  took  no  notice  of  his  rather  ex- 
pressive pantomime  in  disapprobation  of  their  course. 

Claude  dragged  a  table  under  the  trap-door,  and  then  mounted  it.  As  he  did 
60,  a  deep  hoUov/  voice  of  the  most  uneaithly  cadences,  suddenly  said— 

if  Beware !" 

«  Eh  ?"  said  Claude.    «  What?'» 

"  Beware !" 

"  Oh,  thank  yoa.  I  mean  to  keep  a  good  lookout,  and  to  take  all  the  care  of 
mvself  1  can.'* 

*"  Beware  !" 

*'  That  will  do.    I  heard  you  say  that  before.'* 

"  Oh  r'  cried  Jack,  "  this  is  truly  terrible.  Three  times  he  has  been  told  to 
beware  !  and  he  treats  the  warning  with  the  most  shameful  levity.  Claude- 
Claude,  the  beings  of  another  world  will  not  be  trifled  with  in  such  a  manner.*' 

**  I  beg  your  pardon,  Jack,  but  1  really  think  thai  I  have  more  grounds  of 
complaint  than  they  have.  Tbey  are  trifling  with  me,  for  they  keep  telling  me 
to  beware  !  but  they  do  not  have  the  kindness  to  say  what  of." 

Jack  shut  his  eyes.  He  was  truly  shocked  at  the  mode  in  which  Claude 
Duval  spoke  of  the  supernatural  world,  and  he  would  not  encourage  him  by 
saying  another  word. 

Claude  nodded  to  Turpin,  and  then  said— 

**  See  that  your  pistols  are  in  order,  and  follow  me,  Dick.  We  will,  at  all 
events,  place  ourselves  in  a  position  to  form  a  clearer  opinion  of  affairs  in  thia 
place  than  vie  can  do  now.    Follow  me  as  closely  as  you  can,  Dick." 


CHAPTER  CCCXXV. 

TBB  MYSTERIES   OF   THE  HAUNTED   MILL  ARE   RATHER  ON   THE  INCREASE.  ^ 

Bt  standing  on  the  table  which  he  had  placed  in  the  middle  of  the   room, 
Claude  Duval  found  that  he  was  of  suflScient  height  to  command  the  trap-door - 
easily. 

Dick  Turpin  sprang  up  on  to  the  table  by  his  side. 

*' Is  it  open,  Claude?" 

"  Not  yet,  I  am  trying  it.** 

The  trap-door  appeared  to  be  quite  fast,  and  situated  as  Claude  Duval  waa, 
of  course  he  could  not  bring  much  force  to  bear  against  it,  so  that  a  trifling 
fastening  on  the  other  side  would  have  the  effect  of  holding  it  tolerably  closely 
down. 

*'  We  must  get  something  to  force  it  with,"  said  Claude. 

"  Suppose  you  tried  a  pistol-shot  through  it." 

"  I  don't  like  to  do  that,  for,  after  all,  we  don't  know  who  may  be  on  the 
other  side,  and  a  chance  shot  if  it  hits  any  one,  generally  hits  the  wrong 
one." 

I     "  Well,  there  is  truth  in  that      But  I  will  get  one  of  those   spare  pieces   of 
wood  that  are  in  yonder  corner  behind  where   Jack  is   now  silting,  and  by  its 
aid  we  shall  soon  succeed  in  forcing  the  trap-door. 
I      *'  Do  so— do  so." 

j     Dick  Turpin  jumped  off  the  tab'e  to  get  the.  piece  of  wood  he  spoke  of,  and 
;  then  there  came  the  mysterio:.8  taps  from  ab  jve  upon  the  trapdoor. 
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'*That  will  do,"  said  Claude,  «  I  hear  you." 

*'  Rash  mortal,"  said  a  void,  "  once  more  beware.  Desist  from  this  wild 
attempt  to  penetrate  the  mysteries  of  beings  that  are  not  of  this  world.  Mortal, 
be  warned,  and  depart  in  peace.'' 

•*  Thank  you,"  said  Claude,  "  for  the  cautian  ;  but  I  feel  quite  a  curiosity  to 
have  a  look  at  yoa,  and  as  I  do  not  come  to  you  with  any  mischievous  intent,  I 
really  don't  see  what  you  can  have  to  complain  of." 

"Oh!  oh!"  said  Jack. 

"D— n  it  !"  cried  Claude,  suddenly,  *' what  is  that?'* 

He  sprang  from  the  table,  and  then  they  all  saw  descending  from  various  little 
crevices  round  the  trap-door  small  globules  of  blue  light,  each  one  of  which  as 
it  fell  shot  up  from  the  table  into  a  little  flame  of  brilliant  blue. 

A  loud  yell  then  came  from  above,  and  Jack  sprang  up  from  his  chair  as 
Ciough  he  had  not  been  hurt  at  all,  and  shouted  out — 

"There — there  is  one  of  them  \" 

*'One  of  what?"  said  Claude. 

Jack  gave  the  fire  a  plunging  kick  with  his  heavy  riding-boot,  which  made  it 
shoot  up  into  a  flame  again,  and  then  they  all  three  saw  reaching  down  from  the 
trap-door,  which  was  opened  about  six  inches  to  allow  of  it  passing,  a  hand  and 
arm,  but  a  perfect  skeleton. 

There  were  the  long  bony  fingers,  and  the  double  bone  of  the  fore  arm,  yellow 
with  the  marks  of  decay.     Not  a  particle  of  flesh  was  upon  that  arm. 

"Clutch  me,"  said  a  voice,  "and  come  to  the  dead." 

The  hand  waved  to  aud  fro  as  if  seeking  for  some  _one  whom  it  might  lay 
hold  of  below. 

Now,  without  being  superstitious  at  all,  any  one  might  be  rather  surprised  at 
such  a  little  incident  as  this,  and  it  was  no  wonder  then  that  both  Claude  Duval 
and  Dick  Turpin  continued  talook  at  the  strange  sight  before  them  without  getting 
upon  the  table  again. 

Dick  appeared  to  be  the  most  thoroughly  astounded  of  the  two';  and  the  hand, 
after' making  as  it  appeared  several  ineffectual  grasps  to  try  and  get  hold  of 
somebody,  was  withdrawn,  and  the  blue  lights  went  out. 

Claude  drew  a  long  breath,  and  then  he  said — 

"Dick,  old  friend,  what  is  your  opinion  of  all  this  ?'* 

"  I  have,"  said  Dick,  as  he  soeezed  terrifically,  "a  very  powerful  opinion 
rega*rdiug  the  blue  lights.  They  owed  their  origin  to  brimstone,  I  caa 
swear." 

"  I  thought  I  smelt  brimstone." 

"  You  only  thought  you  did  ?  Oh,  well,  it  is  possible  that  some  current  o 
air  sets  this  way,  and  so  brings  the  greatest  quantity  of  it  to  my  nose  ;  but  I 
doubt  if  I  shall  smell  anything  else  for  a  week  to  come." 

"  But  the  hand,  Dick—the  skeleton  hand  ?      What  do  you  thiok  of  that  ?' 

*'Ah — what !'  groanad  Jack. 

*'  Why,  nothing.'* 

'Nothing  can  come  of  nothing,  Dick.  You  do  »ot  think  it  was  anything 
supernatural  ?" 

*'  I  think  it  was  a  real  skeleton  hand,  but  I  suspect  that  there  was  no  skeleton 
body  attached  to  it.  Nothing  could  be  very  well  easier  than  to  probe  a  skeleton 
hand  and  arm  through  the  trap-door,  and  to  wave  it  about." 

"  That  is  true." 

"But  a  mere  supposition,"  groaned  Jack. 

Claude  Duval  appeared  for  a  moment  or  two  buried  in  thought,  and  then  he 
said,  sharply — 

"  I  will  not  give  way  to  this  delusion — T  will  not  leave  this  place  with  even  the 
doubt  upon  my  mind  concerning  the  character  of  these  sights  and  sounds.  I 
will  know  that  they  are  explainable  by  natural  and  human  means,  or  I  will 
lurther  have  grounds  for  believing  that  they  feelongto  the  supernatural." 
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"  Oh,  Gl«Kide,  you  don't  know  your  danger,"  said  Jack.  *•  What  if  the 
supernatural  beings  who  may  be  above  in  this  mill  do  you  an  injury?" 

"  I  don't  believe  they  can,  even  if  there  be  such.  Things  that  have  uo  substance 
caimot  injure  ray  body  surely ;  and  as  for  my  soul,  they  cannot  harm  it— 

'  Being  a  thing  immortal  as  themselves,' 

as  the  man  in  the  play  says;  and,  therefore,  I  will  not  hesitate." 

Claude  Duval  now  set  about  making  his  way  through  the  trap-door,  and  cer- 
tainly by  80  doing  he  displayed  an  amount  of  courage  which  very  few  in  his 
situation  in  that  ill-omened  and  ill-reputed  place  could  possibly  have  com- 
manded. 

Dick  had  already  provided  himself  with  rather  a  thick  piece  of  the  trunk  of  a 
tree,  and  Claude  Duval  now  tojk  it  from  him  and  sprang  upon  the  table  again. 
With  such  an  example  before  his  eyes,  DickTurpin  did  not  scruple  to  follow  at 
once. 

Claude  then  spoke  in  a  loud  voice — 

"  Hark  you  1"  he  cried.  "  I  address  you  who  are  above  there.  We  are  welt 
armed,  and  upon  the  slightest  attempt  to  attack  us  or  to  do  us  any  injury,  we 
are  likely  to  retaliate  in  a  way  that  will  be  more  energetic  than  pleasanc." 

All  was  still. 

•'  I  may  add,  too,"  said  Claude,  after  the  pause  of  a  moment  or  two.  "  I 
may  add,  if  it  be  of  any  importance  to  you  to  know  that  much,  that  we  are  ia 
no  way  connected  with  the  constabulary  or  the  law." 

Still  no  reply. 

"  Now  for  it,  then,"  said  Claude. 

The  piece  of  wood  made  a  most  powerful  kind  of  battering-ram  even  in  the 
awkward  position  in  which  Duval  stood  to  use  it;  and  after  the  third  blow  with 
it  upon  the  trap-door  it  burst  open  with  a  crash. 

"All's  right,"  said  Claude. 

*'  I  have  my  pistols  ready,"  said  Dick. 

Claude  did  not  think  that  anything  was  to  be  gained  by'delay,  so  he  caught 
hold  of  the  sides  of  the  trap-door  and  drew  his  head  and  shoulders  through  the 
opening  into  the  upper  apartment  ot  the  mill. 

"  A  light.  Jack  !''  cried  Dick.  "  There  is  a  bit  of  wax  candle.  Light  it,  and 
hand  it  up  to  me,  here.'* 

Certainly  tlie  state  of  affairs  was  now  such  as  might  well  have  aroused 
every  latent  feeling  of  superstition  that  might  be  in  the  minds  of  Claude  Duvul 
and  Dick  Turpin. 

It  is  not  in  human  nature  to«ntirely  divest  itself  of  such  a  feeling  ;  and  an 
imagination  that  would  be  free  of  all  such  sensations  would  be  a  phenomenon 
such  as  the  worid  has  not  yet  ever  seen. 

J&ck  lit  the  piece  of  wax  candle  that  Dick  Turpin  threw  to  him,  and  held  it 
up  towards  the  trap-door. 

"  Take  this,  Claude,"  said  Turpin.  "  I  suppose  it  is  dark  enough  up  there, 
is  it  not  ?" 

"  As  pitch,"  said  Claude. 

**  Oh,  come  down,"  said  Jack. 

*'  Not  jiist  yet.     llather,  do  you  come  up.* 

"  I  will."  said  Turpin,  and  he  scrambled  up  in  the  same  way  that  Claude 
Duval  had  done. 

"  Hold  the  lic/ht  higher,  Claude." 

<' Yes— yes.     Oh,   God!  what  i*  ihat?     Look,  Dick,  look!     What  do  yoa    /| 
make  of  it,  eh?" 

They  both  crouched  down  by  the  trap-door,  and  at  about  twenty  paces  from 
them  they  saw  by  the  dim  light  that  the  piece  of  wax  candle  gave  t'lem  aUll 
figure  in  a  dark-coloured  kind  of  mantle,  standing  in  the  midile  of  the  flojr,  and 
regarding  them  both  with  a  fixed  and  stony  gaze. 
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It  was  impossible  that  any  ODe  could  look  at  the  face  of  that  figure  for  « 
moment  and  believe  that  it  was  human. 

"There  is  more  in  this  than  1  thought,"  said  Claude.  "Dick!  what—^ 
what  is  it  ?" 

"  By  heavens  I  know  not.** 

"  I  will  speak  to  it.    What  are  you  ?    Speak  if  you  can,  and  dare  do  so.* 

All  was  still. 

Claude  drew  a  pistol  from  his  pocket,  and  levelling  it  a  the  figure,  he  cried 
out— 

"  I  swear  by  my  life  that  if  you  do  not  give  some  token  of  who  and  what  you 
are,  I  will  fire  I" 

The  figure  did  not  move,  and  Claude  fired  direct  at  its  chest. 

The  concussion  of  air  pat  the  little  light  ^ut,  but  there  stood  the  figure  as  it 
had  stood  before,  with  a  strange  blueish  kind  of  halo  of  light  about  it,  as  if  it 
extended  from  its  surface. 

"  It  is  not  human,"  said  Dick. 

The  figure  vanished. 

*'  A  light — a  light  !'*  cried  Dick,     **  We  must  not  be  in  the  dark  here  !* 

'*Hilloa— hilloaT'  cried  Jack  from  below.  "Claude— Claude  I  Dick,  I 
say,  Dick  !" 

*'  It  is  the  voice  of  Jack,"  said  Claude,  "  Something  has  happened  below. 
What  is  it,  Jack  ?'*  - 

"  lihe  soldiers  ['* 

"  The  what?" 

*•  The  soldiers  are  close  at  hand,  1  have  been  to  the  outside  of  the  mill.  It 
is  coming  down  it  torrents,  and  they  are  coming  rapidly  across  the  meadow,  in 
this  direction.     They  are  certain  to  take  shelter  here,  and  we  are  lost.* 

*'  Not  so  ;  you  must  come  up  here.  Jack," 

"  But— but— " 

"  Hang  it,  this  is  no  time  for  huts.  As  yet,  if  that  be  what  you  want  to  know, 
we  have  seen  nothing  more  than  ourselves  up  in  this  loft,  so  don't  hesitate,  old 
friend,  I  beg  of  you." 

Jack,  notwithstanding  all  his  superstitious  fears,  could  not  help  feeling  that 
his  only  safety  trom  the  clear  and  tangible  dangers  below,  was  by  scrambling 
as  well  as  he  could  through  the  trap-door.  This  he  succeeded  in  doing  pretty 
well,  with  Duval's  assistance ;  and  that  he  did  so  without  putting  himself  to 
much  inconvenience,  was  a  pretty  good  proof  that,  however  he  might  ^have  been 
shaken  by  the  fall  of  his  horse,  no  bones  were  broken. 

It  was  very  satisfactory  to  Claude  Duval  to  see  Jack  better. 


CHAPTER  CCCXXVI. 

THE   SOLDIERS   ARRIVE     AT   THE     MILL,     ANZ>   JUST    MISS     THE    HIGHWAYMEN. 

The  rain  had,  some  short  time  before  the  period  when  Jack  had  called  up 
through  the  trap- door  to  lee  his  friends  know  that  the  soldiers  were  at  Land, 
ceased  in  a  great  measure,  and  the  friends  had  been  led  to  believe  that  the  most 
of  the  rain  was  over. 

That  belief,  however,  turned  out  to  be  completely  fallacious ;  and  in  so  desperate 
a  climate  for  changes  as  ours,  it  is  no  wonder  at  all  that  it  did  so. 

He  would  need  be  a  bold  man  who  in  England  would  take  upon  himself  to  say 
what  the  weather  was  about  to  be,  from  what  it  appeared  at  any  moment. 

Now  the  rattle  of  the  shower  upon  the  top  of  the  old  mill  made  such  a  racket, 
that  although  Claude  Duval  and  his  two  friends  were  yet  one  story  removed 
from  it,  they  could  hardly  for  a  few  moments  hear  each  other  speak  for  the 
tumult. 
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That  sta'^e  of  thin:!:3,  however,  did  not  last  very  long,  for  although  it  still 
rai:ied  verv  fiercely,  the  wa'er  came  down  in  smaller  particles,  and  did  not  strike 
so  forcibly  against  the  building. 

"  Oh,  but  the  trap-door,"  said  Jack ;  "  shut  it  at  once,  or  we  shall  be  seen  by 
the  soldiers." 


i 


;  TUG    ATTACK    OF    THE    OFFICERS    UPO>f    THE    BARXICADF.        ,  ; 

i      "  Are  you  sure  now.  Jack,  tha*  they  are  really  coming?'* 

i     "I  saw  them." 

I      "  Well,  that  i^  proof  |)o»'itive,  and  d'»  vn  goo*  the  tr^p-door."* 

"  S".dy,"  said  Dick  Tarpin.     "  it  wd!   be  a  vry  e-isy  thing  to  leave   i"  open 
just  so  far  as  to  enable  us  to  hear   whaf    i>  eoin?   on   below,  and  yet  rot  S)  far 

N^.    170- 
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j  that  it  can  be  supposed  to  be  otherwise  than  shut.     Allow  me,  Claude.     That 
will  do  it." 

Dick  placed  a  little  piece  of  wood  that  he   found  in  the  wiill-loft  in  such  a 

position  that  it  held  open   the  trap-door  to  the   extent  of  about  half  an  inch, 

j  which  was  quite  sufficient  for  the  purpose  of  reconnoitring  throuorh,  or  listening 

'  to  the  occurrences  below,  but  yet  was  so  narrow  an  opening,  that  by  looking 

*'  from  the  room  beneath  upwards  it  was  quite  out  of  the  question  that  it  should 

be  observed. 

All  was  now  complete  darkness  in  the  loft,  with  the  exception  of  an  occasional 
fitful  gleam  of  light,  that  made  its  way  through  the  small  space  that  the  trap- 
door was  open  when  a  flame  would  shoot  up  in   the  fire  that  they  had  kindred 

below. 

*'  Oh,  Claude,'*  §a»d  Jack  in  an  sgirated  whisper,  *'  yon  have  seen  9onf:ething^ 
here,  al'thoueh  yon  will  not  tell  me  tnat  you  have.  Is  it  not  so  ?  Ted  me  truly, 
I  beg  of  yoti." 

"  We  have" 

•*  I  knew  it !  I  koew  it.     Ha  !" 

"  There  it  is  again,"  said  Dick, 

The  same  figure  that  they  had  be''ore  seen,  and  which  was  evidently  proof 
against  a  pistol  bullet,  now  pTesented  itself  to  their  notice,  at  the  farther  end  af 

the  old  loft. 

Jack  sank  down  almost  to  the  floor  with  terror,  and  his  teeth  chattered  in  hrift- 
head,  as  he  gazed  at  the  awfol  specta<jle,  Claude  and  Dick,  too,  begatt  to  think 
that  it  must  indeed  be  some  being  of  another  world,  however  unwilhrjg  they 
were  to  yield  to  such  a  fancy. 

"  Past !    past  !  past  I"  said  a  deep,  hollow  voice. 

Then  there  came  one  of  the  strange  and  terrible  screams,  soch  as  they  had 
before  heard  with  feelings  of  alarm,  and  the  figure  vanished. 

"  Oh,  Heaven  !"  exclainned  Jack,  "  save  our  reason.  It  is  said,  tha;t  it  is  not 
possible  for  aught  human  to  look  upon  a  being  of  another  world,  and  stili  pre- 
serve that  reason  which  t)€longs  to  the  inhabitants  of  this  earth  ;  and  now  thst 
we  have  looked  upon  such  a  spectre,  we  shall  go  mad— mad  !" 

"  I  beg  your  pardon  Jack,"  said  Claude.  "  Yau  may  go  wiad— mad,  if  jm 
like  ; .  but  1  don't  intend  to  do  any  such  thing,  nor  I  doa't  think  Dick  will  jorn 
with  you  in  such  an  inteiition.'' 

"  Certainly  not,"  said  Dick. 

"  Hush  !"  said  Clautle.  "  Here  is  some  tangible  danger  at  last.  Jack  Was 
right  about  the  soldiers.     The  soldiers  are  at  the  door  of  the  mill." 

'*  There  is  a  light  here,  my  men,*'  said  a  voice  below.  *'  We  may  dad  some 
one  who  can  give  ns  shelter  till  the  weather  clears  a  little.     March  !" 

The  tramp  of  feet  in  the  lower  part  of  the  roili  now  proclaimed  the  fact  that 
the  soldiers  who  were  in  purstitt  of  the  highwaymen  were  there,  an4  lirtti  a 
little  sharp  voice  cried  out — 

**  It*s  quite  clear  to  me,  Mr.  S€^g^?ant,  that  the  rascals  cannot  be  veay  far  off; 
and  I  hope  you   will  resume  the  search  for  theia  as  soon  as  this  pelting  rain  is 

over." 

*•'  Plague  take  them  !"  said  the  sergeant 

<*  So  say  I,"  resumed  the  voice  ;  "  but  as  I  am  a  professional  man,  I  assure 
vou,  Mr.  Serjeant,  upon  mv  reputation,  that  you  could  not  po3<ibly  in  anywise, 
notwithstandmg,   d-o  a  more  acceptable  service  to  society  as  aforesaid  than  by 

catching  these  thieves."  ,,  •    .u 

"  Ah,  you  are  a  lawyer,   Mr.  White,"  said  the  sergeant,  "  and  it  s  all  m  the 

way  of  your  business  ;  but  we  don't  like  it." 

*•  There's  no  one  here,"  said  the  corporal,  who  had  attentively  examined  the 

room;  "  but  there  wouldn't  be  a  fire  unless  some  one  had  been  here  recently. 

It's  a  shelter,  at  all  events." 

Claude  peeped  through   the  small   opening  in   the  trap-door,  and  he  saw  the 

soldiers    below,  and   a  little   meagre-faced  man  drtssed    in    black,   and  whose 
( 
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clothes  shone  very  much   with  the  rain,   who  he  rightly  conjectured  to  be  the 
Mr.  White  mentioned  by  the  sergeant  a  few  moments  before.  ) 

The  soldiers  were  drying  their  accoutrements  by  the  fire,  and  swearing  dread- 
fully at  the  duty  they  were  upon. 

"AVe  must  get  out  of  this,"  whispered  Dick, 

**Yes,  but  how?"  said  Claude. 

"Well,  1  don't  know  just  yet;  but  there  is  one  proposition  that  I  think  will 
be  pretty  evident,  and  that  is,  tliat  if  we  do  not  make  the  mill  too  hot  to  hold 
the  soldiers,  thev  will  make  it  too  hot  *•©  hold  us." 

"  True  enough  ;  but  yet  I  own  that  I  am  rather  puzzled  to  know  what  to  be 
at.     Where  is  Jack  ?" 

*•  Here,"  said  Jack,  faintly.     "  It  has  gone." 

"He  can  think  of  nothing'  but  that  ghost,"  said  Dick,  "  It  is  of  no  use  to 
say  anything  to  him,  Claude.  What  are  they  doing  below  now  ?  They  are 
making  a  great  noise." 

**  They  are  breaking  up  the  old  chairs  and  tables,  and  heaping  them  on  to  the 
•fire.  They  don't  seem  very  particular  about  how  they  get  up  a  good  blaze,  I 
must  confess.  I  wonder  Mr.  White's  prolesssonal  feelings  are  not  outraged  by 
such  procefdings." 

One  would  almost  have  thought  that  the  attorney,  for  such  he  evidently  was, 
had  heard  Claude,  for  he  said  at  once — 

*'  You  will  excuse  me,  1  am  sure,  in  what  I  am  goin^  to  say  to  you  ;  but  I 
cannot  help  remarking  that  this  conduct  is  very  illegal — 1  may  say,  strikingly 
illegal— Hem!" 

"  What  conduct,  Mr.  White  ?"  said  the  sergeant 

"  What  conduct  ?  Why,  the  breaking  up  of  people's  furniture  to  feed  a  fire. 
I  can  assure  you  that  an  action  couid  be  opened,  and  you,  as  the  defaulters, 
■would  find  that  you  had  no  defence.*' 

"StufiF!"  said  the  sergeant. 

The  fire  blazed  freely  in  the  old  chimney  of  the  mill ;  and  then  Dick  Turpin 
whispered  to  Claude  Duval — 

''I  say,  Claude,  I  have  thought  of  a  plan,  if  we  could  only  manage  to  carry 
it  out,  which  would  make  the  stay  of  these  fellows  below  in  the  mill  as  short  as 
possible. ' 

"  What  is  it  ?" 

'^  If  we  could  only  stop  the  draught  of  the  chimney,  they  would  soon  be 
fcalf  smothered,  i  can  smell  the  odour  of  wet  straw  which  they  are  now 
heaping  on  to  the  fire  place." 

"  It  might  be  tried.  T;]ere  is  one  other  story  above  this,  and  if  we  could  get 
there,  there  wo-ild  be  do  great  diliiculty  in  reaching  the  top  of  the  mill,  surely. 
It  is  worth  making  the  eftort." 

"  It  is,  surelv       What  are  they  about,  now,  Claude?" 

*'  Ah,  one  of  them  has  lit  a  torch,  and  they  are  are  proceeding  to  make  a 
careful  examination  of  the  mill.  If  we  are  to  do  anything  like  what  you  have 
suggested,  it  ought  to  be  done  at  once." 

At  this  moment  a  tremendous  uproar  ensued  in  the  lower  part  of  the  mill, 
and  the  soldiers  who  were  clustered  round  the  fire  ali  started  up  on  the  moment, 
and  ran  to  where  they  had  piled  their  fiielocks.  The  fire  was  nearly  extin- 
quished,  and  the  apartment  was  filled  with  smoke  and  sout.  A  large  portion 
of  I  he  wall  just  abore  the  fire-place  feel  right  out  with  a  crash,  and  the  greatest 
confusion  prevailed  in  the  place. 

The  mill  appeared  to  be  shaken  to  its  foundations. 

"  What  on  earth  is  all  that?"  said  Dick. 

"God  only  knows,"  said  Claude,  as  he  hastily  withdre^v  the  piece  of  wood 
that  had  held  the  trap-door  a  little*  way  open  and  let  it  close  cautiously. 

••  Don't  do  that,  Claude,"  said  Dick,  "  we  can  neither  hear  nor  see  now. 
Open  the  trap  again." 

"  We  shall  be  smothered  by  smoke  and  soot  if  we  do.     It  was  coming  up  tjiis 


1356  GENTLEMAN  JACK  ;  OR, 


way  in  dense  volumes.     Wait  a  little   until  it  hab  cleared  somewhat,  and  then  I 
will  open  the  trap  again." 

Notwithstanding  ihat  the  trap-door  was  shut,  they  could  hear  tolerably 
distinctly  the  noise  of  the  soldiers  below.  The  little  cracked  tones  of  Mr.  White, 
top,  came  pretty  plainly  to  their  ears. 

*'  Oh,  dear— oh,  dear  1"  he  cried.  "  What  is  all  this  about  ?  What  is  taking 
place,  now,  I  should  like  to  know  ?  The  blessed  mill  is  certainly  falling  down, 
and  no  mistake." 

For  a  few  moments  even  Claude  and  Dick,  who  neither  of  them  lost  their 
presence  of  mind,  were  rather  at  a  loss  to  account  for  the  sudden  noise  and  con- 
fusion that  had  occurred  ;  but  Dick,  after  a  few  moments'  consideration,  said— 

*'  Claude,  that  was  an  explosion  of  gunpowder,  I  feel  quite  certain.  There 
can  be  no  mistake  about  it  now  ;  I  smell  it  quite  plainly." 

The  state  of  affairs  was  now  anything  but  very  pleasant  to  any  of  the  parties 
in  the  old  mill.  That  some  gunpowder  had,  by  some  means,  been  lodged  in  the 
chimney,  and  had  suddenly  exploded  by  the  aid  of  the  large  fire  that  the  soldiers 
made  with  the  chairs  and  tables,  appeared  to  be  a  proposition  concerning  which 
there  could  be  no  doubt. 

The  unmistakable  smell  of  exploded  powder  pervaded  the  whole  structure. 

Such  an  odour  was  not  likely  to  escape  the  practised  noses  of  the  soldiers .;, 
and  after  the  first  surprise  had  gone  off,  the  sergeant  cried  out — 

**  Why,  it's  powder,  my  men.  We  have  hit  upon  a  mine.  I  suppose  we  shall 
be  all  blown  to  Jericho  soon  if  we  don't  look  out." 

The  men  seized  their  muskets  and  mechanically  formed  in  line;  but  as  there 
was  no  appearance  of  any  enemy,  they  could  only  look  at  each  other  with  in- 
quiring eyes  by  the  light  of  one  of  the  links  they  had  with  them,  and  which  had 
withstood  the  concussion  of  air  caused  by  the  explosion. 

After  all,  the  principal  part  of  the  concussion  had  expended  its  fury  up  the 
ample  chimney  of  the  old  mill,  or,  no  doubt,  it  would  have  done  some  very 
serious  damage  to  those  who  were  assembled  in  the  room  so  immediately  con- 
tagious to  the  scene  of  it. 

Mr.  White,  though,  the  attorney,  who  was  with  the  soldiers,  and  who  had 
been  compelled  to  accompany  them  by  a  magistrate  to  whom  he  acted  in  the 
capacity  of  clerk,  was  in  the  most  abject  state  of  fear,  now,  and  considered  that 
his  life  was  scarcely  worth  a  moments  purchase  under  the  then  exciting  state  of 
things. 

*•  Oh,  goodness  gracious  I"  he  said,  "do  come  away  out  of  this  place.  It's 
only  a  question  between  fire  and  water,  and  if  you  don't  prefer  the  latter,  1  don't 
know  what  you  can  possibly  be  thinking  about.  Oh,  come — come,  ivy  good 
fellows  ;  isn't  it  better  by  far  to  be  carried  up  outside  than  to  be  blown  up 
inside  ?" 

"  It's  all  over,"  said  the  sergeant. 
i  **  Oh— oh  !  is  it  ?     You  don't  say  so  ?'* 

"  Yes,  I  think  it  is,  by  Jove  !" 
'    "Then,  good-bye,"  said  Mr.  White,  who  by  the  words  "  It's  all  over"  of  the 
1   sergeant  thought  he  meant  that  there  was  no  hope  for  them  in  this  world;  and  as  he 
,   knew  that,  being  aluwyer,  t'ere  was  no  hope  for  him  in  the  next,  he  gave  himself 
*    up  quite  to  despair,  and  fell  fiat  on  bis  back  in  a  corner  of  the  room  on  a  grea' 
'  lieap  of  damp  straw. 


CHAPTER  CCCXXVII. 

THE    SPECTRE    FUNERAL    ACTUALLY    MAKES    ITS    APPEARANCE. 

Ip  the  Situation  of  himself  and  friends  had  not  been  quite   so  criticd   as    it^ 
was,  Claude  would  have  been  rather  amused   than  otherwise  at  the  abject  fears 
of  Mr.  White  ;    but  he  felt  that  he   had  other    things  to  attend  to   of  more  im- 
'  portance  than  the  ludicrous  agitation  of  the  attorney. 
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Afier  what  had  happened,  it  was  quite  clear  that  the  soldiers  would  not  be 
content  to  sit  down  so  quietly  in  the  place  as  they  were  before.  The  sergeant 
soon  confirmed  such  an  opinion. 

*•  My  laAS,"  he  said,  "this  little  bit  of  an  explosion  has  done  no  harm,  as  it 
happens,  to  any  of  us  ;  but  it  shows  us  that  there  is  something  else  in  the  place 
but  old  tables  and  chairs  and  rats — gunpowder  don't  get  into  a  chiJiney  without 
hands  ;  and  it  is  just  possible  we  roav  find  something  worth  looking  for  if  we 
bestir  ourselves,  for  we  ought  not  to  forget  that  we  are  promised  fifty  pounds 
among  us  if  we  bring  in  the  highwaymen,  dead  or  alive." 

The  soldiers  expressed  their  assent  to  this  proposition,  and  Mr,  White,  looking 
faintly  up,  said — 

**  VVhat  Was  that  you  said  about  fifty  pounds,  sergeant  ?  If  there  is  any 
money  going,  dovi't  forget  me,  Abraham  White,  Esq.,  an  attorney  of  the  Courts 
of  Westminster.'* 

**  Go  to  the  devil  I'*  said  the  sergeant. 

**  Oh,  I  feel  that  I  am  going  there,"  sighed  Mr.  White,  as  he  sank  back  again 
Dpon  the  wet  straw. 

"My  lads,"  added  the  sergeant,  **in  such  an  affair  as  this,  I  know  you  will 
do  best  without  precise  orders  when  you  know  what  you  have  to  do ;  and  so,  I 
say,  search  the  mill  right  through,  and  let  us  see  if  we  cannot  find  these  gun- 
powder gentlemen." 
t^**Ah,  we  will  have  them  !'*  said  the  soldiers. 

**  Hold !"  said  a  deep,  hollow  voice,  that  was  of  such  tremendous  violence 
as  regarded  sound,  that  it  might  have  come  from  a  giant  of  awful  proportions. 

Claude  and  Dick  both  started,  and  looked  around  them,  but  all  was  quiet 
and  solemnly  dark  in  the  loft,  and  yet  the  sound  seemed  wonderfully  close  at 
hand.  As  for  the  soldiers,  they  all  paused,  and  remained  in  precisely  the  same 
attitudes  m  which  the  sound  had  caught  them,  as  though  it  had  had  the  faculty 
of  turning  them  suddenly  to  stone. 

Mr.  White  pulled  some  of  the  wet  straw  right  over  his  face,  and  kicked  con- 
vulsively ;  for  row,  indeed,  he  thought  that  his  time  was  surely  come,  and  that 
Old  Nick  himsf  If  had  taken  the  trouble  to  fetch  him. 

"  Hold  !"  said  the  voice  again,  and  then  it  died  away  in  rumbling  echoes 
through  the  old  mill. 

*'  The  devil !"  said  the  sergeant. 

*•  That's  it,"  groaned  Mr.  White. 

The  soldiers  handled  their  muskets,  and  looked  now  at  each  other  with 
doubt.  Each  one  sought  to  gather  from  the  face  of  his  neighbour  some  ex- 
planation of  the  strange  sound  that  had  seemed  to  come  from  no  mortal  lips. 

"Sergeant,"  said  the  corporal,  **  what  do  you  take  that  to  be?" 

"Some  trick  of  the  enemy,"  said  the  sergeant,  as  he  drew  his  sword,  "and 
I  don't  intend  to  let  it  scare  me  from  the  mill.  1  am  only  the  more  convinced 
that  we  shall  not  have  come  here  in  vain,  though  it  was  accident  that  led  us  t» 
this  place." 

"Very  well,"  said  the  corporal.  "  I'm  willing  and  ready  for  anything.'* 
.    "Will  you  all  follow  rae?"" 
f   **  We  will,  sergeant,"  said  the  men — "  we  will." 

"Come  on,  then." 

The  sergeant  turned  round  three  or  four  times,  now,  and  seemed  rather 
puzzled  to  know  where  to  lead  the  men  to,  now  that  he  had  got  their  consent 
to  follow  him.  He  seemed  rather  to  have  assumed  than  been  at  all  really  aware 
that  there  was  any  mode  of  leaving  that  apartment  of  the  mill  except  the  one  by 
which  they  had  entered  it,  and  which  led  out  into  the  open  air  again,  and  that 
was  not  where  they  wanted  to  go, 

"  Hilloa  !"  he  said,  "  I  don't  see  any  way  up  stairs." 

"Nor  I,  either,"  said  the  corporal. 

"  The  deuce  take  it  !" 

Mr.  White  groaned  and  kicked  again,  as  he  murmured — 


1358  GENTLEMAN  JACK;  OR, 


*'They  are  speaking  about  hira  again.  i  heard  him  say  something  about  the 
deuce.     I'm  an  undone  lav^yer!" 

*' Let's  have  a  good  looic  about  the  place  with  the  aid  of  the  link,"  added 
the  corporal.  **  There  is  surelv  some  way  of  getting  to  the  upper  story  of  the 
mill." 

The  link  was  held  high  up,  and  then  several  of  them  saw  the  trap-door  at 
once,  and  the  corporal  cried  out — 

"  Here's  the  way.  There's  a  door  in  the  ceiling,  and  it  isn't  very  high  ;  so 
we  shall  easily  enough  get  up  to  it." 

"  Come  on,'  then,"  said  the  sergeant.  "  On  with  you,  my  lads,  as  quick  as 
you  can." 

Now,  Claude  and  his  friends  heard  all  this  quite  plainlv,  and  they  felt  that 
it  was  time  for  them  to  make  some  sort  of  movement  in  the  matter,  if  they 
did  not  want  to  come  into  actual  collision  with  the  soldiers,  which  they  certainly 
did  not. 

*'Th!s  won't  do,"  said  Dick.  "This  place  will  be  too  hot  to  hold  us  in  a 
little  time,  Claude." 

"  Yes,  we  must  get  out  of  it;  but  how  I  really  know  not.  You  must  light 
your  wax  tapers,  Dick,  and  see  if  ther€  is  any  ladder  or  trap-door  into  the  loft 
above." 

"Yes,  that  is  it." 

Dick  lit  a  taper,  and  held  it  up  as  high  as  he  could ;  and  then  in  one  remote 
corner  they  saw  a  something  hanging  from  the  ceiling;  but  it  did  not  look  like 
a  ladder. 

"  There  is  something,"  said  Dick.     "  Come  on." 

*'No,"  said  Jack,  suddenly  laying  his  hand  upon  Dick's  arm.  *' The 
soldiers  will  be  here  through  the  trap-door  before  we  can  determine  what  to  do. 
I  can  hear  them,  now,  piling  up  furniture,  so  as  to  get  up  to  it;  and  if  they 
had  not  so  wantonly  knocked  to  pieces  the  table  by  the  aid  of  which  we  got 
here,  they  might  have  been  with  us  bv  this  time ;  but  they  have  used  that  for 
fire-wood" 

"  What  is  to  be  done  ?"  said  Claude.  **  We  have  no  means  of  making  the  trap 
fast,  that  1  can  see.  Jf  it  had  now  but  a  couple  of  good  bolts,  it  would  give 
them  some  little  trouble;  but,  as  it  is,  we  cannot  hold  it  down."' 

"  Yes,  we  can,"  said  Jack.  "  I  will  soon  show  you  how.  You  and  Dick  can 
hold  down  the  trap,  while  I  go  and  look  for  some  means  of  leaving  this  place,  if 
such  are  to  be  found." 

As  he  spoke,  Jack  came  to  a  pile  of  wood,  that  was  in  one  corner  of  the  loft, 
and  returned  with  a  long  flat  piece,  which  he  laid  over  the  trap-door.  It  extended 
some  three  feet  over  it  on  each  side. 

'*  Now,  Claude,"  he  said,  *'do  you  stand  on  one  end  of  this  piece  of  timber, 
and  you,  Dick,  on  the  other  ;  and  I  will  then  defy  any  force  that  they  have  below 
to  move  the  trap." 

"  Good,"  said  Claude,  as  he  stood  upon  one  end  of  the  piece  of  wood.  "  I 
rather  think  you  are  right  enough  there,  Jack.  The  pressure  they  will  have  to 
contend  against  will  be  immense." 

Dick  took  possession  of  the  other  end  of  the  timber,  so  that  the  trap-door  was 
held  down  by  a  power  equal  to  their  united  weights — and  they  were  neither  of 
them  very  light  men.  The  piece  cf  timber  was  quite  thick  enough  to  put  any 
doubt  of  its  being  broken  quite  of  the  question. 

They  could  hear  the  soldiers  making  of  the  broken  furniture  below  some  sort 
of  platform  to  stand  upon,  to  open  the  trap-door  from  ;  and  the  sergeant  called 
out — 

"  Now,  my  lads,  I  think  that  will  do.     Up  with  you." 

There  was  a  general  scrambling,  and  then  the  corporal  called  out— 

**  It's  as  fast  as  a  rock." 

"  The  devil  it  is  !" 

"  I  knew  It  1"  said  Mr.  White.    "  He  says,  '  The  devil  it  is  !'    Oh  !  oh  1" 
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The  soldiers  paid  not  the  slightest  attention  to  the  condition  of  Mr.  White, 
nor  to  anything  he  saiJ  or  did.  They  were  too  intent  upon  the  work  they  had 
set  thenaselves. 

"  It  can  but  be  bolted  above,"  said  the  sergeant.  "  A  blow  with  the  butt  of  a 
innsket  will  open  it." 

Bang  !  bang !  came  two  heavy  blows  with  the  brass-bound  butt  of  one  of  the 
muskets.    But,  althougli  the  trap-door  creaked  and  shivered,  it  did  not  open. 

*•  VVhy,  it's  got  a  house  a  top  of  it,"  said  the  corporal. 

*'  Shall  I  send  a  bullet  throuj^h  it :"  said  one  of  the  men. 

•'Ah,  do." 

Bang  !  went  the  musket,  and  crack  through  the  trap-door  came  the  bullet,  and 
lodged  in  the  ceiling  of  the  lofr. 

Dick  and  Claude  did  not  utter  a  word  ;  but  th'ey  looked  rather  anxiously  for 
the  return  of  Jack,  to  tell  them  if  he  had  found  any  means  of  reachinor  the  upper 
floor  of  the  mill.  It  was  just  a'ter  the  musket-shot  had  been  fired,  that  Jack 
came  back.     He  spoke  in  a  whisper — 

*'  Come,''  he  said,  "there  is  a  rope  hanging  from  the  edge  of  an  opening  in 
yonder  corner,  that  leads  to  a  small  oddly  shaped  loft  above.  There  is  no  diffi. 
culfy  in  getting  up.'' 

"  All's  right." 

"Stop,"  said  Dick  ;  "  if  we  leave  this  place  they  will  open  the  trap." 

"  No.  They  will  rest  contented  with  the  ascertained  fact  thiit  it  is  too  fast  to 
move.    Let  us  go." 

Dick  and  Claude  stealthily  stepped  off  the  piece  of  timber,  and  followed  Jack 
to  the  corner  of  the  loft,  where  the  rope  hung. 

*'  It  is  quite  fast  and  strons:,"  said  Jack.    "  I  have  been  up." 

«  That  will  do.    We  will  follow  you," 

"  No — no  ;   I  will  follow  you  both." 

"This  is  no  time  to  dispute  about  precedence,"  said  Claude,  as  he  laid  hold  of 
the  rope,  and  with  great  quickness  drew  liimself  up  into  a  very  curiously  shaped 
little  chamber — a  loft  at  the  very  top  of  the  mill.  Dick  followed  him  ;  and  then 
cams  Jack,  who  drew  up  the  rope  after  him,  and  cut  it  from  the  iron  hook  to 
which  it  had  been  securely  fastened. 

The  soldiers  were  now  in  deep  consultation  as  to  the  best  mod3  of  forcing:  open 
the  trap-door,  which  they  thought  to  be  so  fast,  but  which  in  reality  would  now 
have  opened  with  a  touch. 

It  was  quite  ridiculous  to  think  how  they  must  be  eyeing  it,  and  shaking  their 
heads,  and  wondering  what  held  it  so  powerfully,  for  no  bolts  could  have  resisted 
the  attack  they  had  made  upon  it. 

*•  Now  for  a  light,  again,  Dick,"  said  Claude,  "that  we  may  see  where  we  are. 
It  seems  an  odd  place,  rather." 

Dick  re-illumined  one  of  the  little  bitsof  wax  candle  that  he  had  with  him,  and 
I  then  they  saw  the  loft  that  '.hey  were  in.  The  sides  of  it  were  nothing  but  what 
j  is  called  weather-boarding;  and  the  top  was  the  centre  of  the  mill.  Some  sliding 
I  panels  of  wood  at  the  sides,  something  in  shape  like  the  port-holes  of  a  ship,  let 
i  in  air;  and  when  Jack  opened  one  of  tiiem,  he  found  that  it  let  in  a  great  deal 
more  than  air,  for  he  was  nearly  smothered  by  a  terrible  quantity  of  smoke,  that 
came  puffing  into  the  loft. 

A  little  exammation  let  thera  see  that  the  top  of  a  chimney  was  just  sX  tbat 
'  spot;  and  as  the  fire  in  the  lower  room  was  the  only  one  in  the  mill,  tney  could 
come  to   no  other  conclusion  than  that  the  chimney  before  them  was  the  one 
communicating  with  it. 

Jack  shut  the  sliding  shutter  quickly  enough,  and  Dick  opened,  one  opposite  to 
it,  which  soon  let  out  the  choking  vapour  that  the  other  had  let  in,  owmg  to  the 
wind  being  in  that  quarter.     The  rain  was  still  coming  down. 

Indeed,  what  haa  appeared  to  be  a  naere  storm  and  which  would  have  been  ex- 
pected to  be  soon  over,  now  seemed  to  have  altered  its  character,  for  the  night  was 
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as  black  as  pitch,  and  the  rain  came  down  with  such  a  steady  pelt  that  it  promised 
<rontinuance  for  an  unlimited  period  of  time. 

Yet  they  all  three  were  glad  to  lean  out  at  the  port-hole,  if  it  may  be  called 
such,  in  the  wall  of  that  uppermost  story  of  the  mill,  and  breathe  the  cool  fresh 
air,  which,  loaded  with  moisture  as  it  was,  was  yet  very  refreshing  and  invigor- 
ating to  them. 

The  soldiers,  in  the  meantime,  were  not  idle. 

By  the  advice  of  the  corporal,  four  of  them  brought  their  muskets  to  bear  upon 
the  trap-door  in  the  ceiling  all  at  once,  and  they  gave  it  such  a  blow,  thinking 
that  it  was  of  course  as  fast  as  it  was  before,  that  when  it  suddenly  yielded,  as 
it  of  course  did,  and  flew  open,  they  all  four  outstretched  themselves,  and  down 
they  fell  off  the  tables  and  chairs  they  had  piled  up  on  to  the  floor  of  the  lower 
room. 

"  Murder  !'*  cried  Mr.  White. 

*'  What's  the  matter,  now  ?"  said  the  sergeant. 

The  coporal,  who  was  one  of  the  four  who  had  fallen,  sat  up  and  rubbed  his 
head,  as  he  said— 

"The  devil's  in  the  trap-door!  Why,  it  yielded  this  time  to  a  touch,  and 
fiew  right  away  as  if  it  had  never  been  fastened  at  ali.  I  can't  make  it  out.' 

The  others  who  had  come  down  with  such  a  crash  looked  at  each  other  rather 
ruefully,  and  felt  anything  but  composed  by  the  circumstance. 


CHAPTER  CCCXXVIII. 

THE    COXFEDERATBS   MAKE  THEIR    ESCAPE      FROM    THE     HAUNTED   MILL. 

Claude  Duval  and  his  two  friends,  in  the  uppermost  story  of  the  old 
haunted  rrill,  heard  that  soraethino;  had  gone  rather  amiss  with  their  foes  upon 
the  basement  by  the  noise  that  had  come  upon  their  ears;  but  what  it  was  that 
was  so  much  amiss  they  had  no  means  of  exactly  corain»  at. 

"  You  may  depend  that  they  have  had  a  fall,"  said  Dick  Turpin,  "or  they 
would  not  make  all  that  noise." 

"  No  doubt  of  it,"  said  Jack,  *'  and  I  only  wish  it  had  been  from  the  top  of 
the  mill  to  the  bottom  of  it,  for  then  they  would  get  rather  sick  of  the  job  of 
hunting  us  in  the  way  they  are  now  doing." 

*•  We  will  sicken  them,"  said  Claude,  "in  a  quicker,  but  vet,  I  doubt  not, 
quite  as  effectual  a  way,  as  if  they  had  the  fall  you  talk  of,  Jack." 

**  How  so,  Claude  ?  I  can't  exactly  see  hovv  you  are  to  get  at  them  from  here.* 

"  Then  I  will  show  you,  Jack.  In  the  first  place,  I  think  that  with  a  very  little 
trouble  we  might  get  out  of  one  of  these  openings — or  windows,  I  suppose  we 
may  from  courtesy  call  them—and  get  right  on  to  the  top  of  the  old  building. 
When  there,  I  don't  think  it  is  at  all  likely  they  will  see  us,  or  even  suspect  that 
we  are  there.'* 

"  Well,  that  will  do  for  one  thing ;  but  if  they  take  a  fancy  to  stay  till  daylight 
in  the  room  below,  why,  then,  I  fancy  they  will  be  able  to  see  us." 

"  '1'h.a.i  I  don't  at  all  intend  to  let  them  do,  unless  they  are  more  independent 
of  ordinary  comforts  than  I  think  they  are.  What  do  you  say  to  smoking  them 
out  ?' 

"  Smoking  them  out  ?** 

"  Yes,  Jack,  There  is  the  chimney  top,  within  arms-length  of  us ;  and  it 
strikes  me  that  if  we  stop  it  up,  the  smoke  will  make  its  way  anywhere  but  up 
here  ;  and  that  the  soldiers  will  find  it  not  the  most  pleasant  sort  of  atmosphere 
lo  breathe  in.    What  do  you  say }" 

"Doit." 

**  And  you,  Dick  ?'» 

"  Anything  to  annoy  the  enemy.    If  they  are  at  all  prudent,  even,  they  will  go 
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after  such  a  smother  as  they  will  soon  find  themselves  in.  Let  us  now  set 
about  if."  i 

Tbey  commenced  looking  about  the  old  loft  of  the  mill  to  see  if  they  could  find 
anythinjf  that  would  answer  the  purpose  of  stopping  the  chimney;  and  after 
awhile,  Dick  sai  I  in  a  cl  earful  voice  — 

*•  Here  are  the  metins  all  capitally  at  hani.  Now,  I  have  lit  upon  a  heap  of 
old  corn  sacks.  Tbey  are  so  damp  by  lying  long  here,  that  they  qu>te  stick  to- 
gether, and  are  as  uiouldenng  as  it  is  possible  to  conceive  them  to  be.  They  arc 
the  very  thing.'* 

**  Hush  I"  said  Jack  ;  "  I  hear  our  enemies  In  the  room  below  this.  Be  carefal 
how  you  move  and  speak." 
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They  all  three  listened  now  attentively,  and  they  heard  the  voice  of  the  sergeant 
say— 

"  Conae  en,  my  m?n.  There  is  nobody  here.  Come  on.  You  must  have  loosened 
the  trap  before,  and  that  was  what  made  it  give  way  so  easily  now.  Up  with 
you." 

"They  come,"  said  Dick.  "Q'lick,  Claude!  Open  the  casement  opposite  to 
the  chimney  top,  and  I  will  lower  the  Sacks  into  it.    Quick  !  quick  !" 

Claude  opened  the  shatter  that  closed  the  opening  by  the  chimney,  and  a  puft 
of  horribly  thick  smoke  from  the  wet  straw  that  the  soldiers  had  imprudently 
flung  on  the  fire,  came  in  their  faces. 

Dick  held  his  breath  for  a  moment  or  two,  and  then  he  thrust  one  of  the  sacks 
into  the  chimney  ;  but  it  disappeared. 

'"■'  D^n  it !"  said  Dick;  '*  that's  gone  down." 

"  All  the  better,  Dick.  It  will  carry  with  it  a  capital  dose  of  soot  and  smoke. 
Place  another  over  the  top,". 

"  It  is  done.  Fuff !  what  a  smother !  Ah !  it  is  clearing  off  from  us,  now.  I 
■will  Warrant  that  no  more  of  the  smoke  will  get  out  this  way." 

A  current  of  clear  cold  air  set  now  in  at  the  open  casement,  and  it  was  very 
grateful  to  the  senses  of  Jack,  and  Dick,  and  Claude,  after  the  terrible  smother 
of  smoke  that  they  had  had  to  endure  for  the  few  moments  before. 

The  effect  upon  the  soldiers  of  sending  all  the  smoke  into  the  mill,  instead  of 
up  the  chimney,  now  had  to  be  waited  for;  but  it  wat -quite  out  of  thexjueation 
that  many  minutes  must  elapse  before  it  took  place. 

The  next  object  that  Claude  and  his  friends  had  was  to  follow  np  their  plan^  of 
operations;  and  get  out  at  the  top  of  the  mill,  so  that  when  the  top aaost  loft 
should  be  searched, 4hey  should  flot  be  found;  ^ 

It  was  not  a  veryeasy  thing  to  do  in  the  dark,  but  yet  there  were  many  places-; 
for  the  foot  to  get  a  firca  hold,  and  for  the  hands  to  gripe  ;  and  if  there  had  be-eo; 
but  a  gleam  of  light  sufficient  to  enab'e  them  to  see  wliat  they  were  about^  they 
would  have  found  the  task  to  turn  more  easy. 

As  it  was,  however,  there  was  no  time  to  thinks  of  difficultiesfandthey  B«t- 
about  it  with  right  good  will. 

They  all  three  felt  that  their  only  chance  of  safety  lay  in  thefact  that  the 
soldiers  did  notknow  they  were  there,  however  their  sergeant  mightsuspect  such 
a  thing  to  be  possible*  '  If  they  were  once  seen,  of  course  there  would  be  no 
hope  of  escape,  for  the  soldiers  would  set  about  their  destruction  or  their  captune 
in  such  a  professional  maBnerythatoaeoeih&4)thetof  such  con titageacres^vroalid 
be  certain. 

"Let  me  go  first,**  said  Claadej  "I'am  a  prett/good  hand  at  chmbing,  and 
I  will  take  the  rope  with  me  ihat  we  cat  away  from  the  iron  hook  at  the  en«^ 
tranoetto  this  loft.  I  may  possibly  find* some  place  to  fasten  it  to,  s»  tlttrttifc "Wiil 
be  of  the  greatest  possible  assistance  to  you  both," 

"Do  so,  Claude,"  said  Turpin,  "  and  be  quick,  whatever  you  do," 
Thus  urged,  not  that  indeed  he  wanted  any  urging  at  all  in  the  matter,  Clande 
Duval  got  out  of  the  window  on  the  opposite   side  to  where  the  chimney   was 
situated  ;  and  then  he  found,  the  moment  he  got  on  the  outside,  that  there  was 
a  rude  kind"  of  railing  there,  by  the  aid  of  which  it  was  an  easy  enough  matter 
to  reach  the  top  of  the  mill,  where  there  was  a  flat  space  of  about  eight  feet 
square,  likewise  protected  by  a  railing. 
*'Dick!  Dick  I"  he  said. 
"Yes,  Claude?" 

"  You  and  Jack  can  come  up  at  once  ;  it's  as  safe  as  anything  can  possibly  be. 
Indeed,  it  is  a  little  too  safe,  for  our  foes  raay  take  it  into  their  heads  to  have  a 
look  here." 

Dick  followed  Claude,  and  Jack  came  after  him,  so  that  in  a  few  moments, 
without  any  danger  at  all,  they  were  on  the^top  of  the  mill  ;  and  as  their  eyes 
got  accustomed  to  the  dim  night  light,  they  could  see  with  what  facility  the 
post  which  they  had  chosen  might  be  reached,  and  they  felt  that  if  there  was  to 
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bs  a  real  search  of  the  building,  they  had  hardly  bettered  their  position  by 
getting  where  they  now  were. 

"This  won't  do,"  said  Claude^ 

"Not  at  all,*'  said  Dick.  **  If  they  choose  to  come  after  us,  why  they  can  ; 
and  when  they  can  find  us  they  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  go  down  below  and 
pop  at  us  with  their  muskets  till  they  hit,  or  until  we  give  in  and  let  them 
take  us." 

"That  they  shall  not,"  said  Claude, 

••  Stop  a  bit,"  said  Jack,  "  It  is  that  bit  of  railing  that  makes  it  so  easy  to. get  i 
ap  here."  j 

"  It  is."  I 

"  Then  I  will  put  an  end  to  that  pretty  quickly.  It  is  as  rotten  as  it  can  be, 
and  I  thought  it  would  have  given  way  with  me."  - 

As  he  spoke,  Jack  sat  down  on  the  extreme  verge  of  the  roof  of  the  mill,  and 
■when  in  this  position,  he  could  just  with  the  heel  of  his  boot  reach  one  of  the 
principal  supports  of  the  railing. 

'•  Now,"  he  s^aid,  "  one  kick  and  it  is  gone.*' 

*♦  Do  it,"  said  Dick. 

Jack  gave  the  kick,  and  the  railing,  although  it  did  not  go,  only  hung  on  by 
a  small  portion  of  the  fastening.  The  weight  of  a  cat  would  have  sent  it  down 
in  one  mass. 

"  Hush  !  Jack,"  said  Claude,  "  that  noise  will  betray  us.  Den't  do  that  again, 
you  can't  think  how  that  will  sound  in  the  mill.     Be  quiet,  whatever  you  do." 

"  I  did  not  think  of  that,"  said  Jack.  "  I  will  not  touch  it  again,  but  it  will 
be  no  help  to  any  one^  for  woe  be  to  him  who  trusts  to  it." 

"Come  back,  Jack,'*  said  Turpin,  in  a  low  voice.  "I  can  hear  the  soldiers  in 
the- loft  quite  plainly.'* 

They  now  all  three  crouched  down  on  the  top  of  the  mill,  so  that  they  could 
not  have  been  seen  against  the  night  clouds,  and  they  watched  the  course  of 
events  with  no  small  degree  of  interest. 

Upon  the  occurrences  of  the  next  ten  minutes  hijng  the  question  to  them  of 
life  and  death— for  capture  was  death,  and  escape  only  was  life. 

The  soldiers,  in  the  meantime,  had  recovered  from  the  panic  that  the  fall  from 
the  trap  door  had  occ.isioned  them,  and  had  followed  the  sergeant  into  the  ropra 
above ;  but  there,  although  they  brought  a  lighted  link  with  them,  they  found  no 
traces  of  the  men  whom  they  sought. 

The  sergeant  called  to  the  attorney— 

"Mr.  White— Mr.  White,  I  say." 

'*  Yes,  if  you  please,"  groaned  the  attorney,  "  I  am  heie.  Don't  put  me  in  4 
very  hot  place,  I  beg  of  you." 

**  What  do  you  mean  ?' 

"  Oh,  dear,  good  Mr.  Devil,  you  know  what  I  mean  well  enough.  I  meain  that 
I  am  a  professional  man,  if  you  please — I  mean  that.  Oh,  dear,  have  the  goodr. 
ness  to  spare  my  feelings.  If  1  can  give  you  any  advice  at  any  time  I'm  sure  I 
sliould  be  most  happy,  my  dear  sir.  I  am  not  absolutely  on  the  grill,  now,  in  a 
manner  of  speaking,  but  I  am  quite  warm  enough,  I  beg  to  assure  you,  sir." 

"  The  fellow  is  mad,'*  said  the  sergeant. 

"He  thmks,"  said  the  corporal,  "  that  it's  all  up  with  him,  and  that  he  has 
gone  dawn  below  to  a  certain  old  gentleman's  domi-aijns,  and  nothing  will  root 
it  out  of  his  head." 

**  Then  let  him  be  where  he  is." 

"  Yes,  it's  the  best  thing." 

*-No\v,  my  men,"  said  the  sergeant,   *'I  don't   mean  to  go  so  far  as  to  say 
that  those   rascals  we  are  looking  for  are  in   the  mill,  but  that  there  are  some' 
persons  here,  I  think,  we  have  heard  enougti  to  feel  pi^tty  well  convinced,  and, 
at  all  events,  we  will  search  it.   Hold  the  light  higher,  and  kt  us  look  about  us.*' 

The  soidier  who  carried  the  link  held  it  high  up  above  his  head,  and  it  cast  a 
livid  and  uncertain  glare  over  the  whole  chamber. 
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That  room  was  of  the  same  size  as  the  one  below  it,  for  it  was  not  until  the 
building  got  higher  than  that  that  it  began  to  taper  towards  the  top.  One  of 
the  walls,  however,  was  off  the  perpendicular  considerably,  so  that  it  seemed  as 
if  that  side  of  the  mill  were  built  very  much  inwards. 

'♦There's  nothing  here,"  said  the  corporal,  as  shading  his  eyes  with  his  hand 
from  the  too  great  glare  of  the  link,  he  looked  carefully  about  hira. 

A  deep,  hollow  groan,  coming  as  if  from  some  one  actually  in  the  room,  now 
filled  up  the  pause  Immediately  succeeding  the  corporars  brief  remark. 
They  all  started. 

"  What  is  that  V*  said  the  sergeant. 

*'  None  of  us,"  said  the  soldier  with  the  link.  **  The  groan  seemed  to  come 
from  over  in  yonder  corner." 

The  sergeant  drew  his  sword,  and  stepped  boldly  forward,  and  made  a  thrust 
I  at  the  wall. 

{      *'  Now,  you  cowardly  rascals,'*  he  said,  **  come  out,  if  you  are  hiding  here- 
anywhere— come  out  and  show  yourselves,  and  don't  be  trying  any  of  your 
mountebank  tricks  upon  us." 
f      A  shriek  of  terrible  laughter  rang  through  the  place,  and  the  soldiers  looked 
4  at  each  other  with  dismay,  while  he  who  held  the  link  stepped  two  steps  towards 
|:  the  trap-door,  as  though  he  meditated  making  his  escape  from  the  place. 
j        '*  Halt  1"  said  the  sergeant. 
!        The  men  all  stood  perfectly  still. 

L       *'  Why,  my  men,"  he  then  added,  "  yoM  are  not  quite  so  foolish,  surely,  as  to 
U  believe  that  there  is  anything  supernatural  in  this  mill,  I  hope?  All  these  are  but 

tricks  to  scare  us  from  our  pursuit." 
i       The  corporal  coughed  and  whiped  his  eyes,  and  the  men  began  to  breathe 

with  difficulty  ,  and  then  one  of  them  said — 
J     "  Why,  the  place  is  fillmg  with  smoke  as  fast  as  it  can.    1  am  half  choked."  X 


CHAPTER  CCCXXIX. 

CLAUDE  DUVAL   MAKES   MR.   WHITE   VERY  USEFUL  IN   AN  EMERGENCY.^ 

The  effect  of  the  stoppage  of  the  chimney  was  now.  beginning  to  be  but  too- 
apparent  to  those  who  had  to  end«re  it.  The  atmosphere  was  becoming  im- 
pregnated  with  dense  volumes  of  smoke,  that  not  only  impeded  the  breath  by 
its  acrimonious  nature,  but  affected  the  eyes  of  the  soldiers  very  sensibly. 

Mr.  White,  who  still  lay  upon  his  back  in  the  room  below,  escaped  much  of 
the  effects  of  the  smoke  that  was  now  coming  out  of  the  fire-place  in  volleys, 
because  it  had  a  tendency,  of  course,  to  ascend,  and  the  open  trap*door  acted 
almost  like  a  Hue,  in  drawing  it  up  to  the  loft.  \\ 

"  What  the  deuce  is  all  this  ?"  said  the  sergeant  coughing,   and  holding  a    ji 
handkerchief  to  his  mouth.     '*  Is  the  mill  on  fire  ?"  ; 

**  I  shouldn't  at  all  wonder,"  said  the  corporal.    "  That  explosion  of  powder.    : 
in  tlie  chimney,  I  daresay,  has  done  it."  If 

1;      **  Ah,  no  doubt— no  doubt.     Run  down  and  see  what  it  is."  ji 

i'  ^   The  corporal  hastily  went  to  the  trap-door,  but  when  he  tried  to  descend  by     iS 
it,  he  was  met  by  such  volumes  of  dense  smoke,  that  he  found  it  impossible  to- 
get  through  there,  and  he  was  half  smothered  in  the  attempt  to  do  so. 
The  soldiers  were  all  coughing. 
**  It's  coming  in  faster  than  ever,"  said  one. 

"  Let  it  out,"  said  the  sergeant,  and  he  took  a  musket  from  one  of  the  men, 
and  commenced  hammering  away  at  one  of  the  walls  of  the  mill.     Several  of  the 
;  soldiers  followed  his  example  at  the  same  spot,  and  they  soon  broke  a  hole  in 
}  the  side  of  that  loft,  through  which  the  smoke  forced  itself  in  a  dense  volume. 
I      This  had  the  effect  of  relieving  them  a  little,  for  a  regular  current  now  set  ia> 
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from  the  trap-  door  to  the  hole  in  the  wall,  and  that  carried  by  far  the  greater 
portion  ot  the  smoke  with  it.  The  sergeant  pointed  to  the  opening  in  the  roof 
leading  to  the  upper  story,  and  cried  out — 

••  We  must  get  up  this  way  now,  and  I  suppose  that  is  as  high  as  we  can 
get." 

"  Come  on,"  said  the  corporal. 

*<  Hold  !'*  cried  one  of  the  soldiers.     "  What  is  that  ?" 

They  all  looked  in  the  direction  he  pointed,  and  they  saw  standing  a  few 
paces  from  one  of  the  walls  a  skeleton,  with  one  hand  outstretched,  and  the  other 
resting  upon  its  head. 

A  feeling  of  horror  came  over  them  all  as  they  looked  upon  this  figure,  which 
shed  around  it  from  its  festering,  yellow -staiaed  bones  a  kind  of  phosphorescent 
light.  It  was  profoundly  still,  but  <-here  was  no  mistake  m  the  fact  that  there  it 
was. 

**  Who  sees  it  ?"  gasped  the  sergeant.     **  Do— you — all  V* 

"  All— all !"  said  the  soldiers.     '•  It  is  death." 

"  No— no." 

The  soldiers  made  a  hasty  rush  towards  the  trap-door,  but  the  corporal  cried 
out — 

"  Stop  I  halt !  Are  we  to.  be  scared  from  our  duty  by  such  a  sight  as  this 
here?     I,  for  one,  will  not.    A  musket — give  me  a  musket  one  of  you." 

"  Here,"  said  a  soldier.    "  It  is  loaded." 

The  corporal  placed  the  musket  to  his  shoulder,  and  pointed  it  at  the  skeleton 
figure. 

**  I  swear,"  he  said,  *'  be  you  angel  or  devil,  that  I  will  fire  at  you  if  you 
don't  speak  and  let  me  krow  why  you  come  here.  I  don't  pretend  to  say  that 
you  are  alive,  because  that  don't  seem  possible ;  hut  you  have  not  come  here 
without  a  purpose.     Speak  !" 

**  Beware  1"  said  a  deep,  hollow  voice. 

"  Beware  of  what  ?"  said  the  corporal.  "  Of  what  would  you  warn  us  to 
beware  ?    Speak  again,  I  charge  you !" 

In** Hence — hence — hence!"  said  the  figure,  apparently,  although  they  could 
see  no  movement  of  its  fleshless  bones, 

**Fire  upon  it!"  cried  the  sergeant. 

« Shall  I?" 

«*To  be  sure.    That  will  try  it." 

Bang !  went  the  musket  with  a  tremendous  uproar  in  that  confined  space, 
and  when  the  noise  a  little  subsided,  and  the  soldier  with  the  link  stepped 
forward,  and  held  it,  although  with  trembling  hands,  in  the  direction  of  the 
figure,  it  was  gone. 

"Gone!"  said  the  corporal.  "I  have  scared  it  off  by  the  shot,  that's  quite 
certain." 

" No,"  said  the  sergeant — *'no.     Look!" 

The  figure  appeared  again  in  precisely  the  same  spot  that  it  had  before 
occupied  ;  but  it  was  only  for  a  moment,  and  as  if  for  the  purpose  of  showing 
how  futile  had  been  the  musket-shot,  for  there  came  a  peal  of  the  same  yelling 
laughter  that  before  had  broken  upon  their  ears  with  such  a  stunning  effect,  and 
then  all  was  still,  and  the  spectre  vanished. 

Even  the  corporal,  who  certainly  had  the  most  courage  upon  the  occasion, 
rushed  back,  and  grounded  the  musket,  with  a  look  of  consternation  and  horror 
upon  his  face. 

"  I  don't  know,"  he  said,  "  what  to  say  to  this  exactly." 

*'  Nor  I,"  said  the  sergeant. 

The  men  crept  towards  the  trap-door,  and  one  of  them  said— 

*'  I  don't  see  any  good  in  staying  here,     Let's  go." 

"Yes,"  said  the  others.  "The  rain  has  all  but  given  over;  let's  go.  Our 
horses  are  out  in  the  open  air,  and  will  be  all  the  better  for  a  canter.  Let's  go 
at  once,  sergeant."" 
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"  Hold  !"  said  the  sergeant.  "We  ought  not,  my  men^  to  think  of  what  we 
had  rather  do,  or  not  do  just  now;  but  of  what  we  shall  have  to  say  about  this 
affair  to  others.  When  the  question  is  put  to  us  of  '  Did  you  search  the  old 
mill?'  and  we  have.to  reply  that  we  had  meant  to  do  so,  but  were  frightened  out 
of  it  by  a  ghost,  we  shall  look  rather  foolish." 

*'  Rather,  indeed,"  said  the  corporal,  **  and,  for  ray  part,  I  will  go  all  over 
the  building,  if  1  go  alone.'* 

"  I  will  be  with  you,"  said  the  sergeant,  "  of  course.'* 
The  men  wavered  ;  and  then  one  said— 
**  We  will  all  do  our  duty.'* 

"  Yes,**  said  the  others  ;  "  we  obey  orders,  sergeant.'* 

"No,  my  men,"  said  the  sergeant;  "  this  is  not  by  any  means  regular  duty, 
so  I  will  not  order  you  upon  it;  but  if  with  good  will  you  will  all  follow 
me,  do  so." 

«<We  will— we  will.'* 

*'  Come  on,  then.  I  don't  suppose  that  there  is  more  than  one  room  or  loft 
above  this  one  that  we  are  in,  and  when  we  have  fairly  looked  at  that,  1  think 
we  may  take  upon  ourselves^  •  to  say  that  we  were  not  frightened  from  searching 
the  place." 

They  now  advanced  to  the  opening  in  the  roof,  through  which  Claude  and 
his  friends  had  made  their  way  by  the  aid  of  the  rope ;  but  as  rope  there  was 
none  now,  it  did  not  seem  so  easy  as  it  might  have  been  to  ascend  to  it. 

The  soldiers  were  tall  men,  though,  and  one  of  them  proposed  to  stoop  down 
and  let  a  comrade  stand  upon  his  back,  and  so  scramble  up,  when  the  next 
could  do  the  same  for  him,  and  so  on,  until  one  was  onlv  left  below,  who  might 
be  CO  isilered  as  on  duty  there  in  the  capacity  of  sentinel. 

This  was  a  proposition  at  once  so  feasible  and  so  easy  to  carry  out,  that  they 
all  acceded  to  it.     The  only  little  difficulty  consisted  in  who  should  ascend  to  j 
the  unknown  loft  above  first ;  but  the  corporal  put  that  at  rest  by  proposing 
his  willingness  to  do  so ;  and,  accordingly,  one  of  the'raen  went  on  all- fours,  and  i 
the  corporal,  when   he   stood  upon  his  back,  found  that  he  could  just  reach  the  j 
sides   of  the   hole   in  the   roof,  and  drew  himself  up  by  his  hands,  which  his 
military  exercises  enabled  him  to  do  with  considerable  ease  and  dexterity, 
'*  Is  all  right  ?"  said  the  sergeant. 

"  Yes.     Nobodv  seems  to  be  here  ;  but  it  is  very  dark.      Come  on  with  you, 
and  bring  the  torch." 
"  Yes  ;  coming." 

Tn  the  course  of  a  few  moments,  now,  the  whole  of  the  party,  with  the 
exception  of  one  man  who  remained  below  on  guard,  was  in  the  upper  part  of 
the  old  mill. 

Several  of  them  crowded  to  the  window,  or  opening .  in  Jhe  wall,  through 
which  Claude  and  his  party  had  made  their  way  to  the  roof  of  the  building, 
and  they  did  so  more  from  the  satisfaction  they  experienced  from  getting  a 
mouthful  of  fresh  air  than  for  any  oth-^r  cause,  for  the  atmosphere  of  the  mill 
was  full  of  smoke,  notwithstanding  they  had  by  makin?  an  outlet  from  it 
succeeded  in  letting  a  sufficient  quantity  escape  to  make  the  air  just  endurable. 

The  soldiers  were  now  so  close  to  Claude  Duval  and  his  friends,  that  they 
might  have  touched  each  other;  and  then  the  corporal  said — 

"  There  seems  to  be  a  kind  of  balcony  with  rails  outside  here,  is  there 
not?' 

"  Yes,'*  said  the  man,  with  the  link.  "  One  of  you  hold  the  light,  and  I  will 
get  out,  and  have  a  look  about  me  at  what  sort  of  a  place  it  is." 

The  corporal  took  the  light,  and  the  soldier  scrambled  out  of  the  window ; 
but  the  moment  he  let  much  of  his  weight  rest  upon  the  little  balcony,  and  its 
light  railing,  down  it  all  went  with  a  crash  to  the  ground — a  depth  of  nearly 
fifty  feet. 

This  wo  lid  certainly  have  been  a  fatal  accident  to  the  soldier  had  not  the 
corporal  caught  him  bv  his  belt  and  held   him   by   it  against  the  ledge  of  the 
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window  till  three  or  four  of  his  comrades  got  a  good  hold  of  him  aad    pulled- 
him  in. 

"A  narrow  escape  that,"  said  the  corporal. 

I'ne  soldier  looked  quite  white,   and  was   for  some  few  minutes   unable  to- 
speak.     Then  with  a  shudder,  he  said— 

**  I  thought  I  was  gone,  corporal.     I  owe  you  my  life." 

"  Pho— pho  !     Don't  mention  1t." 

"  Yes.  but " 

"  Oh,  stuff.    These  things  always  happen  in  service,  you  know.     All  I   wish 
of  you  is,  that  if  you  see  me  ever  going  in  the  same  way,   you  will    hold   tight, 
j  ,inv  man,  that's  all." 
I      '"  Indeed,  I  will." 

The  corporal  had  dropped  the  torch  in  the  anxiety  to  save  the  man,  but  it  had 
!  not  gone  out,  and  one  of  the  soldiers,  by  waving  it  in  the  air,  got  it  into  a  flame 
again. 

The  nearly  fatal  accident  that  had  occurred  had  had  the  effect  of  damping 
the  ardour  of  the  soldiers  a  little  ;  and  after  satisfying  themselves  that  there  was 
no  one  m  the  loft,  they  proposed  to  get  away  agam  as  quickly  as  possible,  which 
the  sergeant  did  not  oppose. 

"  I  don't  see,"  he  said,  ''  that  we  can   do  any  more  good    here.     We  have- 
searched  the  whole  building." 

'*  We  have,"  said  the  corporal.  "Let  us  leave  it  now.  The  smoke  that 
cannot  get  out  at  the  hole  in  the  wall  seems  to  find  its  way  up  here,  and  the 
sooner  we  get  out  of  it  the  better.'' 

"  Come  on,  then/' 

The  men  were  not  at  all  sorry  to  leave  that  loft,  and  they  sprang  down  one 
by  one  into  the  room  below  very  quickly.  The  sentinel  reported  that  he  had 
seen  nothing,  but  that  a  rushing  noise  of  something  on  the  outside  of  the  mill 
had  rather  startled  him.  They  let  him  know  that  it  was  the  fall  of  the  little 
balcony  and  its  railings  that  had  produced  that  noise,  and  then  they  hurriedly 
walked  to  the  trap- door  to  descend  to  the  basement  srory  of  the  place. 

**  1  say,"  whispered  the  sergeant  to  the  corporal.  '*  it's  an  infernal  old  den, 
this,  and  worth  nothing." 

*'  Not  a  mag." 

"  Well,  then,  it's  only  a  harbour  for  such  fell  )W3  as  those  we  have  been  after, 
and  there  is  but  one  way  to  prevent  it  from  being  such  in  the  future.  Do  you 
throw  the  link  into  a  corner  among  the  straw  when  we  conie  out,  and  the  con- 
founded place  will  be  burnt  down  before  the  morning,  and  all  the  ghosts  alon^ 
with  it." 

*'  It  wouldn't  really  be  a  bad  thing  to  do  so." 

*'  A  bad  thing  !     It  would  be-a  good  thing,  I  tell  you.     Come,  mind  you  do 
it  now.*' 
<    "  I  wilL" 

i'.  '*  That's  right.  You  needn't  say  anything  to  the  men  about  it.  I  will  march 
them  out,  and  as  you  follow  you  can  do  it.  They  won't  know  what  you  have 
done  with  the  link,  you  know." 

"  All's  right,  I'll  manage  it.  It  will  make  a  nice  bon-fire,  at  all  events,  if 
nothing  else,     1  will  do  it,  you  may  depend." 

I     The  sergeant  was  quite  satisfied  with  this  ready  acquiescence  of  the  corporal 

in  the  idea  of  setting  fire  to  their  enemv's  quarters  before  leaving,  and  he  ordered 

the  men  to  march  out   of  the  mill.     Tney  obeyed  him   with   all  the  readiness 

poss'ble,  for  they  were  by  no  means  enamoured  of  thai  place,  and  were  glad  enough 

to  get  out  of  it. 

The  corporal  remained  last,  and  then  he  threw  the   link  into   a  corner  of  the 
.room,  saj'inij  as  he  did  so — 

"i  sincerely  hope  that  it  will  soon  burn  down  the  old  den,  for  I  don't  know 
'when: I  have  had  such  a  fright  as  that  skeleton  ghost,. if,  indeed,  it   were  such, 
gave  me,  though  I  did  manage  to  fire  at  it."* 
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He  then  left  the  mill,  and  it  may  be  here  remarked  that  they  all,  either  unin- 
tentionally or  wilfully,  it  is  rather  hard  to  say  which,  forgot  that  there  was  such 
a  person  as  Mr.  White,  attorney  at  law,  lying  upon  his  back  in  the  lower  room 


of  the  old  building. 


CHAPTER, CCCXXX. 

CLAUDE   AND   HIS   TRIENDS   ARE    IN    GllEAT    PERIL   IN    THE    MtLL^   AND   'SO     IS 

MR.    WHITE. 

While  all  this  was  going  on,  Claude  and  his  two  friends  were  snug  enough 
at  the  top  of  the  mill,  but  they  little  suspected  the  nice  little  design  that  the 
sergeant  and  corporal  had  concocted  between  them. 
5''-''' They,  the  highwaymen,  had  thought  of  smoking  out  the  soldiers,  but  in  a 
much  more  effectual  manner  the  latter  had  thought  of  burning  them  out  by 
setting  6re  to  the  building. 

Claude  did  not  think  it  exactly  prudent  to  say  anything  for  some  little  time 
after  thesoldieis  had  left  the  upper  lolt,  for  neither  he  nor  his  friends  could 
possibly  take  upon  them  to  be  quite  sure  that  that  was  not  a  mere  ruse,  or 
that  they  were  really  gone. 

After  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour  more  had  lapsed,  and  when  by  the  most 
intense  listening  nothing  could  be  heard  of  any  one  in  the  narrow  apartment 
immediately  below  the  roof  of  the  mill,  they  began  to  conclude,  as  was  the  fact, 
that  their  foes  had  really  gone. 

"Jack/'  said  Claude,  "  where  are  you  ?** 
-    *'  Here,  all  right." 
'^  "And  you,  Dick?" 

"I  am  here,  Claude,"  said  Turpin,  **and  I  do  think  those  fellows  are  gone 
-at  last."  " 

"  So  do  I." 

"Be  careful,  though,  yet,"  said  Jack.  "They  may  be  lurking  about,  and 
we  must  not  throw  a  chance  away." 

*'  Certainly  not.  Ah !  what  is  that  below  ?  1  see  some  figures,  and  I  hear 
voices,  too.     They  are  tired  of  it,  and  are  leaving  the  mill." 

Erom  the  position  he  occupied,  Claude  could  see  pietty  well  over  a  ledge 
to  the  meadows  below,  and,  dark  as  it  was,  he  saw  that  the  little  troop  of 
soldiers  were  on  the  move  from  the  spot.  The  rain  still  came  down  ;  but  it 
was  only  in  a  light,  scattering  kind  of  way,  now;  so  that  beyond  the  great 
discomfort  that  the  wet  state  of  the  meadows  would  be  sure  to  inflict  upon 
them,  there  was  nothing  in  the  condition  of  the  weather  that  could  be  any 
valid  excuse  for  the  soldiers  seeking  further  shelter,  merely  for  the  sake  of 
shelter. 

Their  horses  had  been  picketted  close  to  the  mill,  under  cover  of  some  trees, 
which  had  in  some  measure,  though  not  to  a  great  extent,  protected  them  from 
the  storm.  The  saddles  and  housings  of  the  steeds  were  saturated  with  water ; 
but  the  soldiers  set  about  drying  them  as  well  as  they  could  with  such  means 
as  were  at  their  disposal. 

Situated  as  the  highwaymen  were,  the  sounds  of  the  voices  of  the  men  below 
came  quite  clearly  up  to  them,and  they  had  no  difficu  ty  in  hearing  every  word 
that  was  uttered.  Indeed,  the  sounds  came  to  them  in  quite  a  startlingly 
distinct  fashion,  as  i  fthey  had  been  close  at  hand. 

"  Who  can  lead  to  the  high  road  by  a  short  cut  V*  said  the  sergeant.  "  We 
shall  be  up  to  our  necks  in  these  meadows  soon,  if  we  don't  get  out  of  them.** 

*•  I  know  the  way,*'  said  the  corporal.  ?•  It  is  directly  past  yonder  clump  of 
trees,  and  then  we  are  on  level  ground." 
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■~*'Corae   on,   then,"   said   the  sergeant.     '"  We  have  done  all  we  can  ;  and  so 
I  shaU  make  away  to  head-quarters  again." 

The- soldief^j.  followed  the  sergiant  aud  corporal,  an  das  they  went,  they  swore 


readfui-yia  their  anger    at    the   whole  alFair  ;  fur    ihey    h^oued  forward  to  the     ^ 
erious  job  i-  won  d  be  in  the  cleaning  iine  on  the  ncorrow  after  the  draggHng  ride 


CLAUDE    AND   THE    VKISCESS    DANCING    A    MINUET. 

:  through  t'dose  ra=adows   before  thov  could   present  themselves  for  inspedi^n  to 

;  their  officers.      Moreover,   seve.al  of  them   had  raiher  serious  hru.ses  horn  me 

i  fall  they  had  experienced  dnrinr  the  attempts  to  open  the  trap-door. 

J       "Thev  are  gone/'  sad  Cla-ii!e. 

'j      ^' The  devil  go  with  tbera  !"  said  Turnin. 


No.  172. 
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"Well,  I  think  vou  are  mistaken  there,"  added  Claude,  ''for  I  don't  see  tljs 
lawyer  anywhere ;  and  the  old  gentleman  you  have  mentioned  is  more  likely  to 
stay  behind  and  keep  him  company." 

"  But  where  can  the  lawyer  be  ?"  said  Jack.  •'  Surely  uolhing  has  happerxed 
to  him  in  the  mill  ?" 

"There  is  no  saying  just  yet/*  said  Claude  ;  "  but  the  most  likely  thing  is, 
that  when  he  found  there  was  likely  to  be  anything  in  the  shape  of  clanger,  he 
ran  off,  and  left  the  soldiers  to  encounter  it  alone,  lie  was  certainly  not  with 
them  when  they  came  up  so  nearly  to  us  just  now/* 

"Do  you  think  not  ?" 

"Certainly:  he  would  have  said  something  if  he  had  been.  I  am  glad, 
by-the-b',,  that  the  soldier  was  saved  from  falling  from  top  to  bottom  of  the 
mill  along  with  the  balcony  and  its  appendages.*' 

"  So  am  I/'  said  Jack. 

"And  [,  as  it  has  turned  out,*'  said  Dick  ;  "  although  I  doubt  if  they  would 
have  said  as  much  concerning  us.  But  what  is  that  odd  crackling  nyise  that  I 
hear?     Just  listen  to  it,  Claude.** 

*'  A  crackling  noise  is  it?'* 

'•  Yes.     There  it  is  again." 

"  Ah,  I  hear  it  now  quite  plainly/' 

**  And  I,  too,"  said  Jack;  "  but  I  cannot  think  what  it  cau  possibly  be." 

Tb^y  a'l  three  now  listened  with  the  most  marked  attention  to  the  odd 
cracI^Ving  noise  that  seemed  to  come  from  the  lower  part  of  the  mill,  and  it  is 
just  possible  that  they  mighthave  listened  to  it  for  a  still  longer  period  than  they 
did,  without  being  able  to  come  to  anything  like  a  just  conclusion  concerning  it, 
but  th'jt  a  circumstance  took  place  that  had  the  effect  of  opening  their  eyes, 
both  literally  aed  loetaphoricaliy  speaking,  to  the  exact  truth  of  wtiat  was 
going  on. 

A  dull  red  light  began  to  show  itself  la  the  air,  and  to  impart  a  strange 
radiance  to  the  old  mill. 

It  was  Jack  who  exclaimed — "  Why,  that  is  fire  !" 

The  moment  he  pronounced  the  one  word  "Fsre  !"  it  gave  to  Clau<^e  Duval 
and  Dick  Turpin  a  clae  to  the  whole  mystery  of  the  Strang?  crackling  noise 
that  had  so  much  p'  zzlrd  them,  and  they  cried  out  with  one  voice— 

*'  The  mill  is  on  fire  !'* 

This  was  a  state  of  things  that  required  the  most  prompt  and  decisive  action, 
and  Claude  was  upon  his  feet  in  a  moment. 

"  We  must  get  out  or  it/'  he  cried,  "as  quickly  as  we  can.  It  is  all  wood; 
and  ^vill  burn  like  a  match/' 

"  Yes  ;  but  how?"  said  Jack,  who,  after  leaning  over  the  side  of  1  he  roof 
they  were  on,  rushed  back  coughing  from  a  mouthful  of  dense  smoke  that  he 
had  inhaled. 

**  Hovv-  ?•  cried  Claude.     **  Why,  the  way  we  got  h-  re,  to  be  sure.^* 

"Always  fcrgetting/'  said  Jack,  "that  the  little  balcony  and  railings  that 
helped  us  up  here  are  now  gone.'* 

'•  But  you  don^t  mean  to  say.  Jack,  that  we  are  to  stay  up  here  and  he  roasted 
in  this  infernal  mill  ?" 
^-  "  It  would  be  a  had  case/' 

'    "  Rather/'  said  Dick,    '-and  on«  that  I  don^  intend  shall  be  mine  'f  I  can 
possibly  help  it/' 

"  Never  mind,"  said  Claude.  "  Where  is  that  rope  that  we  brought  with  us  ? 
Who  has  it?'' 

"  I  have  it/'  said  Jack,  "  and  four  or  five  yards  more  to  add  to  it,  if  they  are 
at  all  likely  to  aid  us  ;  but  if  your  idea  is  to  descend  by  its  aid,  I  think  you  will 
find  it  to  go  about  half  way,  that  is  all.'* 

**  Halfway  is  something." 

*•  Yes.  but  not  enough  .Claude.  I  must  confess,  that  Ithink  we]are  rather  in 
what  may  be  called  a  fix  here."  * 
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There  was  at  this  moment  a  loud  crash,  and  from  one  side  of  the  mill  that  had 
taken  light,  there  came  rushing  up  a  monstrous  flame,  hissing  and  crackling 
against  the  wet  wood-work. 

'*  Here  it  comes,"  said  Jack. 

"  It  does  indeed,"  said  Dick.  **  I  can  feel  the  hot  glow  of  it  even  now  upoa 
my  face.    Claude,  what  do  you  propose  now  ?*' 

''Escape." 

**  Escape,  is  the  word,  but  it  seems  one  more  easy  to  utter  in  the  present  state  of 
affairs,  than  to  carry  out.     I  don't  seem  at  all  to  like  the  position  of  things  here." 

*'  We  are  lost."  said  Jack. 

**  Not  so,"  cried  Claude.  "  I  have  tied  one  end  of  the  rope  securely  to  a 
strong  iron  ring  that  is  here.  Now,  Jack,  produce  the  supplementary  piece  of 
cord  that  you  spoke  of.     Is  it  strong  ?'* 

•'  Here  it  is,"  said  Jack,  "  I  had  it  round  my  waist,  in  case  of  an  emergency, 
as  at  times  a  bit  of  cord  is  of  inestimable  value  •  and  as  for  its  strength,  it  would 
hold  us  all  three." 

••  Good." 

Claude  took  the  rope,  and  firmly  tied  it  to  the  end  of  the  piece  he  had 
already. 

••  That,"  he  said,  "with  the  other  goes  about  half  way  down."   , 

"How  consoling  !"  said  Jack. 

"  So  that  it  leaves,"  added  Claude,  *'  only  twenty  five  feet,  or  thereabouts, 
below  the  end  of  it.*' 

"  Ah  !"  said  Jack,  "  a  pleasant  drop." 

"Dick?" 

"  Yes,  Claude.  I  know  you  have  some  idea  of  saving  U3  all.    What  is  it  V 

*'  Lend  me  your  coat  !" 

*'  My  coat?  Oh,  to  be  sure.  Yes — yes,  my  coat  tied  to  the  cord,  and  your 
coats  tied  to  mine,  will  go  the  distance,  or  so  near  to  it  that  the  drop  will  be  nothing 
at  all  to  speak  of.  All's  right  !  By  Jove,  we  shill  get  the  better  of  this  bout. 
Jack,  off  with  your  coat,  man,  and  I'll  warrant  we  shall  be  on  the  ground,  safe, 
in  another  five  minutes." 

There  was  not,  in  good  k-uth,  much  time  to  spare  now  in  the  matter,  for  the 
flames  had  fairly  laid  hold  of  one  side  of  the  mill,  and  were  roaring  and  crack- 
ling at  a  fearful  rate.  If  there  had  not  happened  to  have  been  such  heavy  rain 
recently,  the  whole  building  would,  as  Claude  said,  have  blazed  up  like  a  match; 
but  it  took  some  time  for  the  heat  generated  by  the  fire  to  dry  the  weather- 
boarding,  of  which  the  exteinal  sides  of  the  building  were  composed. 

It  was  to  that  circumstance  alone  that  Claude  aud  his  two  friends  upon  that 
€ventful  occasion  owed  their  lives. 

"  Quick  !  quick  !"  said  Jack. 

•*  Yes  ;  steady  and  safe  I    All  is  well.   Your  coat.  Jack.*' 

"Here." 

«•  That's  it.'* 

"Ob,  Claude,  I  can  feel  the  mill  shake." 

"The  devil  you  can  !"  said  Dick.  "  I  didn't  think  that  it  had  come  to  that 
just  yet.    How  are  you  getting  on,  Claude  ?" 

"Well." 

Claude  Duval  would  not  allow  himself  to  be  hurried  in  tying  the  coats  together. 
He  felt  how  much  would  depend  upon  the  ability  and  security  with  which  he 
performed  that  part  of  the  business  ;  and  be  was  resolved  to  do  it  well.  Jt  would 
be  of  little  importance  to  gain  a  few  moments  in  time,  and  to  lose,  as  a  conse- 
quence, everything  in  the  mefBciency  of  the  apparatus  of  escape. 

Claude  tied  the  coats  together  by  the  arms,  and  he  found  that  he  could  do  so 
with  a  feeling  of  perfect  security,  and  then  he  3ung  them  over  the  roof  of  the 
xnill. 

"  Now,  Jack,"  he  said,  "  go." 

"  No." 
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•'What  do  you  mean  by  no  ?     We  will  follow  ^fOU." 
*'  No  ;  I  will  follow  both  of  you.*' 

*'  This  is   no  time  for  nonsense,*'  said  Dick  Turpin.     "  While  yoti  two  are 
jsettling  which  shall  go  first,  I  will  go;  and  when  1  get  to  the  ground  I  can  per-    ^ 
liaps  help  you.*' 

Dick,  without  another  moment's  hesitation,  descended,  and  found  that  the  i'j 
xoats  brought  hira  within  a  few  feet  of  the  damp  ground  by  the  side  of  the  mill.  l\ 
Jack  was  firm  in  being  the  last,  so  Claude  called  out  to  Dick —  **' 

^' Is  it  all  right?" 

"Quite,"  said  Dick  ;  and  then  Duval  himself  descended  ;  and,  although  one  of 
the  coats  tore  a  little,  and  he  thought  that  the  mill  itself  shook,  he  did  reach  the 
ground  in  safetv  :  but  he  was  much  alarmed  for  the  safety  of  his  friend  above. 

"  Safe  !  safe  I"  said  Jack. 

*'  Don't  cry  out  till  you  get  of  the  wood,"  said  Claude;  "  or  rather  out  of  the 
tnill." 

"  Well,  but  all  is  well  now." 

*^  I  hope  so.  Come  on,  Jack.  I  have  hold  of  the  coats.  Come  steady,  now, 
old  friend.    Slow  and  steady." 

Claude  Duval  really  had  the  greatest  appiehensions  that   poor  Jack   would 
'  oevcr  reach  the  ground  in  safety,  and  yet,  what  to  do  in  the  world  to  aid  him  he 
xeally  knew  not. 

"There  were  two  dangers  to  guard  against. 

In  the  fi  st  place,  after  the  pas^a?e<'l"  kimself  and  Dick  down  the  rope  and  the 
coats,  Claude  Duval  did  not  think  they  were  anything  sf^  secure  as  they  had 
J>€en ;  and  in  the  second  [lace,  he  felt  as  certain  as  possibly  he  cou'd  be  that  the 
,«oill  itself  shook,  and  showed  sonne  symptoms  of  topp  ing  completely  over.  Should 
«uch  a  catastrophe  as  that  happen,  it  would  be  likely  enough  to  involve  h;m, 
Cluudt^  in  des;r:.ction,  as  well  as  Jack.  It  was,  truly,  a  moment  of  fearful  sus- 
j)ense. 

Jack  Come  sliding  sIo^aIv  down. 

^' Sterdy,  .lack  I'- 
'^Ycs.  Claude;  vcs.      The  rore  i' — is " 

"'Whatr" 

*'  Only  cracking." 

Even  as  Jack  spoke,  the  rope  parked  and  down  he  came ;  but  Claude  was  resolved 
to  save  him,  and  with  great  dexterity  he,  without  actually  catching  him  in  his 
arms,  broke  his  fall  ;  so  that  what  with  the  coats  and  that  friendy  interposition 
as  well,  Jack  reached  the  ground  without  sustaining  any  injury  at  a' I. 

^*  You  are  safe,  Jack  !" 

"  Quite.    Thanks  to  vou,  Claude,  otherwise  I  had  been  a  dead  man.** 


i' 


Scarcely  had  Claude  and  h"s  friends  time  to  congratulate  each  other  upon 
reaching  the  ground  in  sa'tty,  when  a  most  singular  spectacle  met  their  eyes,  and 
for  a  time  transfixed  them  to  tl-e  spot  with  astonishment. 

Turning  just  round  a  cornt  r  cf  one  of  the  ouf  houses  belonging  to  the  barley  mill, 
came  one  of  the  most  singular  cavalcades  that  they  h  d  ever  seen — a  cavalcade, 
too,  which  at  such  a  moment  w.s  of  strange  and  significant  moment. 

First  there  came  two  men  in  long  black  cTaihes— such  as  are  worn  at  funerals — 
and  with  hat-bauds  hanging  down  their  hacks,  after  the  absurd  fashion  of  under- 
takers' men.  Immedia.ely  fullov/mg  them  came  one  man,  with  a  white  cravat, 
similarly  attired  to  the  others  ;  and"  then  came  four  supporting  a  coffin,  with  a 
pa'l  over  it. 

Following  the  coffin  there  were  six  mourners,  who,  if  one  might  jadge  at  all 
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from  their  appearance,  were  in  a  great  state  of  affliction,  for,  according  ta 
I  the  most  approved  mode  among  mourners,  they  each  held  a  crurapled  up  white 
handkerchief  to  his  mouth  ;  for,  strange  to  say,  mourners  at  funerals  al  vays  do 
hold  their  handkerchiefs  to  their  mouths  instead  of  their  eres,  thus  leading  to  the 
idea  io  some  cases  as  though  they  were  trying  to  smother  their  laughter,  instead 
of  stem  the  current  of  their  grief  for  the  departed. 

Where  on  earth  such  a  cavalcade  as  this  had  sprung  from  was  the  mystery, 
and  in  the  dim  light,  cast  by  a  lantern  that  was  placed  upon  tlie  coffin  near  to 
the  head  of  it,  they  certainly  looked  extremely  spectral  and  mysterious  to  Claude 
Duval  and  his  two  friends. 

•*  Good  gracious  !'*  said  Dick  Turpin. 
,  "This  is  surely  our  last  moment,"  said  Jack. 

"  Confound  it,  don't  be  frightened  ac  a  funeral,"  said  Claude. 

•'  The  devil !"  said  Dick. 

**  If  it  be  his  funeral  it's  a  good  job,  Dick,  so  don't  put  on  such  an  appearance. 
Where  are  they  all  going,  I  wonder?" 

The  funeral  cortege  did  not  pause  nor  appear  as  if  its  members  saw  or  paid 
the  smallest  attention  to  Claude  Duval  and  his  friends,  but  on  it  went  past  the 
door  of  the  mill  with  a  slow  and  solemn  step,  and  then  took  a  course  towaxds 
one  corner  of  the  meadow. 

The  solemn  and  slowly  moving  figures — the  dim  spectral  kind  of  light,  and 
DOW  and  then  an  odd  wailing  noise  that  came  upon  the  ears  of  the  listeners,  all 
combined  to  render  the  scene  striking  and  picturesque  in  the  extreme,  while  it 
invested  it,  too,  with  an  aspect  of  terror,  and  was  significant  of  thoughts  of 
another  world. 

No  doubt  if  it  had  depended  upon  Jack  or  Dick  to  stop  the  cortege  of  death, 
neither  of  them  would  have  done  so  ;  but  Claude  was  there,  and  he  was  really 
Dot  a  likely  person  to  allow  such  a  mysterious  cavalcade  to  pass  unquestioned. 

**  They  are  goinsr,"  he  said.     "  Let  us  follow." 

*'0h,  no— no:"  said  Jack. 

"  Well,"  said  Dick,  "  I  hardly  know  what  to  say." 

**  But  I  do,"  said  Claude.  **  I  hate  lo  have  anything  to  think  about  after- 
wards to  puzzle  me.  1  will  follow  them,  I  tell  you.  You  can  come  with  me  both 
of  you  or  not,  as  you  feel  inclined." 

•'  If  you  go,"  said  Dick,  •*  1  go." 

*'  No— no,'"  cried  Jack  again. 

•*  Then  you  stay  here.  Jack." 

"But,  Claude " 

•*  Nay,  Jack,  I  know  as  well  as  possible  what  you  would  say.  All  your 
superstitious  fears  are  fully  a^rakened  in  this  matter,  and  you  who  would  look 
upon  possible  danger  as  nothing,  would  shrink  from  interfering  with  yonder  caval* 
cade ;  but  i  have  made  up  my  mind  to  it," 

"  Come  on,"  said  Dick. 

**  I  will;  and  be  they  ghosts  or  living  beings  like  ourselves,  they  shall  find  that 
1  am  Dot  one  to  be  trifled  with  with  impunity." 

As  he  spoke,  Claude  Duval  dashed  forward,  followed  clasely  by  Dick  ;  and 
Jack,  rather  than  be  left  alone  probably,  likewise  followed  them. 

When  Claude  Duval  got  a  little  nearer  to  the  funeral  procession,  he  called 
out,  in  a  clear,  bold  voice — 

**  Halt !     Stop,  I  say.     You  do  not  pass  on  unquestioned." 

No  attention  was  paid  to  him,  and  the  funeral  passed  on  at  the  same  solema 
pace. 

Claude  would  not  be  baffled,  but  passin:;  the  cortege,  he  turned  abruptly  and 
faced  the  two  men  at  the  head  of  the  procession  with  a  pistol  in  his  hand,  saying 
as  he  did  so — 

•*  Advance  another  step  and  I  will  test  the  vitality  of  some  of  you.  1  am  « 
man  of  ray  word.' 

The  procession  stopped,  and  the  two   men  held  op  their  arms  in  an  attitude 
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deprecatory  of  his  interference  with  them.  One  in  a  deep  hollow  voice  spoke — 
*' Kas)h  man,  forbear!  The  valour  that  would  be  great  as  against  those  who 
are  mortal  as  yourself  is  useless  when  directed  against  us.  Depart  in 
peace  !'' 

"  Not  till  I  know  who  and  what  you  are." 

"Beware — beware  !"  said  the  other  man,  and  in  that  deep  and  solema  voice 
Claude  could  well  imagine  the  one  who  had  uttered  the  same  word  at  the  old 
mill. 

*'  Thank  you,  my  friend,"  he  said.  "  I  heard  you  say  '  Beware'  once  before,  and 
I  don't  know  that  anvthing  came  of  it  ;  so  I  don't  mean  to  let  you  go  on." 

"Nor  I,"  said  Dick. 

*'  Unless,"  said  Jack,  who  by  that  time  was  by  the  side  of  Claude  and  Turpiu. 
"Unless  you  declare  who  and  what  you  are." 

"There  is  one  who  may  declare  it,"  said  the  one  with  the  wand,  as  he  slowly 
advanced,  "but  we  may  not.  Let  the  dead  declare  the  secrets  of  the  dead  to 
these  men.  Jf  they  survive  not,  it  is  not  the  fault  of  our  erring  souls.  That 
will  not  sit  heavy  upon  our  frail  natures.     Let  the  dead  speak  !'* 

Those  who  carried  the  coffin  now  set  it  down,  and  one  lifted  the  lantern  from 
it.  Then  as  Claude  and  his  friends  looked  on  with  interest,  and  Jack  at  least  of 
the  three  with  alarm,  there  was  a  strange  commotion  under  the  pall. 

Jack  stepped  back. 

*'  Hold  1"  said  Claude  in  a  whisper.  *'  Don't  let  them  see  fear  or  hesitation. 
Jack." 

Jack  advanced  again,  bat  he  shook  with  agitation  as  he  looked  upon  what  was 
passing. 

The  pall  became  each  moment  more  and  more  agitated,  and  those  who  had 
been  bearing  the  coffin  shrunk  down  alnost  to  the  ground,  as  if  they  dreaded 
what  was  about  to  take  place,  while  tlie  others  forming  the  funeral  procession 
k  lelt  down  upon  the  moist  grass  and  uttered  low  wailing  sounds. 

The  man  with  the  wand  spoke. 

*'  The  body  of  the  murderer  cannot  rest,"  he  said.  *'  It  lies  in  unconsecrated 
earth,  and  till  the  great  day  when  the  sons  of  man  shall  arise  and  look  again 
upon  the  light  of  day,  will  his  frail  dust  agitate  the  folds  of  the  covering  that 
should  hide  it  from  mortal  view.  It  is  in  vain  that,  chased  through  a  world,  the 
skeleton  form  is  brought  to  a  resting-place.     It  cannot  rest — it  cannot  rest." 

The  agitation  beneath  the  pall  still  continued. 

•'  Claude  ?"  said  Jack. 

*'Well." 

**This  is  the  spectre  funeral." 

"You  don't  say  so  ?'" 

**  Oh,  Claude,  do  not  oppose  this  fact,  for  it  is  one.  The  body  that  lies  in 
that  coffin  is,  without  doubt,  that  of  the  brother  who  killed  his  Crother.  The 
body  of  the  fratricide  cannot  rest.  Oh,  let  us  away  from  this  dreadfui  scene. 
I  implore  you  to  fly  from  it.*' 

"  Net  yet." 

**  But,  Claude — Claude,  and  you,  Dick,  too — only  consider  !'* 

"  Only  do  you  consider.  Jack,  if  you  please,  that  I  am  really  very  much  in- 
terested, and  if  you  will  do  so,  I  am  sure  that  you  will  not  ask  me  to  leave  this 
place.     Come — come,  be  quiet,  that  is  all  1  ask  of  you." 

Jack  saw  that  it  was  useless  to  contend  with  Duval  upon  this  point,  as  he 
had  made  up  his  mind  to  stay,  so  he  only  retired  a  step  or  two,  and  in  a  crouch- 
ing attitude,  awaited  the  result  of  the  extraordinary  scene. 

"  You  see,"  said  the  man  with  the  wand. 

*'0h,  yes,"  said  Claude. 

"  Depart,  then,  in  peace." 

"Thank  you.     I  would  rather  stay.' 

"Oh,  fool— fool  !" 
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*•  Upon  my  life,  you  are  very  complimentary.  Allow  me  to  return  it,  by 
saying  that  in  my  opinion  you  are  an  ass." 

*•  Ah  !     Dread  my  vengeance  !' 

*•  I  won*t.'' 

The  agitation  in  the  coffin  under  the  pall  increased  each  moment-,  and  the  pall 
itself  was  shaken  violently  to  and  fro.  The  man  with  the  wand  raised  it  in  the 
air,  and  mutrered  some  words  that  were  not  intelligible  to  Claude,  and  then  he 
touched  the  coffin  with  the  end  of  it.  The  mourners  raised  another  wailing  crv, 
and  the  curtain  of  the  pall  began  to  rise  up,  and  it  was  quite  clear  that  some 
figure  ia  the  form  of  humanity  Was  rising  from  the  coffin  and  taking  the  pall 
with  it  as  it  did  so. 

The  scene  was  rather  an  excitmg  one,  and  had  it  not  been  that  terror  really  at 
the  moment  deprived  him  of  the  use  of  his  limbs,  the  probabiiiy  is,  that  Jack 
would  have  justified  all  that  could  have  been  expected  from  the  afi'air,  and  taken 
to  flight. 

Neither  Dick  Turpin  nor  Claude  Duval,  though,  were  so  affected. 

"  Beware !  beware  I"  said  the  man  w^ith  the  wand — **  beware  !  No  mortal  eye 
has  ever  looked  upon  this  sight  and  left  the  brain  of  the  sad  spectator  free  from 
the  wild  madness  that  such  a  spectacle  must  produce." 

**  Very  good/'  said  Claude.  '*  This  is  a  fellow  of  some  education,  Dick. 
He  uses  very  tolerable  language." 

Dick  was  sil-ent.  Without  affectinfr  him  as  it  had  done  Jack,  the  scene 
certainly  did  in  a  manner  take  a  hold  of  his  imagination,  and,  perhaps,  it  did 
the  same  in  a  lesser  degree  to  Claude,  only  he  would  not  show  it. 

The  figure  in  the  coffin  still  rose  up  under  the  pall  higher  and  higher;  and 
being  carefully  covered  by  the  black  velvet  of  that  funeral  covering,  it  was 
left  entirely  to  the  imagination  to  conceive  what  it  could  possibly  be  like,  and 
the  effect  of  it  so  rising  was  truly  shocking. 

Up— up  it  went,  till  it  had  got  to  such  a  height,  that  the  pall  on  its  edge 
rested  upon  the  ground,  and  finally  upon  the  coffin,  and  then  it  paused ;  and 
the  roan  with  the  wand  said — 

"  Oh,  enough — enough  !  Rest — oh,  rest,  perturbed  spirit!  Sufficient  of  thy 
^wful  presence  is  now  apparent.     Rest — oh,  restl" 

"  I  beg  to  differ  from  you,  my  friend,"  said  Claude  DuvaL 

The  man  with  the  wand  looked  sternly  at  Claude. 

'*  Mortal,  begone  !" 

•*  Oh,  dear,  no.  That  gentleman  under  (he  pall  has  quite  roused  my  curiosity, 
as  he  raised  himself,  and  I  don't  intend  to  go  till  I  have  had  a  good  look  at 
him ;  so,  as  it  is  beginning  to  rain  again,  the  sooner  he  indulges  me  the 
better." 

"  Claude,  are  you  mad  V  said  Jack. 

*'  No,  Jack  ;  but  you  be  quiet." 

*'  Let  me  speak  to  you  in  kindness,"  ssid  the  man  with  the  wand.  *'  Pass 
on,  and  do  not  further  interfere  with  this  awful  ceremony.  It  can  leal  you  to 
no  good,  be  you  what  you  may  ;  and  it  is  possible  that  to  your  dying  day  you 
would  repent  of  a  fool'sh  obstinacy  in  such  a  case." 

"  I  am  very  much  obliged  to  you  for  your  kind  advice;  but  I  am  one  of  the 
most  obstinate  fellows  living." 

•'  He  is— he  is  !'  said  Jaclf. 

•*  And,"  added  Claude  Duval,  "  when  I  take  a  thing  into  my  head,  there  is 
no  such  thing  as  getting  it  out  again." 

The  man  with  the  wand  muttered  a  curse,  and  then  he  called  out— 

"  Arms— arms  !" 

The  six  mourners  upon  this  advanced  along  with  the  men  who  had  borne  the 
body,  and  Claude  saw  that  they  had  pistols  in  their  hands;  so  he  stepped  back 
a  pace  or  two,  as  he  said — 

"  So— so,  it  has  come  to  this,  has  it  1    This  is  the  very  first  time  that  I  ever 


J 376  GENTLEMAN  JACK. 


beard   of  ghosts    who  used  ganpowder ;  but  if  you  have  a  mind  for  anything  of 
that  sort,  I  and  ruy  two  friends  here  are  well  armed." 

*'D— n  it!"  said  a  voice,  **  I'm  nearly  smothered!"  and  then  the  figure 
under  the  pall  suddenly  threw  it  off,  and  sprang  0!.t  of  the  coffin,  exhibrting 
to  the  eyes  of  Claude  and  his  friends  a  very  ordinary-looking  man  ia  his  shirt 
sietvts,  and  with  a  very  red  face. 

*' It's  all  up,"  said  the  man  with  the  wand.  "One  word— Are  you 
officers  r" 

*' Officers?"  said  Claude.     "  To  be  sure  not/* 

"  Th?n  what  the  devil  are  you  ?" 

"Permit  rae,  first  of  all,  as  your  conduct  and  appearance  is  much  more 
mysterious  than  that  of  rae  and  my  friends,  to  ask  you  that  question."' 

*  Smashers!"'  said  the  man  with  the  wand. 
**  Oh,  coiners  of  base  money  ?" 
"Not  at  all  base  when  it  goes  ;  but  base  enough  when  any  one  won't  take 

it.     So  now  you  know  all  about  it,  and,  perhaps,  you  will  say  who  you  are?" 
*'  I  will.     In  tiie  first:  place,  my  name  is  Duval  !" 
*'  What,  Duval  t'le  high^vayman  ?" 
*•  Well,  they  do  call  me  a  highwayman,  I  rather  think.'' 

*  Hilloa,  comrades  1  ii's  all  righf.  Oh,  my  eye!  if  we  had  but  known  this 
before,  vvhat  a  trouble  we  might  have  spared  ourselves!  Why,  it's  Claude 
Duval,  the  great  highwayman,  after  all  \" 

The  strange  assemblage  crowded  round  Duval,  and  looked  at  him  with 
interest.  • 


CHAPTER  CCCXXXII. 

DUV^AL     AXD      HIS      FUISNDS      MERT      WITH      AN      ADVKNTURE      AT     BERRYilSAD  ' 

PRIORY. 

Jack  was  now  so  thoroughly  ashamed  of  the  fears  that  he  had  shown  in  the 
matter,  that  he  quite  shrank  back,  and  Duval  had  to  call  hira  to  persuade 
him  to  a;)jiear  at  all. 

"  Coma— come,  Jack,  come  forward,  and  you,  Dick,  too." 

"I'm  here,"  said  Turpin.     "  Upon  ray  word,  this  is  a  goodjoks." 

*'  Arid  who  may  you  be,  sir  V  said'  the  man  with  the  wand,  who  was 
evidently  the  chief  or  leader  of  the  party. 

"They  call  rae  Richard  Turpin!*'  sa'id  D.ck,  as  he  slightly  raised  his  iiat, 
&nd  bowed. 

"Dick  Turpin  I"  shouted  the  coineis.     *'  Then  who  is  the  other?" 

"Sixteen-string  Jack,  at  your  service,"  said  Jack,  advancing,  and  putting  o:» 
as  goi  ci  a  face  as  he  could  on  the  matter. 

"  Yes,"  said  Ciaude,  "  and  you  did  manage  to  frigh'.en  Jack.'* 

'•  No,  I  was  only  pretending." 

*'  Uh  !  oh  !*'  laughed  everybody  ;  and  Claude  and  Dick  looked  at  each  o'her 
and  Iciughed  ;  but  Jack  pretended  now,  if  he  had  not  belore,  for  he  affected  not 
to  be  at  all  av;are  that  what  he  had  said  had  been  received  with  any  degree  of 
incredu'ity,  although  it  was  so  apparent  that  such  was  the  case. 

"  1  can  assure  you,  gentlemen,"  said  the  man  with  the  wand,  "that  if  we 
had  had  the  least  idea  such  illustrious  visitors  as  yourselves  were  in  the  mill, 
we  should  have  rried  to  do  the  honours  of  it  better  than  we  did ;  but  we  mistook 
you  for  three  officers  from  Bow-street." 

"  Nothing  could  very  well,"  said  Claude,  *'be  a  greater  mistake  than  that,  I 
take  it.    But  I  suppose  now  that  the  mill  is  doomed?" 

*'  As  haw,  sir  t" 

*  Why,  it  is  burninf.'* 

**  Oh,  no.    We  put  that  out.    As  soon  as  we  fcund^that  the  flames  were  get- 
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ting  to  a  height,  we  managed  to  quench  them,  and  the  old  mill  is  safe  enough 
no>v.  It  is  stronger  a  great  deal  than  it  looks.  And  now,  as  the  rain  is  coming 
down  again,  let  me  beg  of  you  to  coiue  back  to  it,  and  we  will  try  what  we  can 
do  ia  the  w^y  of  hospitality*'  ' 

■  '  Well."  said  Claude,  *•  I  am  willing,  for,  to  tell  the  truth,  there  ere  some 
matters  ronnected  with  what  we  saw  and  heard  in  the  place  that  I  cannot  un- 
derstand. Of  course,  we  know  that  all  was  delusion,  but  v/e  don't  know  how 
the  delusion  was  managed.'*  ' 

"  Y()U  shall  know  all."  » 

"  Thank  you  ;  1  and  my  friends  much  wish  it."  i 
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'*0f  course,  we  have  no  secrets  from  you  now,  Claude  Duval,  nor  from  your 
friends,  Turpin  or  Jack  ;  and  we  will  show  vou  our  magic-lantern. ' 

"Your  what?" 

"  Mai^ic- lantern,  by  the  aid  of  which  we  can  easily  produce  the  appearance 
of  what  kind  of  ghost  we  like." 

"  It  is  all  expjained.then,"  said  Claude.  *' If  that  was  the  way  it  was  done, 
you  need  not  say  another  word  about  it.     Do  vou  hear  that,  Jack^" 

"  I  do." 

"  And  yon,  too,  Dick  ?"* 

*'  Oh,  yes  ;  and  I  may  say  that  I  suspected  it  before.    The  effects  that  so  sur- 
prised us  could  very  well   be  produced   by  such  means ;  and  i  do  believe  that  a 
'  great  many  of  the  capital  ghost  stor'es  that  we  hear  are  to  be  accounted  for  by 
the  powers  which  those  who  are  acquainted  with  science,  and  who  are  in  pos- 
1  session  of  scientific  app;  ratus,  have  over  those  ^ho  are  ignorant  of  such  subjects, 
and  who  have  no  such  means  by  them." 
i      *'  No  doubt." 

"  But  still,"  said  the  man  with  the  wani^,  **  I  hope  you  will  re-errtor  the  mill, 
'  although  there  is  nothing  now  to  explain  to  you.'* 
I      "  Yes  ;  lead  on.     But  what,  in  the  name  of  all  that's  troublesome,  made  yoa 

hit  upon  this  affair  of  the  funeral  ?" 
j  **  Why,  the  fact  is,  we  had  a  great  quantity  of  coined  money  m  the  mill,  and 
our  object  was  to  get  it  away  v  ithout  suspicion ;  and  when  we  got  up  this  funeral 
set  out,  we  still  had  our  doubts  about  whether  we  had  put  out  the  fire  or  not. 
Those  doubts  are  now  resolved,  and  the  mill  is  saved.  We  thought  that  yoa  iiad 
set  it  alight  to  burn  us  out." 

*'  No.    It  was  the  soldiers." 

"  Oh,  we  can  easily  understand  all  that  now  ;  but  our  suspicion  vvaalSaat  you 
were  Bow-street  officers,  and  ihat  you  had  a  magistrate  with  you,  who  had  pro- 
cured the  assistance  of  a  company  of  soldiers,  in  case  we  should  fJad  iacltaed  to 
resist  you." 

"  We  have  been  all,  then,  going  at  cross  purposes  it  seems.' 

"  It  does,  indeed." 

"But  there  v,'as  a  slceleton  baud  and  arm,"  said  Jack.     "  I  saw  it  myfielf 
appear  down  the  trai>-do'jr,-    What  do  you  say  to  that?" 
^  "  Oh,  this  is  it. ' 

The  m-an  dived  his  hand  into  his  pocket  as  he  spoke,  and  produced  the  very 
hand  and  arm  that  Jack  mentioned,  and  held  it  so  close  ^o  iiira,  that  the  long 
bony  fingers  appeared  to  clasp  i  is,  Jack's,  wrist. 

*'  Murder  !"  said  Jacfe  ;    "  murder  !     Don't  put  it  near  me.", 

"  Oh,  well,  I  didn't  know  you  were  afraid  of  sech  things." 

"  i  ain't  afiaid  of  them.    But— but— " 

*'  But  he  don't  hke  them,"  added  Claude. 

"*  Many  people  share  with  you  the  dislike,"  said  the  man  with  the  wand,  as  he 
replaced  the  hand  and  arm  of  the  skeleton  in  his  pocket.  "I  suppose  it  had  a 
pretty  good  effect  from  below  i" 

"  Very  good,  iadeed,"  said  Claude.  "  But  you  must  not  judge  of  ray  old 
friend,  Jack,  by  what  he  says  or  does  now,  for  he  has  had  a  serious  fall  from  his 
ho'-se,  and  has  been  very  much  shaken,  indeed ;  and  is,  I  have  no  doubt,  now 
struggling  against  the  pain  of  his  hurts  upon  that  occasion.'* 

Jack  felt  grateful  to  Claude  for  saying  this  much,  as  it  in  a  manner  saved  hira 
from  the  reproach  of  cowardice,  which,  otherwise,  might  to  some  degree  have 
been  attached  to  him. 

They  all  now  re-entered  the  old  mill,  which,  although  it  had  had  a  good  warm- 
ing from  the  flames,  had  yet  in  its  principal  parts  escaped  tae  destruciiou  that  at 
one  time  had  really  seemed  to  be  inevitable. 

"There  is  a  stcry  connected  with  this  mill,"  said  the  man  with  the  wand, 
**  which  enables  us  easily  to  frighten  any  of  the  country  people  who  come 
to  it." 


LIFE  OX  TfJE  ROAD.  I379 


*' We  l<iiow  all  about  it,"  said  Dick.  *'  It  is  of  the  wo  brothers,  one  of  whom 
murdered  the  other  here  ?" 

"  It  is  so.  And  so,  every  now  and  then  we  take  care  hat  such  sights  should 
be  seen  here,  and  such  sounds  be  hi^ard,  as  shall  keep  up  the  delusion  that  the 
place  fs  haunted  by  the  spirits  of  the  murderer  and  his  victim. *' 

**  Then  it  is  not  so  haunted  ?'*  said  Jack. 

Claude  gave  him  a  nudge  with  his  elbow,  as  he  whispered — 

*'  Don't  ask  such  q-iestions,  Jack." 

'*  Why,  no,"  said  the  man;  '' you  did  not  suppose  it  was,  did  you,  now, 
really  ?' 

*-0h,  no— no." 

*•'  Of  course  not.  Confound  tliese  fellows  ot  soldiers  !  they  have  not  left  us 
a  table  or  a  chair  in  the  place,  I  declare.  And  how  it  does  smoke,  too.  Faff  !  It 
is  enough  to  smother  one.  What  on  earth  have  they  done  to  the  chimney? 
The  explosion  of  the  few  ounces  of  gunpowder  that  were  put  into  it  could  not 
have  stopped  it  up.     It  ought,. on  the  contrary,  to  have  cleared  it." 

Claude  I  ughed. 

**  You  have  us  to  thank  for  the  condition  of  the  chimney,"  he  said.  **  We 
tried  to  smoke  the  soldiers  out  of  the  mill  by  stopping  it  up  with  some  old  sacks 
fron":  above,  but  thry  can  easily  be  moved." 

The-  man  lauj^^hed,  as  he  cried  out — 

*'  You,  Jem  Brown,  go  up  and  clear  the  top  of  the  chimney.  You  hear  that 
it  is  stopped  with  some  sacks." 

"  Yes,  jyister  Blue,""  said  the  roan. 

*'  What  an  odd  name,"  said  Jack  to  Claude.     **  His  name  is  Blue." 

•'  That  is  to  show  that  I'm  anything  but  green,"  said  the  man,  who  overheard 
Ja:k's  whisper. 

'*  Excuse  mc,"  said  Jack,  '*  I  meant  no  offence." 

"  And  none  is  taken.  Uf  course.  Blue  is  not  my  name  ;  but  a  man  must  call 
hirnseli  something;  so  that  is  short,  and  answers  the  purpose  here  quite  as  well 
as  any  other ;  so  you  will  be  so  good  as  to  know  me  as  Mr.  Blue." 

*'  Very  well,"  said  Claude.  '*  Ah,  I  can  see  the  smoke  going  up  the  chimney 
again  all  right.     The  mil!  will  soon  be  clear  enough." 

'*It  wull,"  Slid  Mr.  Blue  ;  "  and  in  the  meantime  allow  me  to  offer  j'ou  such 
refreshment  as  I  can  command.  Come,  ray  men,  do  the  best  you  can  in  honour 
of  our  illustrious  visitors  upon  this  occasion" 

Thus  urged,  the  coiners,  for  whose  society,  however,  Claude  Duval  by  no 
means  evinced  the  greatest  longing  in  the  world,  set  about  propping  up,  as  well 
as  they  could,  one  of  the  broken  tables,  and  then  they  spread  ihe  pall  upon  it 
by  way  of  a  cloth,  which  made  Jack  look  rather  askance  at  it,  for  he  did  not 
exactly  like  the  idea  of  eating  or  drinking  on  su-h  a  funeral-looking  emblem  as 
tha:.  ' 

From  a  concealed  cupboard,  then,  the  coiners  produced  various  good  things 
in  the  eating  and  drinking  way,  so  that  the  table  w^as  soon  well  spread  ;  and  then 
Mr.  Blue  said— 

"  I'm  afraid  I  cannot  say  sit  down,  for  those  fellows  of  soldiers  have  broken 
all  the  chairs,  but  we  must  just  manage  the  best  way  we  can.  Ah,  that  will  do 
—that  will  do." 

One  of  the  coiners  had  managed  to  lay  a  flat  piece  of  board  across  two  of  the 
broken  chairs,  and  so  to  extemporise  a  very  tolerable  form,  upon  which  Claude 
and  his  friends  could  rest  themselves  with  ease,  and  they  at  once  did  so,  and  fell 
to  work  upon  the  eatables  and  drinkables  before  them. 

Mr.  Blue  called  to  his  gang  of  coiners,  who  seemed  to  be  completely  under 
his  control,  to  coma  to  the  table,  and  the  whole  party  was  soon  quite  jolly  and 
as  friendly  as  if  they  had  known  each  other  for  twenty  years  at  the  very  least, 
instead  of  only  half  an  hour. 

*'  li  gives  me  great  pleasure  "  said  Mr.  Blue,  as  he  rose  with  a  glass  in  his 
hand.     *•  It  gives  me  great  pleasure  to  propose  to  this    highly  talented  aad 
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honourable  company,  the  health  of  our  illustrious  visitor,  Claude  Duval,  whose 
;   name  in  the  annals  of  adventure  must  be  familiar  to  you  all  as  one  who,  under 
all  conditions         ** 

"  Amen  !'*  said  a  voice. 

Mr.  Blue  dropped  the  glass  that  he  had  been  holding  by  its  rather  slender 
stem  between  his  thumb  and  fore-finger,  and  looked  around  him  in  surprise. 

"  What  is  that  V  he  said,  *'oh  !  what  is  that  r 

The  coiners  all  looked  at  him,  and  so  did  Claude  and  his  friends,  and  then 
Jack  said,  in  rather  a  tremulous  voice — 

*'  I  don't  see  any  good,   now,  in  playing  off  any  of  your  tricks  to  try  to 
frighten  us." 

*'  It  IS  not  with  my  good  will,*'  said  Mr.  Blue,  **  that  anything  of  the  sort  is 
done." 

"  But,  there  was  something." 

"  Yes,  there  was.    Somebody  said  Amen  1" 

**  Amen  !'*  said  the  voice  again. 

They  all  now  sprang  from  their  seats,  and  Mr.  Blue,  in  a  very  angry  voice, 
cried  out — 

'*  Which  of  you  is  playing  this  foolish  trick?     I  won't  have  it  !'* 

"  It's  none  of  us,"  said  the  coiners  all  in  a  breath.     "  It's  none  of  us." 

Mr.  Blue  himself  looked  a  little  put  out  of  the  way,  but  he  managed  to  get 
over  his  surpr'se  in  a  few  moments,  and  then  he  said — 

*'  Well — well,  I  suppose  it  is  nothing,  after  all." 

*'  We  all  heard  it,"  said  one. 

**  And  so  did  we,"  said  Claude. 

Dick  smiled,  and  Mr.  Blue  looked  rather  suspiciously  at  him,  as  he  said,  in  a 
tone  of  reproach — 

"  Ah,  Turpin,  so  it  was  you  who,  after  all,  was  playing  us  this  little  trick  ?'* 

"Notl."  ^         ! 

"  Then,  I  don't  know  what  to  make  of  it.  But  come  what  may,  I  will  finish  l| 
the  toast  that  I  was  about,  with  another  glass,  as  that  one  is  broken;  so  now  M 
again  I  say,  that  if  the  devil  himself — "  '\ 

'*  Oh,  lor  !"  said  the  voice  again.  ^| 

The  coiners  looked  at  each  other  with  apprehension,  and  it  was  quite  evident,  M 
from  the  expression  upon  their  faces,  that  they  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  r. 
sounds  that  disturbed  the  harmony  of  the  feast.  I 

*' This  is  quite  inexplicable,"  Baid  Mr.  Blue.  "I  cannot  make  it  out.    Where     I 
did  the  noise  come  from  V 

"There!"  cried  half  a  dozen  voices,  and  as  many  fingers  were  all  at  once 
pointed  to  one  corner  of  the  spacious  apartment,  in  which  there  was  a  quantity  of    [ 
straw.     "There!"  .^.  ij 

Dick  laughed  again.  .-''  'I 

'*  Ah,  Turpin,''  said  Blue,  "you  know  something  of  this,  I  am  certain."  j 

Dick  Turpin  made  no  answer  to  this  supposition,  but  Mr.  Blue  at  once      i 
went  to  a  corner  of  the  room  and  got  a  toasting-fork  that  hung  there,  which  he     i 
brandished  over  his  head,  saying —  { 

"  If  any  one  be  crouched  there  among  the  straw,  I  will  give  him  a  hint  to 
come  out," 

With  this.  Blue  stepped  up  to  the  straw,  and  gave  two  or  three  such  well- 
directed  thrusts  with  the  toasting  fork  among  it,  that  a  voice  yelled  out— 

**  Murder  !  Oh,  don't  !  Murder!  Oh — oh  !  Put  me  in  some  cool  place,  do, 
and  I  will  give  you  feots  of  advice  for  nothing.     Oh,  murder!" 

There  was  a  great  commotion  among  the  straw,  when  Mr.  White,  the  lawyer, 
who  had  been  completely  forgotten  by  Claude  Duval,  rolled  on  to  the  floor. 

"  Oh,  spare  me  !"  he  cried.  '*  Oh,  dear— oh  dear  !  If  you  are  the  devil,  pray 
recollect  that  I  have  done  youi  work  for  a  good  many  years  in  this  world,  and 
Tou  ought  to  have  some  mercy  upon  me.* 

I 
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CHAPTER  CCCXXXIII. 

MR.    WHITB   HAKES    RATHER    AN  IMPORTANT   REVELATION    UNKNOWINGLY. 

When  Claude  Duval  and  Jack  saw  the  attorney,  and  heard  how  he  bawled 
out  his  appeal  for  mercy,  they  joined  Dick  in  a  roar  of  laughter,  in  which  the 
coiners  soon  joined,  \fhen  they  saw  there  was  really  no  danger. 

"  Laugh— laugh,  ye  fiends!''  cried  the  lawyer,  as  he  discumbered  his  face 
from  the  straw,  *'  I  appeal  to  your  master,  the  devil,  himself," 

Upon  this,  they  only  laughed  more,  and  Claude,  turning  to  Dick,  said— — • 

*'  You  recollected  this  fellow,  but  really  I  did  not.'* 

"  Oh,  yes,'-  said  Dick.   "The  moment  he  said,  'Amen'  1  knew  his  voice  again." 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  Mr.  White,  "  allow  me  to  reoiark,  that,  although  even  in 
such  a  place  as  this,  to  which  I  have  been  blown  by  a  very  unexpected  explosion 
of  a  quantity  of  gunpowder,  I  yet  hope  that  you  will  feel  disposed  to  treat  me 
with  liberality  and  respecl." 

"  Certainlv.'said  Mr.  Blue.     "  Who  are  you  ?" 

"  John  Doubleday  White,  Esq." 

**  And  what  are  you  ?" 

"  Well,  I  suppose,  these  questions  are  matters  of  form  in  these  courts,  for,  of 
course,  you  know  very  well,  gentlemen  fiends,  who  and  what  I  am  ;  but  1  do 
not  at  all  wish  to  be  contumacious  or  unpolite,  so  I  admit  at  once  that  I  am 
an  attorney." 

'*A  lawyer!" 

"  Yes,  commonly  and  vulgarly  called  a  lawyer,  which,  I  suppose,  accounts 
for  my  being  here,  though  I  must  confess  I  never  believed  there  was  such  a 
place  at  all  till  now,  as  there  was  no  evidence  of  the  fact  that  I  could  ever  find 
concerning  it." 

**  And,  pray,  where  do  you  suppose  yourself  to  be,  Mr.  White  ?" 

**  Don't  mention  it ;  but  it  is  co;nmonly  considered  to  be  a  very  warm  place, 
that  is,  down  below — Hem  !" 

*'  Why,  you  don't  mean  to  say  you  take  this  for  Eh  ?" 

«I_do— Hem!"  ^*- 

Another  roai  of  laughter  from  the  coiners  awakened  the  echoes  of  the  oU 
mill,  and  Mr.  White  said,  with  a  dubious  look — 

'*  You  'i  Mi't  mean  to  tell  me  that  i  am  mortal,  do  you  ?  Laugh — laugh,  you 
finds!     v.i,  dear,  no  !" 

"Certainly  not,"  said  Blue  ;  "  you  are  quite  right,  sir." 

"Ah,  I  knew  it;  but  still  I  must  say  that,  considering  the  place  has  the 
reputation  of  being  rather  a  warm  climate,  I  don't  find  it  very  oppressive  just 
now  ;  and  if  it  should  be  no  warmer,  I — oh,  lor  ! — oh,  murder  I  Don't  do  that 
again.     Oh,  dear! — oh,  dear!" 

One  of  the  coiners,  upon  finding  that  Mr.  White  conceived  himself  to  be  in  a 
certain  place  of  a  hot  description,  had  crept  behind  him  with  a  lighted  piece  of 
stick,  and  held  it  against  his  lateral  anatomy  until  the  flame  reached  his  skin, 
and  caused  him  to  give  a  most  alarming  jump,  and  to  utter  the  exclamatory 
expression  we  hav6  recorded. 

"  Who,  in  the  name  of  all  that  is  odd,"  said  Blue,  "  is  this  person  ?" 

"  We  know  but  little  of  him,"  said  Claude. 

*'  And  that  little,*  added  Dick  Turpin,  "  is,  1  am  sorry  to  say,  not  at  all  to 
his  advantage." 

**0h,  dear! — oh,  dear!  Good  devils,  have  some  sort  of  consideration  for  a 
poor  fellow,  who,  although  he  always " 

"  Be  quiet,"  said  Blue. 

•*  Yes,  sir,  if  you  please;  but  I  was  goinjf  to  tell  you  all." 

"  Perhaps,"  said  one  of  the  coiners,  "  it  would  be  as  well  to  let  him  go  on 
with  his  tale  ?" 
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'*  Oh,  sir/'  said  White,  "  I  beg  your  pardon.  I  have  not  got  that  length 
yet.  Your  own  tale,  I  suppose,  sir,  you  mean,  humbly.  I  am  only  an  attorney, 
sir,  if  you  please,  and  not  a  devil." 

Claude  and  his  friends  had  to  turn  aside  to  conceal  their  laughter  upon  this  '/ 
occasion,  for  it  was  quite  evident  that  poor  Mr.  White  was  in  a  very  sid  state 
of  mental  confusion  with  regard  to  his  whereabout  in  particular,  add  things  in 
geaeral.  The  explosion  of  gunpowder  in  the  chimney  of  the  old  mil!,  wh'ch 
had  prostrated  him  in  tb.e  first  instance,  had  so  thoroughly  and  confusedly 
impressed  hira  with  the  idea  that  he  had  gone  direct  to  that  region  where  such 
as  he  are  supposed  eternally  to  luxuriate,  that  nothing  of  an  ordinary  character 
sufficed  to  get  him  rid  of  the  rather  extraordinary  notion. 

The  coiners  were  excessively  pleased  with  the  state  of  mind  that  Mr   White 
was  in,  and  they  consulted  with  each  other,  not  as  to  the  means  of  awakening 
him  to  a  sense   of  his  real   position,    but  as  to  the  best  way  of  thoroughly 
.  strengthening  him  in  his  delusion. 

Blue  whispered  to  Claude. 

**  I  suppose  it  is  in  pursuit  of  you,  and  not  of  us,  that  this  lawyer  cams  here  ?" 

*' Precisely  so." 

"  Well,  then,  you  can  do  as   you  please  in  the  matter.     Only  say  what  you 
propose,  and  ray  men  will  assist  you  in  it." 

K4-,*'  Very  well,  do  so,  and  1  will  take  care  that  if  he  should  prevaricate  in  any' 
way,  some  means  shall  be  resorted  to  to  convince  him  that  that  is  a  policy 
which  here  brings  with  it  rartier  a  prompt  and,  perhaps,  u:icomfortable  retribu- 
tion.    Leave  that  to  me.'* 

"  I  will." 

Claude  now  stepped  up  to  Mr.  White,  and  Blue,  with  a  look  of  gratification, 
whispered  to  one  of  his  gang  of  coiners  who  went  to  a  CDrner  of  the  room,  and 
after  some  seeking,  returned  with  .  iir  of  iron  nippers,  or  pincers,  which 
he  handed  to  Blue,  who  then  station.'  iimself  exactly  b^hiid  Mr.  White,  w.io 
had  been  lifted  from  the  floor  and  .jidced  upon  a  chair,  to  which  the  coiners 
had  bound  him  tightly. 

Claude  spoke  to  hira  in  a  rleen  clear,  distinct  voice. 

''  Your  name  is  White,  and  y^a  ate  an  attorney  ?"  ~ 

"  I— I  am.     Oh,  ci.ar  !  I  am." 

"  Silence !" 

«  I  only " 

"Peace,  I  say,  or  ^Ise  it  will  be  the  worse  for  you." 

"  A  great  deal  thi  vorse,"  said  Blue,  as  with  the  pincers  he  gave  Mr.  White 
a  rap  that  made  hit.,  jump  again. 

*'  I  am  a  dead  ma  i  I"  said  White. 

"  I  know  that,"  tiaid  Claude.  '*  Now  tell  me.  Whom  came  you  to  seet  to 
the  old  mill  ?" 

"  Claude  Duval,  and  the  other  thieves,"  said  Mr.  White. 

This  was  a  sincerity  of  expression  that  Blue  would  have  rewarded  by  a  rather 
severe  pinch,  bu:  Claude  motioned  him  not  to  do  so  ;  and  as  Mr.' White  saw 
him,  he  thought  that  it  was  some  conjuration  that  was  being  practised  against 
him,  and  of  which  he  would  soon  feel  the  effects,  and  he  groaned  accordingly. 

•'  You  say  you  came  here  in  search  of  Claude  Duval  and  others.  Who  are 
the  others  ?" 

**  One  is  Dick  Turpin." 

*'  And  who  else  ?" 

"  There  is  another,  most  graci  )us  gentleman  fiend,  but  I  don't  know  who  be 
is,  so  I  c  'iso:  teU  you.     You,  however,  know,  without  a  doubt." 

"Idu.'- 

*'  Of  course  you  do.    Bar  situated  as  I  am  now,  that  is  all  past,  and  there  is  7 
no  further  interest  in  the  affairs  of  the  world  that  I  am  upon  and  have  belonged 
.to." 

"None  whatever.     Have  you  anv  oapers  or  documents  about  you  ?"  ,, 
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*'  Yes,  a  few.** 

"Give  them  up." 

•'  With  great  pleasure.  I — I— that  is,  if  vou  please,  of  course  I  will  give  them 
up.  Here  is  a  little  packet  of  letters  and  other  ma  ters,  only  interesting  to  ih  'se 
whom  they  may  concern.     Bem  !     I  have  nothing  else." 

From  the  manner  of  Mr.  White,  the  man  who  had  ths  rather  odd  name  of 
Blue,  thought  that  he  had  something  else  that  he  wanted  to  conceal,  so  he 
gave  him  a  nip  with  the  pincers,  as  he  said — 

"  Liar  and  slave  !     You  need  not  attempt  to  deceive  us.*' 

Mr.  White  gave  a  yell  of  agony,  acd  would  have  bounded  up  from  the  chair 
only  that  he  wus  tied  tolerably  firmly  to  it,  and  then,  while  the  tears  caaie  to 
his  eyes,  he  said — 

"  Oh — oh,  you  might  as  well  have  said  that  you  wanted  to  see  yoUng  Mr. 
Beachem's  letter,  without  pinching  a  piece  out  of  the  small  of  my  back  at  the. 
same  time.     Here  it  is.     Oh — oh,  here  is  the  letter.*' 

Claude  Duval  had  not  the  remotest  idea  of  what  Mr-  White  meant  by  an 
allusion  to  young  Mr.  Beachem's  letter,  but  he  did  not  let  him  see  that  the 
name  and  the  existence  of  such  a  letter  was  to  him  perfectly  new,  so  he  merely 
held  out  his  hand,  saying— 

"  Give  it  to  me." 

**  It  is  here,  worthy  sir — it  is  here  ;  and  there  is  my  memorandum  of  private 
instructions,  likewise,  if  you  please." 

Claude  Duval  took  the  memorandum,  and  read  as  follows  — 

'•  Mr.  ^Vhite, — You  will  have  no  difficulty  at  all  i;i  finding  Berrymead  Priory, 
as  it  u-^ed  to  be  called,  in  Acton,  It  is  now,  as  I  toid  you,  a  nunnery,  and  there 
you  will  find  x\licia.  The  letter  that  you  have,  youwillgive  to  the  Lady  Abbess, 
who  Will  find  from  that  that  we  entirely  trust  you  in  the  matter,  and  that  if  you 
say  that  the  deed  is  properly  signed,  we  shall  be  satisfied.  After  that,  she  has 
her  further  instructions  regaroir.g  Alicia. 

"  It  is  very  probable  thut  you  will  be  introduced  to  Father  Garvey,  and  if  so, 
you  will  find  him  a  very  amiable,  pleasant  man,  indeed.  He  is  the  confessor  of 
the  young  ladies  at  the  nunnery,  and  quite  in  our  interest,  as  he  is  to  get  a 
thousand  pounds  wholly  to  himself. 

'*  As  soon  as  ycu  have  successfully  carried  out  thisafi'air,  you  will  be  so  good 
as  to  come  to  London  aga  n,  and  let  rr;e  and  my  father  and  mother  know,  when 
the  reward  that  we  promised  you  will  be  paid  to  you  without  fail. 

'  Till  then,  believe  nje  to  be  yours  truly,  **  B.'* 

When  Claude  Duval  had  read  this  letter  through,  he  was  not  much  wiser  than 
before,  but  he  could  well  understand  that  some  villany  was  intended;    and  he     '' 
said,  in  a  coid,  severe  tone  to  Mr.  V>  bite — 

"Ycu  must  tell  all."  j 

"Yes,  gracious  dev — T  mean,  sir,  I  wi  1  tell  all.  You  see,  Miss  Alicia  Hortoa  li 
is  the  niece  of  Sir  John  Beachem,  who  is  a  catholic  baronet,  and  because  she  i| 
will  not  marry  his  son,  Henry  ^eachem,  they  popped  her  into  the  nunnery  ;  and  ,  ^ 
there  they  intended  to  force  her  to  sign  a  deed  conveying  half  her  property  to  j 
the  nunnery  and  the  other  half  to  themselves,  as  she  will  be  of  age  directly  ;  ar\d  ' 
the  abbess  assists  them,  of  course,  and  so  does  the  confessor,  and  the  only  peraoa  ji 
they  are  afraid  of  is  young  John  Field,  who  is  in  love  with  her,  and  whom  she  ij 
loves,  and  who  is  a  gentleman,  although  not  a  rich  one."  7 

*'  How  much  money  has  the  girl,  Alicia  Horton  ?'*  :  | 

"  About  fifty  thousand  pounds.  Her  mother  was  Sir  John's  sister,  and  she  ', 
married  an  officer  in  the  Indian  army,  who  was  poor  at  that  ime,  but  to  whom  a  \ 
rich  relation  left  that  sura.  He  v-as  killed  in  battle,  and  the  mother  died  of  grief 
for  his  loss,  leaving  her  child,  Alicia,  to  the  caie  of  her  uncle  and  aunt,  8ir  Johrt 
and  Lady  Beachem,  and  their  whole  object  has  been  to  lorce  her  to  marry  iheir 
son,  Henry  ;  but  she  loves  John  Field,  and  so  refuses,  and,  therefore,  they  are  1) 
trying  what  I  told  you."  \\ 


But- 


K 
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Before  Claude  could  say  more,  two  of  the  coiners  who  had  been  keeping  watch 
on  the  outside  of  the  mill  came  in,  dragging  with  them  a  man,  whom  thsy  had 
made  prisoner,  and  who,  in  a  strongly  marked  Irish  accent,  called  out — 

'•  Och,  then,  murder,  you  villains  !  Bedad,  an'  what  is  it  myself  has  done 
that  I  should  be  kilt  entirely  any  wav,  aad  my  young  master  murdered  m  cold 
blood?" 

"  What  is  this  V  said  Blue. 

**We  found,  sir,"  said  one  of  the  scouts,  **tvvo  men  lurking  about  the 
meadow,  and  thinking  them  spies,  we  tried  to  frighten  them  aviay,  but  one  of  them 
knocked  down  Joe  Ellis,  so  we  hit  him  with  our  cudgels  and  he  lies  outside. 
This  is  the  other." 

"  Lies  outside,  does  he,  you  spalpeen  ?"  said  the  Irishman.  "  It's  yourself 
that  lies  inside.  Oh,  the  poor  master,  who  is  only  looking  for  the  nunnery  and 
lost  his  way,  to  be  took  up  for  a  spy  !" 

"  The  nunnery?"  said  Ciaude.     "  What  nunnery,  and  who  is  yoar  master  :" 

•^'Bedad,  then,  I'm  Dennis,  his  man,  and  me  master  is  Mr.  JField,  aud  he  is 
looking  for  the  nunnery,  where  the  swate  darlint,  Miss  Alicia,  is  after  being  smug- 
gled up." 

"  Is  this  possible  ?" 

*'  It's  myself  that  can't  say  that,  but  by  the  holy  poker  it's  true." 

*'  Follow  me,  some  of  you.'' 

Claude  and  Dennis  and  his  friends  and  some  of  the  coiners  rushed  out  into  the 
open  air,  and  there,  by  the  aid  of  a  torch,  they  found  a  young  man,  elegantly 
dressed,  lying  in  a  state  of  insensibility  on  the  ground 

"This  deeply  interests  me,"  said  Claude  Duval,  *'  I  fear  that,  quite  unwittingly, 
we  have  stopped  one  whom  we  would  readily  have  permitted  to  proceed  upon 
his  course  j  and  yet,  after  all,  it  may  be  for  the  best,  for  all  we  know  to  the  con- 
trary." 

*'  It  is  so,"  said  Jack. 

"  1  am  of  the  same  opinion,"  said  Turpin  ;  "  and  if  we  can  but  rouse  this 
young  man  to  a  state  of  consciousness,  we  may  be  able  to  do  much  more  for  him 
in  the  furtherance  of  his  object  than  he  could  by  any  possibility  have  done  for 
himself." 

'•  We  will  try  it,  at  all  events,"  said  Claude.  "Come,  Mr.  Dennis,  you  be  so 
good  as  to  hold'  your  master  from  the  damp  ground,  and  we  will  get  some  water 
aud  dabh  it  in  his  face." 

"  Bedp.d,  it's  myself  will  do  that  same." 

Claude  Duval  was  much  afraid  that  young  John  Field,  as  the  attorney  had 
named  him,  was  severely  injured,  and  so,  t£;king  him  right  up  in  his  arms,  he 
carried  him  into  the  mill. 

"  it's  a  strong  chap  that,  by  gor  !"  said  Dennis,  "  for  the  master,  though  he 
isn't  as  fat  as  a  piece  of  bacon  wnthout  any  lean,  is  heavy  enough." 

Mr.  White  looked  at  ail  that  was  happening  with  the  dreamy  look  of  a  man 
who  is  only  half  awake,  and  when  he  saw  Claude  Duval  come  in  with  the  insen- 
sible form  of  young  Field,  he  said — 

"Oh,  dear,  there's  another!  I  wonder  if  that's  a  professional  man  that  they 
have  caught  this  time.     Oh,  dear — oh,  dear!" 

Claude  asked  for  some  wine,  aad  Mr.  Blue,  from  the  mysterious  cupboard, 
which  really  seemed  to  contain  something  of  everything,  produced  some,  and  a 
little  had  the  eflfect  of  reviving  Mr.  Field,  who  opened  his  eyes  and  looked  about 
him. 

'*  Are  you  a  professional  man  ?"  said  Mr.  White. 
I       "Be  quiet,"  said  Claude.     "  Ask  no  questions." 

'*  Bedad,  then,  he  ain't  quite  dead,  though  he  is  kilt,"  said  Dennis.  "It's  how 
do  ynu  (eel  yourself  now,  Air.  Field?" 

'•Field— Field  ?"  said  Mr.  White.  *' Oh,  dear,  who  would  have  thought  of 
his  comin^r  here  !** 


::i.J.l 
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THE    ADVEKTUREKS    ALARMED    uN    BEHOLDING    TUE    SKELBTON    HORSEMAN. 

CHAPTER  CCCXXXIV. 

TA.KES    A    GLANCB     AT    BBRRYMEAD    PRIORY,    ACTON,  AT  BARLY    DAWN. 

I  It  was  quite  evident  thai  Mr,  Whi^e,  attomey-at-law..  thought  ever>'  one  who 
Iwas  broaght  into  the  mill  were  cousigued  to  ihe  keeping  of  a  certain  elderly 
eeatlemao  in  the  internal  regions.  .     .     ,    ,       i   i.-  ^r.'  ^^ 

I     Hence   was   it  that,   although   the   ^^me  of  Fie  d  ha.  sh.ck  hun   a»  no.  ex 
'actly  belongng  to  hi*  partv,  he  thou£;bA  he,  too,  haa  foun  1  a  hora^  i.  inc  uueiual 
regions  for  some  act  or  ac  5  o'  wh  c  .  iie,  Air.  V.hUe,  w-6  not  cogniz-int. 


No;   174. 
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"Do  you  mean  to  say,  sir,*  he  said,  addressing  the  youag  man,  who  wa^i  now 
fast  recovering  from  the  state  of  stupor  into  which  a  blow  upon  the  bead  with  a 
bludgeon   had  thrown  him,       "Do  you  mean  to  say,  sir,  that  your  name  is 
Field  ?" 
*'lt  is." 
"John  Field?** 
"Yes,  John  is  my  name." 

"Oh,  dear,  then  perhaps  you  are  the  very  individual  who  was  looliing  after  a 
certain  Miss  Alicia  Horton,  as  aforesaid?" 

"  Alica  Horton  !"  cried  the  young  man,  starting  to  his  feet.  "What  have 
you  to  say  of  her?  If  aught  that  it  will  give  me  joy  to  bear,  speak  quickly  ; 
but — but  if  your  news  be  sad,  it  is  better  that  you  speak  it  not  at  all.'* 

"  Well,  it  don't  much  matter  to  either  of  us,  now,  sir,"  groaned  Mr.  White, 
"  does  it  ?" 
"  How  do  you  mean  ?" 

"  Why,  situated  as  we  ""are,  yon  know,  sir — oh,  dear,  in  such  a  place  as  this, 
you  know,  sir,  where,  if  you  are  fond  of  a  good  roaring  fire,  I  suppose  it  may 
always  be  had — eh  ?" 
"  Are  you  some  madnoan." 

*'  I  don't  think  so,  but  I  believe  sir,  we  are  both  in——" 
*'  Silence !''  said  Claude,  who  had  only  allowed  the  attorney  to  go  thia  far,  in 
order  that  he  might  be  eekain  of  the  identity  of  the  young  gentleman  as  the 
lover  of  Alicia.     "  Silence,  Mr.  White ;  you  are  not  yet  permitted  to  speak,  except 
in  answer  to  a  question,*' 
"  Yes.  but—" 

**I  warn  you.  You  will  find  yourself  in  the  centre,  of  the  lake  of  burning 
brimstone,  if  you  don't  be  quiet." 

Upon  this,  Mr.  White  was  so  deeply  affected,  that  over  he  went  backwards, 
chair  and  all. 

Young  Field  looked  at  Claude  inquiringly,  as  much  as  to  say,  *' What  is  the  mean- 
ing of  All  this  strange  talk  ?"  and  then  Duval  said  to  him,  in  too  low  a  tone  to 
reach  the  ears  of  Mr.  White — 

*'  Sir,  are  you  sufficiently  recovered,  do  yoa  thmk,  to  tak^  an  active  part  in  any 
enterprise?" 

*'  Oh,  yes,  if  it  concerns  Alicia  Horton." 
•*  It  does  so.* 

**  Then,  1  pray,  sir,  that  you  may  consider  me  as  quite  well." 
"  Stop  a  bit.     How  came  you  in  this  neighbourhood  at  all  ?" 
*'  I  will  tell  you  presently.     I  received  an  anonymous  note,  saying,  that  Alicia 
was,  a  prisoner  in  Berrymead  Priory,  which  is  at  the  corner  of  a  lane  close  to 
Acton,  and  J  set  off  at  once  for  the  place,  and  my  servant,  Dennis,  here — '* 
♦*  That's  myself,"  said  Dennis. 

''He  thought  that  by  going  across  the  fields  we  should  save  a  great  extent  of 
roadi;  but,  as  is  commonly  the  case  when  people  try  to  take  a  near  cut  to  any 
place  where  they  are  not  well  acquainted  with  the  country,  we  lost  ourselves. 
and  were  attacked  in  the  fields  by  two  men,  one  of  whom  struck  me  on  the 
head.    I  know  no  more." 

*'  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Blue,   "   How  me  to  say,  how  deeply  I  regret  that  ray  men 
should  have  made  the  mistake  of  thinking  you  an  enemy.' 
**  Your  men?     Who  and  what  are  you  ?" 

'*  That,  sir,  permit  me  to  say,  is  a  secret  that  I  must  still  keep  to  m3-se!f,  for 
the  present,  if  you  please." 

"  Pardon  me.  l^othing  can  be  further  from  my  intention  than  to  seek  to 
intrude  upon  your  secrets.'* 

"  Not  a  doubt  of  that,  sir;  and  I  can  only  add,  that  if  this  gentlenran,"  alluding 
to  Claude,  "  thinks  proper  to  interfere  in  your  affairs,  or  is  of  opinion  that  any 
effectual  assistance  can  be  rendered  to  yoa,  I  shall  be  most  willing  to  aid  him 
to  the  extent  of  mv  abilities  in  the  matter." 
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"  I  am  deeply  obliged." 

"  I  do  think  proper,"  said  Claude.  "  From  what  I  have  heard,  I  think  that  it 
is  our  duty  to  aid  you,  sir." 

•*  What,  in  the  name  of  Heaven,  have  you  heard  r"  said  Mr.  Field,  *'  All  this 
so  amazes  me,  that  I  may  well  doubt,  even  now,  if  I  am  in  my  right  senses.  For 
Heaven's  sake,  sir,  tell  me  if  you  know  anything  concerning  Alicia  Horton,  for 
it  is  to  her  your  speech  seems  to  refer." 

"  Small  blame  to  me,"  said  Dennis,  "if  I  don't  think  so  too." 

"  Peace — oh,  peace  !'* 

*'  Peas  is  it  you  are  after  wishing  for,  sir  ?  Bedad,  me  grandfather,  who  was 
one  of  the  ould  rale  stock,  and  descended  from  theould  kings  of  Munster,  had  as 
illigant  a  crop  of  peas  as  you  would  wish  to  see,  and  one  day  he — '* 

**  Dennis,  i  wish  to  hear  this  gentleman,"  said  Mr.  Field. 

«'  Oh,  well,  J— oh  !" 

Dennis  was  silent,  and  then  Claude  said— 

"You  love  Alicia  Horton.  Her  aunt  and  uncle,  she  being  an  orphan  and 
possessed  of  considerable  property,  wish  her  to  wed  their  son,  and  her  cousin, 
Henry  Beachem ;  she  loves  you,  and,  therefore,  refuses  to  wed  him,  and  they,  ia 
revenrje,  £nd  being  solely  actuated  in  the  whole  matter  by  the  grossest  cupidity, 
have  placed  her  in  a  convent." 

*'  Yes — yes,  all  that  is  true." 

"  Well,  vour  object  is  to  get  her  away  from  it.*' 

*'Itis."' 

*'  And  to  marry  her." 

"  Delightful  thought !  Oh,  if  I  could  but  call  Alicia  mine,  1  should  be  the 
happiest  of  human  beings  ;  and  I  think,  too,  she  would  be  happy  in  my  care,  for 
I  would  strive  to  make  her  so." 

"  No  doubt  of  it." 

"  But,  believe  rae,  sir,  whoever  you  may  be,  that  I  am  not  actuated  by  any 
motive  connected  with  the  property.  If  she  had  not  one  farthing  in  the 
world,  she  would  be  as  dear  to  me  as  she  is  now,  and  I  should  still  consider  her 
as  a  priceL'ss  treasure." 

There  was  such  a  tone  of  heartfelt  sincerity  about  the  young  gentleman  as  he 
spoke,  that  it  would  have  been  quite  impossible  to  doubt  him  for  a  moment,  and 
Claude  replied  to  him — ■ 

"  Sir,  it  is  an  accident  w^hich  has  brought  down  privations  upon  her.  That  Alicia 
Horton  is  possessed  of  money,  but  that  it  has  nothing  to  do  with  your  aflFeclion 
for  her,  I  can  well  believe  ;  and  yet  I  am  glad  that  she  is  so  well  endowed,  for 
money  may  bti  a  great  good,  if  in  proper  hands." 

"  That  is  true,  sir." 

"  Well,  read  this,  and  it  will  give  you  some  further  insight  into  the  affair  ia 
which  you  are  so  deeply  interested." 

Claude  Duval  handed  him  the  letter  of  instructions  which  had  been  given  up 
by  Mr.  White,  and  Mr.  Field  read  it  through  with  contempt  and  indignation. 
Then  turniog  a  melancholy  gaze  at  Claude  Duval,  while  the  letter  trembled  in 
his  grasp,  he  said — 

"  Are  you — that  is — am  I  to  believe  that " 

"That  what,  sir  r" 

"  That  this  letter  was  addressed  to  you,  and  that  you  repent  of — of  the  part 
you " 

Claude  laughed,  as  he  cried  out — 

"  Oh,  dear,  no  !      I  have  not  the  honour  of  being  a  confidant  of  the  Beachem  |^ 
family,  I  assure  you.     Thera  is  the  gentleman  from  whom  i  get  the  letter,  and  to 
whom  it  was  addressed."    ' 

Claude  pointed  to  Mr.  White,  who,  WMth  his  eyes  fast  s^.ut,  and  his  han^ls 
crossed  upon  his  chest,  was  lying  -on  the  floor,  with  his  leg  over  the  chair, 
expecting  each  moment  to  find  himself  in  the  brimstone  lake  that  had  been 
mentioned,  and  the  horrors  of  which  had  taken  a  firm  hold  of  his  imagination. 
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"That  the  man?"  1.^ 

*'  Yes,  Mr.  Field,  that  is  tbe  lawyer."  [^ 

**  His  name  is  U'hite  ?"  '  li 

«  It  is."  ;li 

"Therftscal!     Why,   I   can   assume  you,  sir,  that  there  is  not  a  more  cold-    'I 

blooded,  thorough  scoundrel  than  this  man.  White,  in  the  whole  pro'ession  to  it 

which  be  belongs."  -i 

♦•I  ran    very    well    believe   that,  Mr.   Field;    but  it  is  quite  a   fortunate  \\ 

circumstance  that  we  have  got   hold  of  hira,  and  got   possession,  too,  of  his 

despatches.     What  do  you  say,  Dick  ?     You  have  heard  all  this  affair.     Do  you 

feel  inclined  to  assist  Mr.  Fie'd  in  it  to  recover  the  Lady  Alicia  from  the  hands. 

of  those  who  hold  her  in  bondage  :" 

"  Indeed  I  do,"  said  Dick. 

"  And  you,  Jack  ?" 

"  Command  my  bes^t  services." 

**Then  I  have  to  inform  yoo,  Mr.  Field,  that  we  three  will  assist  you,  and  I 
do  think  that,  with  your  own  resolution   and  our  aid,  much  may  be'done.     In 
fact,  I    do  not   believe  but  that  we  shall  be  able  to  wrest  her  from  the  hands  of 
her  persecutor?!.     Do  you  accept  of  our  aid  :" 
\\        *'  Oh,  my  friend,  how  can  I  thank  you  ?'* 

*' Reserve  all  that  till  we  have  done  you  some  good:     The  morning  is  now 
I  approaching,  and  it  is  time  that  we  left  this  place.      There  is  one  thing,  though, 
r  that  I  have  to  ask  of  yoa,  j,ir." 
^      "  Name  it" 

r      "  It  is,  to  be  content  that   we   will  befriend  you,  and  not  to  seek  to  extend 
1^  your   knowledge  of  who  and  what  we  are,    beyond    what  you  know  of  us 

already.'* 
t       "And  that  is  nothing.     But  I  give  my  word  freely." 

j>      "Very  well;  then,  we  quite    understand   each  other.     And  now,  Mr.  Blue» 
where  are  you  V* 
"Here." 

"  Will  you  send  one  of  your  men  to  look  after  our  horses,  if  you  please  ?" 
"Certainly." 

** And  will  you" — Claude  here   lowered  his  voice  to  a^  whisper — "will  you 
take  good  care  of  Mr.  White  till  you  hear  from  me  again  ?" 
"That  I  will." 

**  Very  good.  That  is  all,  then,  that  I  shall  ask  of  you,  Mr.  Blue,  for  the 
present  ;  but  from  the  kind  and  gentlemanly  manner  in  which  you  have  treated 
j  I  me  and  my  friends,  I  hope  that  1  may  have  the  pleasure  of  at  another  time 
j  I  resuming  our  acquaintance  ;  and  if  ever  it  should  be  in  my  power  to  do  you  a 
1  i  good  turn,  you  may  depend  upon  me." 
j  L      *♦  I  am  sure  of  that." 

I  There  was  a  tone  of  great  dejection  about  this  man,  Blue,  as  he  shooks  hands 
I '  and  80  spoke  to  Claude  Duval.  It  w^as  quite  evident  that  he  was  a  man  of 
]  .  superior  education,  and  it  was  a  sad  thing  to  think  that  he  should  have  come 
1 1'  to  such  a  pass  as  to  adopt  such  a  line  of  life  as  he  had,  and  which,  sooner  or 

I  i  later,  would  be  quite  certain  to  end  in  disgrace  and  death. 

!  {  The  coiners  who  had  been  sent  out  to  look  for  the  horses  came  back  to  fay 
I !  that  they  were  all  right,  and  Jack  hurried  now  to  the  shed  where  they  were  to 
j  i  see   if  his  own  steed  had  suffered   anything  from    the  fall   it  had  had.      He 

I I  hoped  that,  as  he   had,  after  all,    received  no  injury  but  a  good  shaking,  from 
which  he  had  nearly  recovered,  that  the  horse  was  no  worse  off. 

Claude  now  said  to  Mr.  Field,  appealing  by  a  glance  to  Dick  as  he  spoke — 
'•  I  think  that  the  best  thing  we  can    all   do  now   is  to  go  to  some   quiet  inn 
not  very  far  from  Acton,  and  there  breakfast,  where  we  can  consult  as  to  the  best 
mode  of  proceeding  at  the  nunnery?"  ' 

"  I  will  be  wholly  guided  by  you,"  said  Mr.  Field, 
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♦*  1  think  it  is  the  best  way,"  said  Dick.  "  Have  you  a  horse,  Mr.  Field,  or 
are  vou  oq  foot  r" 

"On  foot,  sir." 

**  Well,  it  don't  matter  much  ;  we  shall  all  have  to  <rait  till  Bightfall  again,  I 
expect,  before  anything  can  be  done." 

♦'No  doubt,"  said  Claude.  *'  Oh,  here  is  Jack.  He,  too,  has  been  to  see  after 
the  cattle.    Well,  Jack?" 

**  All's  right.  The  horses  are  in  good  condition,  and  only,  I  suppose,  would 
look  a  little  grateful  for  half  a  peck  of  corn  each." 

*'That  they  shall  soon  have.  Now,  Mr.  Field,  if  you  will  come  with  us  we 
will  see  whatVe  can  do  to  aid  you  ;  but  you  must  keep  your  servant  from  getting 
us  all  into  any  difficulties  by  his  blundering,  and  there  is  but  little  chance  of  our 
failing  in  rescuing  Alicia  Hoi  ton  from  the  convent  in  which  she  is  now 
confined." 


CHAPTER  CCCXXXV. 

CLAUDE   AN3    HIS    FRIENDS    HAVE    RATHER    A    NARROW    ESCAPR. 

It  was  rather  a  hinderance  to  Claude  Duval  and  his  friends  that  Mr,  Field 
and  Dennis  had  not  horses,  as  they  were  obliged  to  go  at  a  walking  pace  for  the 
purpose  of  accommodating  them.  ,  .     , 

Claude  preferred  walking  on  foot  with  the  bridle  of  his  horse  over  his  afro, 
for  in  that  way  he  could  converse  with  the  young  lover  with  much  greater  ease 
than  as  if  he  had  been  in  the  saddle  and  Mr.  Field  on  foot. 

They  soon  reached  the  high-road,  and  as  the  sun  was  just  above  the  horizon, 
and  the  morning  after  the  stormy  character  of  the  night  was  beautifully  fine  and 
fresh,  it  was  quite  a  delightful  thing  to  see  nature,  as  it  were,  awakening,  and  the 
glow  of  the  sunlight  slowly  but  surely  creeping  over  all  things,  both  animate  and 

inanimate.  .  .,,  ^  ,.  .         ^  •  ^ 

The  birds  flew  hither  and  thither,  apparently  in  a  wild  tfelirium  of  joy,  and 
filled  the  air  with  their  joyous  tones  ;  and  from  every  wild  flower  in  the  hedge- 
rows there  exhaled  some  p'erfurae  more  or  less  grateful  to  the  senses. 

*•  This  is  truely  beautiful."  said  Claude,  as  they  reached  a  rising  spot  of  ground 
from  the  summit  of  which  they  could  command  rather  an  extensive  view  around 

"It  i?"  said  Mr.  Field.  *' How  astonishing  it  is  that  people  residing  in 
London  fancy  that  it  is  necessary,  before  they  can  get  natural  and  pleasing 
scenery,  to  go  to  great  distances,  while  the  suburbs  of  the  great  city  really  present 
SB  many  natural  beauties  as  any  part  of  the  country  can  show  to  the  eye  of  the 
lover  of  nature."  r    r    . 

«*  It  is  a  prejudice."  said  Dick,  **  and  it  is  one  that  enters  into  our  feelings 
with  regard  to  all  things.    That  which  is  at  hand  and  easily  attamable  is  never 

much  prized."  ,,      .,  t>»       i     »c  t3  ». 

"That,  I  suppose,  is  about  the  solution  of  the  mystery,'  said  Duval.  But 
however  delightful  the  undulating  country  may  be,  and  those  dark  patches  of  Mood, 
and  that  pretty  winding  stream,  which  is  the  Brent,  1  suppose,  aud  those  fields 
with  their  rich  luxuriance—yet  there  is  one  thing  which,  just  now,  we  snould 
all  find,  I  do  believe,  quite  as  delightful." 

"  What  is  that  .*" 

"  Breakfast." 

They  laughed,  and  then  Mr.  Field  said— 

"  It  18  I  who  impede  your  progress,  being  on  foot;  but  if  you  will  say  where 
Dennis  and  I  can  find  you,  we  will  come  after  you  as  soon  as  we  can  get  over  the 

,  ^'^^"oh*,  no,"  said  Claude.  *'let  us  keep  together.     What  is  that  )-onder,  Dick, 
!in  the  middle  of  the  road  apparently  ?" 
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"It  is  a  sign,"  said  Dick;  "but,  I  suppose,  the  "winding  of  the  road  makes 
it  seem  to  us  in  the  middle." 

♦'  No  doubt — no  doubt.     Well,  suppose   we  make  up  our  minds  to   go  to 
that  inn,  be  it  what  it  may,  to  breakfast  ?'' 
r^  "^Agreed— agreed!" 

Upon  this  they  rather  quickened  their  pace,  and  Dennis  said,  in  his  rich  un- 
sophisticated brogue — 

"Badad,  then,  I  have  just  thought  of  a  wonderfal  plan  of  getting  on  mighty 
quick." 

"How  is  that,  Dennis?" 

"  Why,  sir,  it's  as  easy  as  kiss  your  hand.  You  see,  sir,  there's  only  three 
beastes  here." 

"  Three  what  ?'*  said  Claude. 

*'  He  means  horses,"  said  Mr.  Field. 

"1  beg  to  inform  you,  Dennis,"  said  Dick  Turpin,  as  he  patted  the  neck  of 
his  beautiful  and  intelligent  steed,  *'  that  I  think  there  are  very  many  creatures 
upon  two  legs  that  are  much  more  beasts  than  this  one  upon  four.'' 

"No  offence,  sir,"  said  Dennis.  *' The  same  to  you,  sir,  and  many  of  them. 
But  as  I  was  a  saying,  the  way  to  get  on  quick,  woiild  be  for  you  to  gallop  on  at 
a  mighty  great  rate,  and  for  us  to  wa'k  aisy  and  quiet  after  you ;  and  then,  when 
you  get  on  a  mile  or  two,  you  can  wait  for  us,  and  when  we  reach  you  we  can 
mount  and  gallop  on,  and  you  can  walk  after  us,  you  know,  and  so  on." 

"  And  jou  fancy  Dennis,  that  by  that  system  we  should  make  greater  pro- 
gress—eh V' 

"  Bedad,  then,  of  course  we  should." 

*'  Permit  me  to  doubt  the  fact,  Dennis.  But  it  don't  much  matter,  for  here  is 
a  turn  of  the  road,  which  will  take  us  at  once  to  the  inn  yonder,  which  sign  we 
have  had  in  sight  now  for  some  time." 

The  moment  they  turned  the  corner  in  the  road  and  got  fairly  in  sight  of 
the  inn,  Dick  reined  in  his  steeJ,  and  said  in  a  tone  of  alarm — 

"  Halt,  Claude!  * 

*'  What  is  it  ?" 

"  Look  !  look !     Are  yoa  blind  ?" 

"  Oh,  I  see  now.     Th's  way — this  way  !" 

Claude  turned  his  horse's  head  in  a  contrary  direction  at  once,  and  went  off  at 
a  swinging  canter,  followed  closely  by  his  two  friends,  and  leaving  Mr.  Field 
and  Dennis  in  the  middle  of  the  road,  staring  about  them  in  wonder  and  amaze- 
ment at  such  extraordinary  proceedings. 

When  Claude  had  got  some  little  distance  on  the  other  side  of  the  corner  in 
the  road  again,  he  pulled  up,  saying — 

"  By  Jove,  that  was  a  narrow  escape." 

"  But  what  was  it  ?"  said  Jack.  "  I  saw^  nothing  to  give  us  any  alarm.  What 
was  it,  Claude?' 

"  You  were  not  forward  enough  to  see  the  entrance  to  the  inn.  Jack,"  said 
Claude,  "or  you  would  have  observed  that  our  fi lends,  the  soldiers,  were  there 
before  us." 

"  The  deuce  they  were  !" 

'*  It  is  a  fact.  If  we  had  only  advanced  a  little  more,  they  must  have  seen  us  ; 
but  as  it  is  they  did  not." 

"  Are  you  sure  of  that,  Claude  r" 

"  Quite,  or  they  would  have  been  at  our  heels  before  no'x.  But  do  you  just  lay 
your  hand  upon  the  bridle  of  ray  horse,  Jack,  and  i  will  go  back  on  foot,  and 
get  Mr.  Field  and  his  servant  to  follow  us." 

*'  You  need  not.     Here  they  come." 
^  Mr.  Field,  as  soon  as  he  had  recovered  from  his  first  surprise  at   the  sudJen 
di?appearance  of  his  new  friends,  had  run  on  after  them,  for  he  could  not  suppose 
that  they  meant  1o  de.^ert  him,  after  in  so  kmd  a  manner  proposing  to  befriend 
him  in  the  way  they  had. 
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«'  Dick,"  said  Claude,  *'  and  you,  Jack,  listen  to  me.  I  think  it  will  be  better, 
and,  in  fact,  it  is  but  right  and  proper,  to  let  that  gentleman  know  who  and  what 
we  are.  If,  then,  he  has  any  scruples  about  an  association  with  us,  or  about 
accepting  our  services,  we  can  bid  him  good  morning  ;  but  if  he  has  none  such, 
it  will  be  much  more  agieeable  to  us  that  he  should  know  us  from  our  own  lips, 
than  find  it  out  by  some  accident." 

*•  I  think  so  too,"  said  Dick. 

*•  Claude,"  said  Jack,  "  tell  him  now,  by  all  means,  but  keep  the  informa- 
tion from  the  servant.  There  is  no  occasion  to  fill  Mr.  Dennis's  mouth  with 
such  news." 

"  None  in  the  least  He  sbsU  know  nothing.  I  will  take  his  master  apart, 
and  let  him  know." 

Mr.  Field  now  reached  the  spot  at  which  the  three  highwaymen  had  halted, 
and  he  said — 

•*  Gentlemen,  what  is  the  meaning  of  this  ?  I  have  no  doubt  of  your  good 
faith  to  me,  for  a  moment,  but  this  is  rather  aa  extraordinary  start,  is  it  not  ":*" 

*'  It  is,  sir,*'  said  Claude.  **  Pray  come  closer,  and  1  will  tell  you  all  about  it. 
You  must  know,  sir,  there  were  soldiers  at  the  inn  to  which  we  were  approaching, 
and  that  is  the  reason  why  we  rather  declined  going  to  its  door.*' 

"  But,  you  are  not  deserters?" 

*'  Oh,  no.    I  am  a  highwayman  !** 

Mr.  Field  reeled  a  step  or  two,  as  he  repeated  the  word,  *'  Highwayman  ?" 

*'  Yes,  I  am  a  highwayman,  and  those  two  friends  of  mine  follow  the  same  pro- 
fession. And  now,  sir,  knowing  what  we  are,  if  you  feel  that  you  compromise 
either  your  safety  or  your  feelings  by  keeping  further  company  with  us,  just  say 
so,  and  we  will  wish  you  good  morning." 

'*  I  know  not  what  to  say.     Is  this  a  jest  ?" 

**  Oh,  no,  Bir.     It  is  the  sober  truth.* 

Mr.  Field  looked  from  one  to  the  other  of  them,  with  rather  a  scrutinizing 
gaze,  and  then  he  said— 

**  I  have  frequently  heard  of  a  highwayman  who  has  done  the  most  kind  and 
generous  acts  to  those  who  have  been  suffering  from  privation  and  misfortune. 
The  name  of  that  man  is  Claude  Duval.     Do  either  of  you  own  that  name  ?'* 

Dick  and  Jack  looked  at  Claude  and  smiled;  and  then  Duval,  lifting  his  hat 
just  a  few  inches  from  his  head,  said — 

"  I  am  that  person,  sir,  and  I  think  that  there  are  two  sorts  of  people  who 
do  me  an  injustice  in  this  world.  One  of  them  make  me  out  much  worse  than 
I  am,  or  ever  can  be,  and  the  other  much  better.'* 

"  So,  you  are  Claude  Duval,  the  famous " 

*'  Say  highwayman,  sir.  I  am  not  at  all  offended  at  being  called  by  such  a 
name.  After  a  lawyer  feels  no  way  hurt  at  folks  calling  him  one,  surely  the 
the  more  honest — because  more  straightforward  and  truthful — calling  of  a  high- 
wayman need  not  be  thought  such  a  disgrace.  But  a  truce  to  badinage.  Mr.  Field, 
I  am  Claude  Duval,  the  highwayman,  I  feel  an  interest  in  you,  and  in  the 
young  lady  to  whom  you  are  attached.  It  is  ever  a  great  pleasure  to  me  to  go 
a  little  out  of  the  way  now  and  then  to  do  a  good  action,  and  to  frustrate 
villany  and  chicanery.  It  seems  to  me  something  like  a  kind  of  set-oflF  against 
my  own  ill  deeds  ;  and  so  I  will  assist  you,  if  you  like ;  but  if  you  object  to  the 
source  from  which  the  aid  comes,  say  so,  and  we  part  as  we  met,  and  for  the 
future  are  strangers  to  each  otner," 

*'  I  should  be  both  foolish  and  ungenerous,  Duval,  in  the  extreme,  were  I  to 
do  such  a  thing." 

*'  You  accept,  then,  our  services  V* 

"  With  many  thanks,  I  do,  and  with  far  greater  hopes  of  success  than  I  had 
before.  If  there  be  a  man  in  the  worltl  who  can  really  aid  me,  it  is  surely  you, 
with  your  courage  and  perseverance,  and  doubtless  resolution,  in  whatever  you 
undertake." 

*^  Don't  flatter  me,*'  said  Claude. 


\— 
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*By  heavens,  I -do  rot!  I  speak  the  genuins  sentiments  of  my  heart  in 
v;hat  I  say,  I  assure  you,  sir.'* 

"  Well,  I  am  much  obliged  to  you  for  your  good  opinion,  then,  and  all  I  wish 
is,  that  you  do  not  enlighten  Dennis  as  to  who  and  what  we  are  ;  becaase, 
although  we  might  easily  enough  depend  upon  his  fidelity,  we  might  not 
upon  his  discretion.'* 

"There  is  no  necessity  to  tell  him  ;  although,  Duval,  you  know  little  of  the 
Irish  peasant  if  you  are  not  aware  that  his  natural  cunning  is  quite  sufficient 
always  to  guard  him  from  saying  that  which  he  wishes  not  to  say.  But,  now, 
will  you  take  me  yet  a  little  further  into  your  confidence  by  telling  me  who  your 
Uvo  friends  are  r" 

"  Yes  ;  this  is  Dick  Turpin.** 

"  What,  the  famous  Turpin,  who,  they  say,  has  a  mare  that  is  quite  a  fiend, 
and  capable  of  anything,  and  which  understands  every  word  he  says  to  her  ?'* 

*'  I  am  certainly  Turpin,"  said  Dick,  laughing,  "and  this  is  my  mare,  Black 
B'ess,  bless  her  heart  I  I  do  believe  at  times  that  she  does  know  what  one 
says  to  her.  Only  look  at  her  ears,  now— she  knows  as  well  as  possible  that 
we  are  talking  about  her." 

The  intelligent  hok  of  Bess  would  need  to  have  been  seen  to  be  believed ; 
bar,  really,  to  judj?e  from  the  attitude  and  manner  of  the  creature,  Turpia's  idea 
that  she  knew  when  she  was  being  spoken  of  did  not  seem  to  be  at  all  out  of 
the  way. 

"You  have  yet  another  acquaintance  to  make,  Mr.  Field,"  said  Claude. 
"  This  is  Sixteen-string  Jack." 

Jack  bowed. 

"  You — }^ou  mean  some  successor  of  that  person  ?*'  said  Mr,  Field. 

*'  No  ;  this  is  the  veritable  Jack.'* 

*'  I  thought  he  was — was " 

*' Hanged,  you  would  say,"  said  Jack,  "long  ago;  but,  for  all  that,  here  I 
am.  It  is  a  long  story;  and  at  some  other  time,  if  you  want  to  hear  it,  I  will 
tell  it  to  you,  sir,  and  ia  the  meantime  rest  content  with  the  assurance  that  I 
am  the  only  true  and  veritable  Sixteen-string  Jack." 

"1  am  full  of  amazement,  1  confess,"  said  Mr.  Field. 


CHAPTER  CCCXXXVI. 

CLMIDE   RBiJ)S   THE    LETTEB    TO   THE    ABBESS    OF    THE    NUNNERY. 


y 


It  must  not  be  supposed  that  during  this  time  the  three  highwaymen  had 
remained  standing  on  the  road  in  such  dangerous  contiguity  to  their  foes,  the 
soldiers.  On  the  contrary,  they  had  walked  on,  so  that  they  were  nearly  a 
mile  from  the  corner  in  the  road  which  hid  them  from  the  inn,  which  so 
fortunately  was  situated  ia  a  kind  of  hollow,  from  which  very  little  of  the  road, 
either  to  the  right  or  to  the  left,  was  visible- 
Dennis  kept  at  a  respectful  distance,  at  a  sign  from  his  master  to  do  so;  but 
he  was  terribly  curious  to  know  the  meaning  of  the  consultation  that  was  going 
on,  as,  from  the  quietneas  of  the  party,  he  guessed  that  the  conversation  was 
very  curious  and  interesting,  indeed. 

How  to  satisfy  that  curiosity,   though,  was  a  proposition  that  did  not  seem 
at   all  easy   to  solve ;  but  yet  he  made   up  his  mind  that  he  would  not  lose, 
anything  in  ths  shape  of  information  from  the  want  of  trying  in  an  oblique  way 
to  get  at  it.  L  •  u 

\Vith  this  view  he  decreased  the  distance  between  himself  and  the  party,  which 
they  observing,  induced  them  to   adopt  some  means  of  disappointing  bim,  so 
Cliiude  said  loud  enough  for  him  to  hear — 
*'  I  prefer  the  rourd  ones.*' 
"And  1,  kidneys,"  said  Dick, 
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DICK    MAKlS    a    fire    IX    THE    OLD    MILL    TO    RES'JSCITATE   JACK. 


''Well."  said  Jack,  "  yoo  may  say  vhat;oul.ke,   both  of  you,   but  give  me 
the  reds — the  old  original  reds.'' 

*'0h,   led  id  !*'  rried  Dennis,   "and  it's  praties  they  are  talking  about  all  thii 
time.     Och,  murder!  is  it  praties  vou  mean,  sir  ?"  | 

"Yes."  said  Claude.  '  ' 

^  '•  Vrell,  then,  there  is  a  pratie  tV.at  is  caled  the  Ould  Irish,  and  ifs  the 
Tnaliest  in  all  the  world,  and  grows  convaiiicnt  to  the  bo2S  in  ould  Ireland,  and 
15  so  big  by  the  same  token,  it  ol'ten  ta'ces  a  whole  family  to  punch  one  of  them 
into  the  pot  to  boil." 

''That's  nothing."  said  D'ck.  "  to  a  potato  we  have  in  Ycrshire." 
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*'  Nothing  ?" 

"  Notiiing  at  all.     There  is  a  poifvto  called  the  Old  Yorkshire  Wheelbarrow." 

"  The  what  V 

"  The  Old  Yorkshire  Wheelbarrow,  and  it's  a  common  thragto  put  awheel  on 
each  side  of  it  and  a  broom-stick  for  a  handle,  and  then  to  scoop  oat  with  a 
spade  about  half  a  hundredweight  of  the  inside,  and  it  makes  an  excellent 
wheelbarrow." 

Dennis  looked  confounded  for  aiainxite  or  two,  and  then  he  said— 

'*  Oh,  yes.  It's  myself  have  heard  of  them  sort  before.  But  the  Clare  praties 
bets  'em." 

"How?" 

"  Why,  they  stick  up  on  an  end— mind,  they  are  kidneys  are  the  Glare  potatoes— 
and  then  they  get  all  the  neighbours  to  hold  them,  and  it  takes  a  couple  of  weeks 
to  scoop  out  the  inside,  leaving  the  walls  about  two  foot  thick,  and  it  makes  an 
elegant  cabin,  with  four  rooms  on  the  floor,  and  eight  up  stairs,  and  a  little  place 
on  the  roof  to  smoke  a  pipe  on,  quite  grand." 

"  That  will  do,"  said  Mr.  Field.     *•  That  will  do,  Dennis." 

"  Thank  you,  sir." 

They  all  laughed  at  Dennis's  stories  of  the  potato,  and  Dick  sa:d  to  Claude 
in  a  whisper — 

"  it's  of  no  use  contending  in  lying  with  gentlemen  of  Dennis's  country. 
They  will  beat  you  out  of  the  field.  But  now,  what  do  you  advise  us  to  do,  and 
where  are  we  to  go,  fur  the  ca't'e  want  corn  and  water,  and  we  want  breakfast  ?'* 

"  I  think,  if  we  could  find  some  cottage  where  they  would  accommodate  us, 
it  would  be  better  than  going  to  an  ian." 

"  That  is  a  good  thought.  It  would  be  much  better  if  we  could  only  find  such 
a  place  as  would  suit  us  to  go  to ;  but  there  is  the  difficulty." 

**It  vanishes,"  said  Claude,  as  he  poinded  to  the  'op  of  a  little  cottage- 
chimney  that  rose  up  from  amid  a  cluster  of  trees  at  a  short  distance  to  the  right 
of  ^he  road-way.     "  The  difficulty  vani-hes,  U  rthere  is  a  cottage." 

**  Yes,  tlere  is  a  coUage,  but  you  don"'t  know  exactly  if  ih^re  are  the  people 
in  that  cottoge  vho  will  make  us  welccxroe.''* 

"  Certainly  not;  hut  w€  will  try,  at  all  events,  if  they  will  do  so.  They  may, 
you  know,  ^ut  does  this  mode  of  proceeding  meet  with  your  approval,  Mr. 
Field?" 

"Whatever  meets  with  yours  will  meet  with  mine,"  replied  the  young 
lover. 

"J^nd  I  beg  to  say,'*  cried  Dennis,  •''that,  although  diseended  from  the 
ou!d  kings  of  Ireland,  and  so  entitled  to  a  will  of  me  own,  I  give  in  to  you, 
jontilraen,  entirely." 

"  We  are  very  grateful,"  said  Claude  ;  **and  so,  now  that  that  is  settled,  let  us 
push  on  for  the  cottage.  I  must  confess  that  the  smoke  rising  from  the  chimney 
looks  very  inviting  indeed." 

A  little  turning  of  about  eight  or  ten  yards  in  length  brought  them  to  the 
door  of  the  cottage,  which  was  as  pretty  a  one  as  anyboiiy  would  wish  to  see. 

There  was  a  placard  in  the  window,  which  went  a  long  w-ay  towards  justi- 
fying them  in  expecting  that  they  would  get  every  accommodation  there  that 
they  required,  for  it  announced  that  new  milk  and  eggs  were  to  be  bad 
within. 

"  This  will  do,"  said  Claude.  "  If  they  sell  milk  and  eggs  here  they  will 
sell  other  things  besides.  The  only  doubt  is  concerning  the  cattle.  But  we  can 
see  sbout  that."' 

Jack  held  Claude's  horse  while  he  dismounted,  and  en'ered  the  little  garden 
that  was  in  front  of  the  cottage,  and  made  his  way  up  a  gravelled  wak  to  the 
door  of  the  place.  A  neatly  dressed  young  woman  came  out  of  the  cottage  and 
asked  him  what  he  wanted,  upon  which  Claude  said — 

••  We  want  some  of  the  new  milk  and  the  eggs,  and   some  fresh   butter    and 
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bread,  and,  in  fact,  anythir.g  to  eat  and  to  drink  that  you  may  have  in  the  place 
that  is  likely  to  be  acceptable  to  hungry  travellers,  such  as  we  really  are." 

"  Then,  gentlemen,  }oa  need  breakfast  ?" 

'*  J  rather  think  we  may  say  that  we  do." 

*' Walk  in,  sir.  We  shall  be  very  happy  to  accommodate  you ;  and  if  you 
will  let  my  son,  Benjamin,  take  the  horses  to  the  shed,  he  can  attend  to  them 
likewise." 

Claude  was  quite  delighted  to  find  that  at  this  cottage  they  could  get  well 
acconimodated,  and  he  called  to  his  friends  to  dismount  and  come  ioto  the 
garden.  We  need  not  pursue  minutely  all  that  Claude  said,  and  all  that  the 
young  woman  said,  and  all  that  her  sen,  Benjamin,  who  really  looked  much 
too  old  to  be  her  son  at  all,  did  !o  make  the  horses  comfortable.  Let  it  suffice 
that  in  such  peace  and  comfort  as  he,  Clause,  had  not  enjoyed  for  many  a  long 
day,  he  bjeaki'asted  with  his  friends  at  the  cottage. 

Mr.  Eield  was  very  anxious  to  know  what  plan  of  operation  Claude  thought 
of  adopting;  and  after  a  while,  Clau.ie  said  to  him — 

"  The  fact  is,  I  feel  in  a  little  difficulty,  for  I  have  a  letter  which  was  taken 
from,  ar  rather  given  up,  by  Mr.  White,  and  which  is  addressed  to  the  abbess 
of  the  convent ;   but  it  is  sealed,    and  I  have   some  scruple   abo;at  opening  it, 
although,  I  daresay,  it  contains  information  that  would  be  very  useful  to  us." 

"Scruple!"  cried  Dick.     *' I  have  none." 

"  Well,  then,  do  you  open  it,  Dick." 

"Stop!"  said  Jack.  "We  don't  know  yet  but  that  such  a  letter  may  be 
useful  in  an  evidential  way  ;  so  don't  destroy  the  seal  of  it,  Dick,  on  any 
account." 

•'  That  is  well  thought  of." 

''But yet/'  interposed  Claude,  "I  don't  know  whether  we  really  ought  to 
open  the  letter." 

Mr.  Field  was  silent,  and  Dick  thought,  as  he  had  the  letter  in  his  hand,  that 
it  was  incumbent  upon  him  to  s-ay  something  concerning  it. 

*'  Let  me,"  he  said,  "  try  what  1  can  do  to  settle  this  question  of  gentlemanly 
morals  as  regards  the  opening  another  perecn's  letter  or  not.  Hem  !  In  the 
first  place,  to  open  a  letter  not  addressed  to  yourself,  or  even  to  read  one  that 
is  open,  and  placed  in  yoar  hands  otherwise  than  in  a  fair  way,  is  not  only  at 
breach  of  honour,  but  a  signal  guarantee  of  bad  state." 

*' Granted,"  said  Claude.     "What  else?' 

"But '• 

*' Ah,  there  is  always  a  but." 

Dick  laughed,  as  he  proceeded. 

"But  when  the  opening  of  a  letter,  or  even  ten  thousand  letters — although 
t'lat  would  be  rather  a  long  job,  I  admit,  and  one  that  I  by  no  manner  of  means 
for  myself  desire — may  have  the  effect  of  defeating  some  very  great  villany,  I 
think  that  one  is  fairly  justified  in  doing  so,  as  in  this  instance." 

"  In  that  case,  then,  Dick,  you  think  that  the  end  sanctifies  the  act?" 

"  I  do  ;  but  mind  you,  Claude,  that  is  a  specious  doctrine  that  I  by  no  means 
give  way  t »  on  all  occasions  ;  but  in  this  it  holds  good,  as,  after  all,  the  act 
only  consists  of  a  breach  of  courtesy  and  good  manners,  and  really  inflicts  no 
harm  upm  any  one  else." 

"  Bravo  !"  said  Jack.     "  Very  well  argued,  Dick." 

*'  Thank  you.  Just  put  the  'blade  of  this  knife  into  the  fire,  and  let  it  get 
hot,  if  you  please." 

Jack  nodded,  and  placed  the  blade  of  a  small,  thin  knife  that  was  upon  the 
table  between  a  couple  of  rid  hot  coals,  and  when  it  was  tolerably  hot,  he  care- 
fully wiped  it,  and  handed  it  to  Dick,  for  he  knew  very  well  what  he  meant  to 
do  with  it. 

With  great  dexterity,  then,  Dick  slipped  the  hot  knife  under  the  seal  of  the 
letter,  and  fairly  cut  it  off,  without  in  the  s-naUest  degree  injuring  the  impres- 
s'on  opoa  it. 
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j  I      "  That  will  do,'*  savd  Jack. 

!'      **  Yes ;  and  here  is  the  letter  open.     Don't  let  the  seal  drop  on  to  the  floor, 

|i  and  we  can  easily  fasten  it  on  again  when  we  have  read  this  precious  epistle  to 

|i  the  Lady  Abbess.     Have  you  any  objection,  Claude  ?" 

\\      **None." 

«< Nor  you,  Mr.  Field?" 

**  Oh,  no.     They  say  that  in  love,  as  in  war,  all  is  fair/* 

"  So  it  is.    Here  goes,  then. 

•*  *  Beloved  mother — * 

•'  The  deuce  !  who  does  that  mean  V* 

"  It  is  the  way  that  people  who  are  high  in  the  Catholic  religion  address  the 
superiors  of  ecclesiastical  establishments,"  said  Mr,  f'ield.  "It  is  only  a 
farce." 

*'  Well,  every  one  to  his  taste.  '  Beloved  mother,*  it  begins  with.  Sweet, 
certainly.*' 

"  But  who  is  the  writer  of  that  letter  ?" 
f   **  We  will  soon  see  that." 

Dick  turned  to  the  bottom  of  the  page  ;  and  then  he  saw  the  name  of  Joho 
Beachem. 

"  It's  the  old  rascal  himself,*'  he  said—**  it's  Sir  John  Beachem  who  begins 
•with,  *  Beloved  mother.*** 

«•  That  is  the  uncle,  then,  of  my  Alicia  ?" 

*'  Good  ;  and  this  letter,  no  doubt,  contains  the  villanous  and  rascally  instruc- 
tions as  to  how  the  beloved  mother  is  to  force  the  young  creature  into  a  com- 
pliance with  the  designs  of  her  charming  relative.'* 

"^No  doubt— no  doubt." 

**  And  yet,'*  said  Claude  Duval,  with  indignation,  "  this  is  what  they  call  a 
civilised  country."  * 

"  But,"  said  Jack;  "the  lord  chancellor  is  the  proper  person  to  interfere  in 
this  matter,  and,  of  course,  he  would." 

«»  "If  he  were  forced  to  do  so  he  would,"  said  Mr.  Field;  **  but  not  otherwise  ; 
for  you  must  know  that  the  lord  chancellor  dines  with  the  Beachems,  and  that 
they  helped  him  up  the  road  to  fortune  ;  and  that  it  is  suspected  that  he  has  in 
secret  professed  the  Catholic  faith  for  the  sake  of  getting  business,  when  he  was 
an  attorney  and  a  barrister,  from  the  people  of  that  persuasion," 


CHAPTER  CCCXXXVII. 

THE   ADVENTURERS    TIND    ADMISSION    TO   THE  OLD    PRIORY, 

"Oh,  what  villany  there  is  io  this  world  !"  said  Claude,  "when  even  those 
in  the  highest  places  are  not  exempt  from  such  iniquities ;  but  the  time  will 
surely  couie,  when  there  will  be  greater  purity  among  public  mer\." 

*•  1  doubt  it,"  said  Dick.  "But  if  you  want  to  hear  the  letter  read,  attend  at 
once,  for  I  have  ix^t  a«  yet  no  further  than  *  beloved  mother.' " 

"  Go  on — go  on,  Dick.** 

"' Beloved  mother * '* 

"  Goo  i  gracious!  dou't  say  that  again f  The  expression  makes  me  quite  ill/* 
said  Jack.      • 

"  '  Beloved  mother — The  bearer  of  this  epistle  is  one,  who,  albeit  he  is  not, 
perhaps,  exactly  the  sort  of  man  with  whom  we  should  like  to  have  much  to 
do,  is  yet  extremely  useful  in  his  vocation.  He  is  a  man  who  may  be  bought 
as  you  would  buy  any  other  commodity ;  and  let  the  work  be  what  it  may  that 
has  to  be  done,  this  man  will  do  it,  provided  you  agree  with  him  as  to  terms. 

"*I  need  not,  beloved  and  highly  religious  mother,  expatiate  upon  the  im- 
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portance  and  the  great  beoefit  to  be  derived  to  the  true  faith  from  such  an 
acquaintaoce. 

"  'The  name  of  this  person  is  Mr.  White,  and  he  is  an  attorney- at-law, and. 
therefore,  quite  competent  to  act  in  the  little  affair  which  has  been  entrusted  to 
bim. 

*• '  He  will  place  documents  before  Alicia  lo  sign,  which  will  have  the  eflfectof 
dividing  her  property  equally  between  me  and  the  blessed  convent.  I  shall  find 
many  uses  for  my  share,  and  the  convent's,  of  course,  will  be  divided  between 
you  and  the  beloved  Father  Garvey,  the  confessor. 

"  '  And  now,  beloved  mother,  it  is  for  you  to  adopt  such  means  as  may  have|the 
eflfect  of  forcing  the  rebellious  girl,  who  miwht  have  obliged  us  very  much  by 
marrying  Henry,  to  sign  the  papers  that  Mr.  White  will  lay  before  her.  Those 
means  will  be  such  as  in  your  wisdom  will  be  sufficient ;  and  when  she^has  signed 
these  papers,  it  will  be  just  as  well  that  she  should  not  go  out  into  a  sinful 
world  again. 

J^"  '  Beloved  mother,  I  have  no  doubt  that  you  perfectly  comprehend  your  sin- 
cere fritnd,  '*  *  John    JBeachem.' 
»•  That's  all,"  said  Dick. 

After  the  reading  of  this  precious  epistle,  the  friends  looked  at  each  other, 
as  well  they  might,  with  both  surprise  and  indignation,  for  a  more  hypocritical, 
Jesuitical  letter  could  not  possibly  have  been  indited 

It  was  Mr.  Field  who  broke  the  silence,  and  rising  hastily,  while  a  flush  of 
colour  spread  itself  over  his  face,  he  cried — 

"  The  villain,  John  Beachem,  would  destroy  Alicia  entirely,  if  he   could  but 
force  the   signature  he  requires  to  the  deed.      Why,  the  letter  first  counsels 
coercion  in  obtaining  that  signature,  and  afterwards  hints  at  her  murder  !'* 
i       "  It  is  very  like  it,"  said  Claude  Duval.  "  But  I  pray  you  to  be  calm,  sir.'* 
I      "  Calm  !    Can  you  or  any  man  ask  me  to  be  calm,  after  listening  to  such  an 
!  epistle?" 

j  "  Yes,  for  I  can  give  you  the  best  reason  in  the  world  why  1  ask  you  ;  and  that 
1  is,  that  if  you  wish  to  save  Alicia  from  her  foes,  it  will  only  be  by  calmness  and 
!  resolution.  Violence  ill-directed  is  sure  to  defeat  itself.  We  will  aid  you ;  and, 
I  altbough  I  confess  to  feeling  great  indignation  at  such  an  epistle  as  this,  yet  I 
;  feel  likewise  that  if  I  were  to  give  way  to  its  impulses,  I  should  do  no  good  in 
j  affair." 

j  "  You  are  right,  sir — you  are  right.  My  judgment  tells  me  that  you  are 
i  right,  and  I  am  thankful  that  I  have  one  by  m^  who  can,  and  who  will,  step 
;  between  me  and  mv  aaitated  spirit." 

j      "Be  satisfied,  Mr.  Field.     This  young  lady  shall  be  rescued.'* 
'       "  You  promise  rae  that  ?'' 
j'     **  Upon  my  faith  I  do." 
I       "  But— but,  it  may  be  too  late." 

*'  Not  so.  I  think,  if  you  consider  for  a  minute  or  two,  you  will  find  that  such 
cannot  very  well  be  the  case.  She  is  in  the  convent,  no  doubt,  oi  this  letter 
ipvould  not  have  been  sent.  Well,  this  letter  has  not  yet  been  delivered,  so  that 
the  lady  ablets  is  waiting  for  the  instructions  that  this  letter  gives  to  her  ;  so 
it  is  quite  clear  that  it  is  not  too  late.*' 
"  Oh,  what  a  glorious  hope  I" 

"  Come,  sir,  you  must  calm  your  agitation,  and  we  will  all  act  together  in 
such  a  measure  as  to  insure  success." 
*•  But  this  lawver — this  villain.  White  ?" 
"What  of  him'?" 

**  Why,  he  may  go  to  the  convent  before  us,  or  he  may  go  back  to  Sir  John 
Beachem,  his  base  employer,  and  detail  the  loss  of  the  letter,  and  then  some 
urgent  steps  may  be  taken  in  the  matter." 

"  You  forget  that  White  is  at  the  old  mill,  and  that  the  man  Blue  has  promised 
that  he  will  not  let  him  go  from  it  till  he  hears  from  me  again  ;  so  that  dread 
may  be  given  up." 
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Mr.  Field  clasped  his  brow  with  ,his  hands  for  a  few  moments,  and  then  he 
said — 

"  Pardon  me,  my  dear  and  kind  friend,  but  really,  the  shock  Ihat  that  wicked 
and  detestable  letter  gave  to  me,  dro^^e  from  my  thoughts  what  I  ought  to  have 
recollected.  I  now  have  a  perfect  recollection  of  what  you  tell  me,  and  I  know 
that  you  are  saying  all  for  the  best.  J  hope  that  you  will  not  feel  any  way  hurt 
at  what  I  may  say  in  the  ag-ony  of  ray  spirit." 

"  Not  in  the  least.  I  can  feel  for  you  fully,  and  I  know  Ihat  were  I  in  your 
case,  that  I  should  find  ic  quite  as  difficult  as  you  find  it  to  preserve  anything 
like  calmness  and  serenity,  under  the  painful  circums'ances." 

"  Now,  then,"  said  Dick,  *•  what  is  to  be  done  with  the  letter  ?'* 

"  It  merits  dertruction,"  said  Mr,  Field. 

**  Nu,'*  said  Jack.     "  Take  care  of  it,  I  hear  of  you." 

**  Care  of  such  an  epistle  as  that?" 

"  Yes.    Is  it  not  the  passport  to  the  convent  ?'* 

*'  Ah,  yes.     It  is — it  is." 

"  Then,  I  say,  take  care  of  it,  and  "do  you,  Dick,  fix  the  seal  again,  so'that  it 
shall  not  to  a  cursory  observer  have  the  appearance  of  having  been  at  all  tampered 
with,  and,  no  doubt,  we  shall  find  that  letter  of  the  greatest  possible  use  in  the 
matter  that  we  are  all  so  willing  to  undertake  and  to  carry  out  to  the  best  of  our 
abilities." 

Dick  upon  this  warmed  the  wax  again  and  replaced  the  seal  so  neatly,  that  it 
would  have  taken  a  far  more  minute  observation  than  any  one  usually  bestows 
upon  the  fastening  of  a  letter,  unless  there  is  some  object  in  a  close  scrutiny,  to 
divine  that  it  had  been  touched. 

*•  That  will  do,"  said  Dick. 

••  Capital,"  said  Claude. 

"Listen  to  me,"  said  Mr.  Field.     "I  beg  of  you  to  give  me  that  letter." 

"  For  what  purpose  ?" 

'M  will  go  with  it  to  the  convent  gate — the  production  of  it  will  at  once 
enable  me  to  enter  the  building  j  and  tnen,  in  the  face  of  all  opposition,  I  will 
carry  off  Alicia." 

*' Very  romantic,"  sa'd  Jack. 

"And  very  bold,"  .-  .id  Dick. 

"And  very  imprui.int/'  said  Claude. 

"How  so  1 — I  V  rv  Id  ask  how  so?  The  boldest  mode  of  proceeding  is  in 
most  cases  the  be^t.  I  pray  you  to  allow  me  to  go  at  ouce  and  try  what  i  can 
do.     Give  me  the  If    r." 

*'  Mr.  Field,"  sai  .  Jlaude  Duval,  "  this  is  your  affair,  and  you  are  certainly 
entitled  to  the  let;er,  if  you  like." 

"Tnankyou — tlv  ak  you!'' 

"  Butjf  you  wii  be  advised  by  one  who  looks  upon  this  matter  with  a  calmer 
judgment  than  you  can  possibly  bring  to  bear  upon  it,  you  will  not  be  so  hasty, 
but  adopt  a  course  of  conduct  more  likely  to  conduce  to  a  pleasant  result.  Will 
you  listen  to  me  V 

"  Yes— yes." 

"Then  I  counsel  that  ws  wait  till  the  darkness  of  the  evening,  and  then  that  J 
go  to  the  convent  with  the  letter.  I  will  personate  Mr,  White,  and  you  shall  go 
with  me  as  my  clerk.  By  such  a  mode  of  proceeding  we  shall  find  out  where 
Alicia  is  hidden." 

"HiH.len,  say  you?" 

*' i(  ^.  Vcu  do  not  fancy  that  you  would  find  her  in  the  intricacies  of  such 
a  place  as  that  by  going  in  and  in  a  loud  voice  demanding  her  ?  Believe  me,  no. 
They  would  baffie  you  in  that  mode  of  proceeding,  you  may  depend ;  and  after  a 
vain  search,  during  which  mou  would  incur,  perhaps,  very  great  personal  risk  ':, 
from  treachery,  you  would  have  to  leave  the  convent  again,  with  the  certainty 
that  before  you  could  get  back  to  it  she  might  be  disposed  of." 

"And  then  again,  if  you  were  to  apply  to  the  law  to  aid  you,"  said  Dick,  "I 
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don't  think  you  would  be  any  the  better  off,  for,  after  all,  you  are  not  the  youn^ 
lady's  guardian,  and  Sir  John  Beachem,  it  appears,  is  ;  and  she  is,  you  say,  s'illa 
little  under  age,  and,  if  ever  so  little,  she  remains  the  ward  of  her  uncle,  and  so 
to  a  certain  extent,  at  all  events,  amenable  to  his  authority." 

*' Ah,"  added  Duval,  "and  while  all  that  was  being  settled, and  the  semblance 
of  an  interference  was  being  canvassed  in  the  court  of  chancery,  all  that  we  dread 
would  be  accomplished." 

Mr.  Field  looked  from  one  to  the  other  in  dismay,  and  then  clasping  his  hands 
he  said — 

*'  My  good  friends,  do  with  me  as  you  will-^make  your  own   arrangements — 
heed  me  not,  but  just  tell  me  what  I  shall  do,  and  I  will  do  it  to  the  best  of  my  i ) 
ability.     I  assure  you — I  resign  myself,  in  this  affair,  entirely  into  your  hands."  | 

"Very  good,"  said  Duval.    "  I   don't   think   you  can  do  a  wiser  thing.     The 
object  will  be  to  find  out  where  Alicia  is  imprisoned  in  the  convent,  and  then  to  ; 
save  her.     But,  as  yet,  it  is  impossible  that  we  can  say  what  force  they  may  not  \ 
have  there  to  resist  us,  and,  I  fancy,  you  would  rather  get  her  away  quietly  than 
with  a  riot."  : 

"Oh,  yes— yes."  ^    I 

"Very  good  ;  we  will  manage  all  that  for  you  ;  and  when  you  have  a  husband's 
right,  3^ou  can   defy  your  foes  as  much  as  you  like." 

Young  Field  was  quite  convinced  that  what  Claude  Duval  advised  in  the  matter 
was  the  most  prudent  course  to  adopt;  so  it  was  fully  agreed  upon,  and  all  they 
had  to  do  was  to  dispose  of  themselves  in  the  best  way  they  could  till  the 
evening. 

A  whispered  consult  ition  took  place  between  the  highwaymen ;  and  then 
Claude,  turning  to  Field,  said — 

"  .Sir,  we  will  meet  you  at  the  cottage  at  sunset ;  till  then  we  have  some 
business  to  transact.'* 

*'  Be  it  so — you  will  not  fail  me?" 

"  If  we  are  alive  we  shall  be  here." 

"I,  then,  will  go  to  London,  and  make  such  arrangements  for  the  reception 
of  Alicia  with  a  female  relative  of  mine,  as  shall  insure  to  her  protection  and 
comfort  at  or  ce  when  she  is  rescued  from  the  convent." 

"  You  had  better,  too,"  said  D'ick,  "  have  a  coach  in  waiting  on  the  Actoa- 
road,  wMth  a  man  upon  whom  you  can  depend,  for  it  will  be  desirable  to  get  the 
young  lady  away  with  all  the  speed  possible,  when  once  we  have  got  her  clear  of 
the  convent  walls." 

«' I  will— 1  will." 

"Till  night,  then,"  said  Claude,  ** farewell." 

They  all  three  shook  hands  with  young  John  Field,  and  he  went  towards 
London,  while  Claude  Duval,  after  having  liberally  paid  for  what  they  had  had 
at  the  cottage,  mounted  his  horse,  and  with  Dick  and  Jack  took  to  the  road.  It 
was  about  ten  o'clock  in  the  morning  then,  and  by  no  rceans  the  most  favourable 
time  for  gentlemen  of  their  profession  to  exercise  their  calling  ;  but,  the  fact  is, 
that  after  a  brief  cotifereoce  asto  their  resouices,tbey  found  that  they  were  getting 
very  short  of  money,  and  that  it  was  necessary,  as  Dick  said,  to  transact  a  little 
professional  business  for  the  sake  of  replenishing  their  purses. 

"  We  are  rather  in  strength,"  said  Dick,  *'  and  so  I  don't  see  what  is  to  hinder 
us  from  taking  toll  upon  this  road.  Of  course,  we  can  pick  and  choose  by  the 
broad  daylight  our  customers." 

"Yes,"  said  Claude,  "we  can  do  that  certainly;  but  yet  it  is  rather  con- 
trary to  the  ordinary  practice  to  cry, '  St  .nd  1'  to  a  traveller  on  the  highway  in 
broad  daylight;  but  if  there  be  a  necessity  for  it,  why,  I  will  not  say  nay 
to  it." 

"  I  tell  you  what  we  can  do,"  said  Jack. 

"What  now?" 

"  Why,  about  a  couple  of  miles  further  on  there  is  quite  a   thick  iittle  wood,  - 
and  if  we  ensconce  ourselves  among  the  trees  in  it,  we  shall  see   whoever  comes 
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down  the  road,  and  can  either  keep  snu^  or  sally  out,  according  as  we  shall 
think  proper.  The  wood,  too,  is  on  both  sides  of  the  way,  so  we  can  baffle  any 
one  who  may  come  to  look  after  us,  by  crossing  from  one  side  to  the  oiher." 

"Be  it  so.     Come  OD,  then,  at  once." 

A  sharp  trot  soon  brought  them  to  the  wood,  if  wood  it  could  bs  called,  for, 
after  all,  it  was  but  an  artificial  plantation,  which,  owing  to  the  estate  to  which 
it  belonged  being  unoccupied,  had  been  allowed  to  grow  to  a  wild  state,  which 
would  have  been  prevented  had  it  been  in  careful  hands,  it  was  quite  thick 
enough,  though,  to  afford  a  good  shelter  to  man  and  horse. 


CHAPTER  CCCXXXVIII. 

CLAUDE    AND    HIS   FRIENDS    ESTABLISH    A    TOLL    IN    THE    HIGH    "WESTERN    ROAD, 

*'  Which  is  it  to  be,  to  bsgin  with,"  said  Claude.  *'  The  right  or  the  left  sid 
of  the  road  ?" 

*'  This  way,"  said  Jack,  and  he  plunged  into  the  plantation  on  the  left.  They 
both  followed  him. 

The  road  which  led  to  Brentford  was  very  narrow  at  that  point,  and  the 
plantation  on  each  side  was  only  divided  from  it  by  a  bank  which  was  not  above 
four  feet  high,  so  that  the  horse  had  stepped  over  it  with  all  the  ease  possible. 
The  trees  close  to  the  road-sids,  from  getting  more  light  and  air  there  than  in 
more  confined  situations,  had  grown  very  tall  and  robust,  and  in  some  cases 
had  shot  out  branches  that  nearly  crossed  the  road. 

Under  these  circumstances,  that  bit  of  roadway  v.'as  rather  in  the  dark,  and 
was  perpetually  crossed  by  masses  of  shadow,  through  which  only  at  times  a 
bright  bit  of  sunlight,  when  that  luminary  was  high  in  the  heavens,  would  find 
its  way,  and  lie  upon  the  road  like  a  sheet  of  molten  gold. 

It  was  a  sweet  spot,  for  the  soft  air  that  blew  from  tree  to  tree  carried  upon 
its  invisible  wings  the  odours  of  fair  flowers ;  and  the  birds  carolled  from  branch 
to  branch  of  the  trees,  as  though  they  considared  that  spot  specially  devoted 
to  them,  and  to  be  one  where  they  could  enjoy  life  and  liberty,  free  from  the 
danger  of  molestation,  to  which  they  were  ordinarily  subject. 

The  three  highwaj'men  dismounted,  and  looked  about  them  a  little;  and  then 
Dick  said — 

"  This  is  *  under  the  greenwood  tree,'  in  the  full  acceptation  of  the  words,  I 
\  rather  think,  Claude.  But  which  of  us  is  to  saily  out,  and  cry  '  Stand  I'  to  the 
'    first  traveller  who  passes  ?" 

"You,"  said  Jack  ;  "and  there  he  is." 

Dick  gave  a  start,  and  glancing  out  into  the  road-way,  he  saw  a  quiet, 
gentlemanly  looking  elderly  man,  mounted  upon  a  short-legged  pony,  or 
cob,  with  a  flowing  mane  and  tail,  and  who,  as  well  as  his  master,  seemed 
intent  upon  looking  about  hira,  and  enjoying  the  quiet  gloom-like  aspect  of  the 

"  Shall  T  go  ?''  said  Dick. 

"  Yes,"  said  Claude,  "  and  I  will  take  the  next." 

"Very  good." 

Dick  sprang  in'o  '.^.^  saddle,  and  quietly  trotted  out  of  the  wood  into  the 
road.  The  old  gentlemm  started  at  the  sight  of  him,  and  surveyed  him  from 
top  to  toe  in  silence. 

*' A  fine  day,  sir,"  sr^id  Dick, 

"  It  is,"  said  the  old  .entleman.     ''Good  morning,  sir." 

Slightly  touching  hi^  '^at,  the  old  gentleman  would  now  have  passed  on  ;  but 
Dick  placed  himself  ac-    >s  the  road,  saying  as  he  did  so — 

"  i  am  sorry  to  inte  t  you,  sir;   but  if  you  will  have  the  kindness  to  hand 

me  out  your  watch  and  ;    rse,  if  you  have  one,  I  shall  be  obliged." 


/■^ 
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THK     ArPARlllON    IN    THb    HAUNTED    MILL. 

The  old  gentleman  ut'ered  a  deep-drawn  sigh. 
j      *'You  are  a  highwayman?"  hf  said. 

*•  Just  so,"  said  Dick. 

"  AVe!i,  1  have  the  sura  of  thirty-six  guineas  here  in  a  little  learhnrn  bag;  but 
thev  are  not  mine." 

I     *' Exactly,"  said  Dick  ;  "  from  the  moment  that  I  saw  you,  they  beq^me,  in  a 
manner  of  speaking,  mini."  * 

•*  Hear  me,  sir." 

*'  Go  on,  then  ;    but  don't  be  pro«y,  for  I  have  no  time  to  spare." 

"The  money  I   have  named  to  you  belongs  to  a  poor  widow,  who,  if  it  be  not 
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paid  within  this  day.  will,  with  her  voung  children,  be  turned  out  of  her  house 
destitute.  It  is  a  whole  year's  rent,  which  I  am  taking  to  her  lan-llor-l.  It  has 
been  raised  by — by'' — the  old  roan's  voice  faltered  as  he  sp  ike,  and  tears 
gath<'red  to  his  eyes — "by  subscriptions,  the  amount  of  any  of  which  has 
not  exceeded  one  shilling.  1— am  the  curate  of  thi^  parish,  vvith  a  stipend  of 
forty  pounds  per  annum,  and  right  children  to  support  0!it  of  it." 

Dick  looked  down,  as  be  ^id  in  a  low  tone — 

"  Is  all  that  true,  sir  ?'' 

*'  So  help  rae  Heaven,  it  is  !'' 

*'  Where  is  the  bag  and  the  money  ?" 

"Oh,  God!  he  will  take  it — he  will  take  it!  Here  it  is!  Young 
raan,  for  you  are  young  in  comparison  to  me,  may  Heaven  pardon  you  for  this 
grievous  sin  I" 

Dick  took  the  bag,  and  opened  it.  Tii^n  diving  his  hand  into  his  pocket,  he 
took  out  rm  the  g"ild  ho  had.  which  amounted  to  thirteei  guineas,  and  poured 
it  into  the  bag,  on  t.  ;>  uC  the  amount  that  s-as  already  there.  Then  banding 
the  bag  back  to  the  asti-nished  curate,  he  said — 

*■  Take  it,  sir,  and  ioi^if :  tliat  vou  ever  met  rae." 

"  Good  God  !" 

"Go,  sir— go." 

"But — but — What  is  the  meaning  of  this?" 

"If,  sir,  }ou  find,  when  you  empty  that  bag  before  the  landlord,  there  is 
any  overplus,  take  it  back  to  the  widow  and  the  children.  Good  morning, 
sir." 

Dick  would  have  turned  a ivay  ;  but  the  old  clergyman  rode  up  to  him,  and 
laid  his  hand  upon  his  arm^  as  he  said — 

**  Your  name  I     Who  are  you  ? ' 

**  You  had  better  not  know,  sir." 

"  Oh,  yes — yes,  I  beg  that  you  will  tell  me  who  you  are.  You  may  he  some 
one  with  whom,  at  another  time,  I  may  be  able  to  communicate.*  Who  shall  say 
that  I  may  noiTsave  you  from  continuing  this  course  ot"  life  ?" 

"That's  a  vain  hope,  sir,  although  I  thank  you  for  the  expression  of  it;  and  if 
you  will  know  my  name,  you  shall," 

**  [  want  to  hear  it." 

"  Richard  Turpin!" 

"Turpin?     Is  this  possible  ?"         * 

*'  It  is  true,  sir." 

**  Why,  report  has  painted  you  as  one  who  never  knew  pity — as  one  of  the 
most  reckless  and  heariess  of  men — as  an  individual  wh»  was  to  be  dreaded — 
as  a  pest  to  society;  but  1  find  you  with  a  feeling  heart,  despite  all  your 
errors." 

"  It  won't  do  to  believe  report,  sir,  too  implicitly,  either  for  good  or  for  evil ; 
but  -now  that  you  know  who  I  am,  you  perceive  how  completely  outoftlie 
question  it  is  that  I  should  be  other  than  what  i  am." 

"Alas!— alas!     I  am  afraid " 

"That  it  is  so,  you  would  say,  and  you  are  right,  sir.  Iris  so,  without  a 
doubt;  and  so,  once  again  farewell." 

Without  waiting  for  another  word  from  the  old  curate,  Dick  Turpin  now 
turned  his  horse's  head  towards  the  wood  again  ;  and,  bounding  over  the  little 
bank,  he  disappeared  among  the  trees.  ♦ 

The  clergyman,  after  a  pause  of  a  few  moments,  rode  on  with  the  little  canvas 
bag  of  money  in  his  hand,  apparently  unconscious  that  he  so  heJd  it,  so  deeply 
was  he  in  thought  concerning  the  strange  encounter  he  had  had  with  Dick  Tur- 
pin, the  highwayman. 

When  Dick  got  back  to  his  friend?,  Claude  said— 

"  Well,  Dick,  what  luck  V 

"Oh,  stunning  luck,  '  said  Dick. 

"  That's  right.     How  much  did  you  get,  old  friend  ?'' 
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"Why,  I  tell  you  what  it  is,  Claude,  if  we  go  on  in  the  way  that  I  have  begun, 
we  may  as  well  shut  up  shop,  and  go  into  some  other  business.  When  we,  a 
little  time  a^o,  compared  our  resources,  I  believe  I  had  the  greatest  amount;  hut 
DOW  I  am  quite  swre  I  have  the  least." 

"  You  speak  in  riddles,  Dick. 

«♦  Or  else  he  caught  a  tartar,"  said  Jack,  "and  has  been  robbed  himself  instead 
of  robbing  the  traveller," 

Dick  laughed. 

••'1  did,''  he  said,  ''in  one  sense,  catch  a  tartar,  as  you  say,. Jack  ;  and  the 
traveller  has  gone  oflf  with  all  the  gold  I  had,  instead  of  surrendering  all  that  he 
had  ;  although  I  admit  that  I  held  his  gold  in  my  hand  for  a  moment  or  two." 

Jack  looked  amazed  ;  but  Claude  said,  very  gently — 

*'  I  am  qui  e  sure  that  Dick  had  some  good  and  sufficient  reason  for  acting  as 
he  has  done;  and  so,  for  one,  I  am  satisfied." 

♦*  I  had  a  reason,"  said  Dick  ;  "  and  I  will  tell  it  to  you  both  with  pleasure.'* 

Dick  then  related  exactly  what  had  occurred  ;  and  when  he  had  concluded, 
bo'h  Claude  and  Jack  applauded  him  for  the  manner  in  which  he  had  acted  ;  and 
it  is  no  stretch  of  truth  to  say,  that  they  were  much  better  pleased  than  as  if  he 
had  brought  to  them  the  canvas  bag  of  the  poor  widow,  with  her  rent  in  it 

*'  Here  you  are,"  said  Jack,  suddenly. 
^  *'  Where— -where  ?" 

*'Agig!     Now,  Claude." 

They  both  looked  into  the  road,  and  then  they  saw  two  persons  in  a  gig ;  and 
it  so  happened  that  the  horse,  when  he  got  to  that  shady  place,  either  thought 
that  it  would  be  a  nice  place  to  come  to  a  short  halt  in,  or  was  alarmed  at  the 
sudden  change  from  the  sunshine  to  that  place,  for  he  came  to  a  halt ;  and  when 
the  man  who  was  driving  tried  to  whip  him  on,  he  stood  upon  his  hind  legs, 
and  very  nearly  sent  both  the  persons  in  the  vehicle  out  at  the  back. 

Those  persons  consisted  of  a  man  and  a  woman,  both  very  much  overdressed; 
and,  by  the  vulgarity  of  their  appearance,  evidently  people  into  whose  laps  for- 
tune had  fallen,  without  any  effort  or  exertion  of  theirs  in  the  least. 

*•  Stop  him  !"  cried  the  female.     *'  Oh,  stop  him,  do  !" 

•'  Woa  !"  said  the  man.     *'  Woa !" 

The  horse,  when  be  found  that  all  that  was  required  of  him  was  to  be  q^iiet, 
stood  still  enough,  and  only  whisked  his  tail  about  in  defiance  of  the  flies,  that 
would  annoy  him  if  they  could. 

*' Jack,"  said  Claude,  "Providence  has  made  these  two  people  a  present  to 
you.'* 

'•  To  me  ?" 

*'  Yes ;  this  is  your  adventure.  Be  quick  about  it,  or  they  will  go  on.  Come, 
now,  Jack,  these  are  folks  that  you  can  ease  of  their  ready  money,  without  hav- 
ing any  scruples.     So,  go  at  once,  that's  a  good  fellow." 

"  But  1  though  that  you " 

"  No— no." 

**0h,  very  good.  I  cannot  possibly  have  any  objection.  It's  all  in  the  way 
of  business.     So,  here  goes." 

Jack  made  his  horse  bo  and  over  the  bank,  and  in  a  moment  was  by  the  side  of 
the  gig,  to  the  no  small  consternation  of  the  man  and  woman  who  were  in  it, 
and  who  glanced  at  him  in  evident  alarm.    The  man  spoke  first,  saying— 

"  Who  are  you,  sir?     I— I  should  like  to  know  who  you  are  ?" 

"  So  should  I,  mdeed,"  said  the  woman,  making  a  great  rustling  with  the 
vulgar  finery  of  her  apparel. 

*'  A  highwayman  !"  roared  Jack,  in  a  loud  voice  ;  "and  if  you  don't  at  once 
give  up  your  money  and  valuables,  I'll  blow  both  your  brains  out,  if  you  have 
any.  witu  all  the  pleasure  in  the  world." 

The  woman  screamed,  and  the  man  opened  his  mouth  and  eyes  so  wide,  that 
it  seemed  doubtful  if  they  would  ever  shut  properly  again. 

"  Quick '."  cried  Jack.    *'  Your  money  and  jewellery !     Quick,  I  say  !'* 
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,!      "Oh,  Lord!'* 

il      *♦  You  can  say  your  prayers  when  you  get  home,*'  added  Jack.    *'  There  is  nc 

i;  time  for  them  now." 
i      "  You  wretch  !"  said  the  woman,  "  do  you  know  who  I  am  ?" 

j  i      "  No  ;  nor  I  don't  care." 

*'Then,  I  can  tell  you  that  my  husband  here  is  a  gentleman—quite  a  gentle- 
man.    He  is  a  clerk." 

i       **  In  the  law,"  stammered  the  man,    "  I  am  a  lawyer's  clerk,  if  you  please. 

j   But  I  am  very  well  off— that  is,  I— oh,  dear !  I  am  the  attorney-general's  principal 

'    flunkey — no,'  I  mean  the  attorney — that  is  to  say,  clerk.     Spare  my  watch,  and 
take  my  life.    The  gig  is  only  hired,  I  assure  you,  sir,  if  you  please  ;  and  all  I 

!    have  had  to-day  is  a  glass  of  sherry,  that  my  doctor  has  tasted  first,  to  see  that 

i    it  ain't  poisonous  to  my  constitution,  sir,  indeed." 

j       "  Yes,"  said  the  woman ;  •*  but  Mr.  Day  is  highly  respectable,  and  was  brought 
up  at  one  of  the  first  charity  schools  in  the  city  of  London." 
.    "  Your  moeey,"  roared  Jack. 

I   *  <*  Oh,  give  it  to  him — give  it  to  the  wretch,  do." 

!    '    Mr.  Day  handed  to  Jack  a  well  filled  purse,    and  then   Jack   said,   *'  Is 

i    that  warch  you  have  gold  dr  silver  ?" 

I       "  Listen,  if  you  please,  sir.    You  see,  we  flunkies  of  the  law  have  to  carry  our 
master's  wig  box  to  Westminster  every  day,  and  if  we  are  not  in  time,  oh,  don't 

j,  we  catch  it!    So  dom't  take  the  watch.  Oh,  dear!" 

ji       ♦'  My  dear,"  said  the  -woman,  **  you  are  quite  the  gentleman,  you  know." 

1        **  Yes,  oh,  yes,  I  am^=-I  am.     I  think  1  am — eh  1    Oh,  there's  somebody 

!    coming.  *  Oh,  you  rascal !     I'll  have  you  taken  up." 

r       Jack  looked  along  the  road,  and  saw  a  couple  of  men  on  horseback  coming 

I    forward  at  a  trot. 

\\      "  Hark  you,"  said  Jack,  as  he  took  a  small  pistol  from  his  pocket,  **  I  can 

^    easily  hold  this  pistol  in  my  hand  in  such  a  way,  that  with  my  finger  on  the 

'    trigger,  I  can  fire  at  any  moment,  and  yet  I  can  cover  it  with  the  cuff  of  my  coat 

'   from  observation.    Now,  if  you  give  the  least  alarm  to  these  two  men  who  are 
advancing,  I  will  send  a  bullet  into  your  skull." 

''Oh— oh!" 
P  "  It's  of  no  use  your  saying,  oh !  but  I  will  do  it.  Your  best  plan  is  to  answer 
'me  quite  civilly  what  I  shall  ask  of  you,  in  the  hearing  of  these  two  men  who 
'are  now  approaching." 


[  CHAPTER  CCCXXXIX, 

CLAUDE  AND   HIS   FRIENDS   STOP   A  STAGE-COACH   AND   CARRY   IT    OFF. 

!  Feom  where  they  were  situated  in  the  wood,  neither  Claude  Duval  nor  Dick 
jTurpin  could  see  the  two  mounted  men  who  were  advancing  on  the  road,  and 
I  who  would  soon  be  upon  the  Scene  of  action.  If  they  had  seen  them  the  proba- 
'  bility  is,  that,  without  considering  whether  it  it  would  be  best  to  do  so  or  not, 
Mthey  would  have  sallied  out,  fearing  that  Jack  would  be  in  serious  danger. 
1 1*  It  they  had  done  so,  a  meke,  m  the  course  of  which  bloodshed  would  have  been 
'certain,  would  have  taken  place,  and  that  was  a  slate  of  things  they  were  always 

desirous  to  avoid.  -  * 

Jack,  too,  was  well  aware  that  he  might  have  summoned  his  two  friends  to  his 

aid  easily  enough,  but  he  thought  it  better  to  succeed  in  surmounting  the  danger 

that  threatened  by  finesse  than  by  force. 
4      The  two  men  were  well  mounted,  and  by  the  appearance  of  the  saddles  of 
I  their  steeds,  Jack's  experienced  eye  could  very  well  guess  that  they  had  holsters 

and  pistols  at  hand. 

"  Well,  my  dear  fellow,"  said  Jack,  in  a  loud  voice,  as  the  men  came  up,. 
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addressing  Mr.  Day  m  the  gig,  *'  it*s  very  kind  of  you  to  be  so  pressing  in  your 
kind  invitation,  and  I  will  certainly  endeavour  to  call  upon  you  the  very  first 
opportunity." 

**  Do  so,"  said  Mr.  Day,  faintly. 

"  Come,  madam,"  said  Jack  in  an  under  tone,  "  say  something.'* 

"  Perhaps,"  said  Mrs.  Day,  '*  you  v^rouid  be  kind  enough  to  come  to  luncheon 
at  our  house  in  town,  Mr.  a — a — " 

"  Smith,"  said  Jack. 

"  Mr.  Smith  ?" 

''Confound  her,'  muttered  Mr.  Day,  **she  alm'ays  asks  men  to  luncheon 
when  she  knows  that  I  can't  get  away  from  the  chambers  at  Lincoln's  Inn. 
"What  can  she  do  that  for,  I  wonder?" 

The  two  horsemen  reached  the  spot,  and  one  of  them  said — 

**  Have  you  seen  any  suspicious  characters  on  this  road  ?"' 

"  Keep  off,"  cried  Jack.  **  We  don't  intend  to  let  ourselves  be  robbed,  I  can 
tell  you.     Keep  off!' 

*'  Why,  who  do  you  take  us  for  ?*' 

"  Oh,  I  don't  know,  but  the  fact  is,  we  have  heard  that  there  are  highwaymen 
upon  this  read." 
.  "  Then  you  have  heard  right ;  but  we  are  police-oflScers.'* 

**  Are  you  sure  of  that  ?" 

**  Look  at  our  M'aiscoats— don't  you  see  they  are  red  ?  If  you  want  anv  further 
proof,  we  will  show  you  our  constable's  staffs." 

•*  Oh,  what  a  relief,"  said  Jack.  **  My  friends  here  really  were  afraid  of  being 
robbed,  just  now." 

"  We  was  indeed,"  said  the  lady,  in  defia/ice  of  grammar. 

"  You  need  be  under  no  apprehension  now,''  said  the  two  officers.  "  We  are  in 
advance  of  a  party  that  will,  I  hope,  before  nightfall  clear  the  road  of  these 
rascals,  that  we  hear  upon  good  authority  are  upon  it.  There  is  a  capital 
reward  cft'ered  for  them." 

♦*  How  much?''  said  J.ack. 

"  Why,  there's  as  good  as  a  thousand  pounds,  one  way  and  another,  for  the 
whole  three." 

*'  You  don't  say  so  !  Well,  don't  I  wish  that  1  could  meet  with  them.  But, 
however,  it's  no  use  getting  one's  brains  blown  out  even  for  a  thousand  pounds, 
is  it,  Mr.  Day  f" 

'*  No — no — no  !"  shouted  the  man  in  the  gig. 

**  But,  it  is  a  large  sum,"  said  the  lady. 

*'  Yes,  my  dear  friend,"'  said  Jack  ;  "  but  I  feel  quite  certain  that  the  high- 
waymen would  shoot  ev(  n  you,  if  they  thought  that  they  were  in  any  danger 
from  your  dear  delightful  oogue  wagging  too  freely." 

**  They  would,"  said  one  of  the  officers. 

The  lady  shrunk  back  in  the  gig,  for  she  just  saw  the  muzzle  of  the  small 
pistol  that  Jack  had  in  his  hand,  and  she  fully  believed  that  he  would  not  be 
▼ery  particular  whether  he  sent  the  bullet  into  her  head,  or  that  of  her  husband. 

"  Well,  we  have  no  time  to  spare,"  said  the  officer  who  was  the  spokesman 
of  the  two.  "  You  had  better  look  sharp,  if  you  want  to  avoid  the  rascals,  for 
they  will  be  sure  to  stop  you  and  rob  you.'' 

•'  I  should  resist  them,"  said  Jack. 

**  You  would  be  foolish  to  do  so,  sir,'*  said  the  officer,  "  for  you  would  be 
sore  to  get  a  bullet  for  doing  so.  No,  sir,  keep  out  of  their  way,  if  you  can  ; 
but  if  they  do  stop  you,  resistance  is  foolish  with  such  fellows.  They  have 
everything  to  gain  by  shooting  you,  and  nothing  to  lose." 

It  was  a  curious  fact  at  the  time  when  the  roads  round  London  were  quite 

infested   by   highwaymen  that  the  police  were  always  advising  people  not  to 

resist  them,  but  to  let  themselves  be  robbed   quietly ;  and  no  doubt  that  arose 

from  several  considerations.     In  the  first  place,  the  police  by  no  means  wished 

that  the  public  should  cut  short  the  career  of  the  highwaymen;  and,  in  the 
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second,  they  considered  it  an  interference  with,  and  an  infringraent  upcn,  their 
O'.vn  professional  pursuits  for  any  one  to  contend  with  a  highwaynoan,  as  they 
were  sure  to  reap  both  profit  and  inaportance  for  the  capture  of  one. 

It  so  happened,  though,  in  the  present  instance,  that  it  suited  Jack  admirably 
that  the  officers  should  give  this  advice,  as  it  thoroughly  completed  the  alarm 
of  the  two  persons  in  the  gig. 

The  officers  then  rode  off  without  the   least  suspicion  that  it  was  Sixteen- 
string  Jack  tbey  had  been  talking  to,  for  one  of  them  had  happened  to  know  by 
sight  the  man  in  the  gig :  and  knowing  that  he  held   a  kind  of  law    official 
situation  aboub  one  of  the  courts  of  law,  he  took  for  granted  that  all  was  right 
with  oue  who  appeared  to  be  travelling  on  the  road  with  him. 
*' Well,  this  is  truly  dreadful!"  said  the  lady. 
*'Did  you  speak,  madam?"  said  Jack. 
"J  did,  you  wretch  !" 
*'Thank  you,  madam.' 

"  Oh,  you  needn't  thank  me.      I  think  you  the  most  odious,  and  the  most 
ugly,  and  the  most  horrid  wretch,  I  ever  saw." 
''  You  don't  say  so  ?" 
"  1  do  say  so  !"  screamed  the  lady. 

"  There  you  go  again,"  said  her  husband.  ''  When  you  do  begin,  upon  my 
life  you  are  quite  a — a — Oh,  dear*!" 

"  i  don't  see,"  said  Jack,  *' that  any  one  has  a  right  to  complain.  The  fact 
is,  as  far  as  I  am  concerned  in  the  matter,  if  the  lady,  or  female  more  properly 
speaking,  had  fancied  me  as  she  does  you,  1  should  have  begun  to  ask  myself 
what  was  amiss  vi  my  appearance  or  conduct  to  bring  me  under  such  a  stigma  ; 
but  as  she  abuses  me,  of  course  that  is  to  my  mind  the  most  complimentary 
course  she  could  possibly  adopt  in  reference  to  me." 

"  Ah  !  Oh,  dear  1  Well,  I  suppose  we  may  go  on,  now,"  said  Mr.  Day. 
*'  I  beg,  sir,  to  assure  you  that  you  have  got  all  the  money  I  had  about  me, 
except  what  will  be  barely  sufficient  to  pay  the  tolls.  And  so,  sir,  if  you  please, 
I  should  very  much  like  to  say  good  morning  to  you*" 

"Good  mornino^,"  said  Jack,  with  a  smile;  "  but  just  for  the  present  I  object 
to  your  going  in  this  direction." 
**  What,  not  as  we  were  going  V 
** Certainly  no^     I  have  a  very  particular  objection  " 
*'0h,  dear  !  then  we  shall  have  to  go  back  to  town,  I  supp'^se  ?'* 
"I  rather  think  you  tvill ;  and  as  you  have  been  so  polite  as  to  hand  to  me 
your  purse  without  much  trouble,  I  will  give  you  a  pass-word,  which  will  save 
you  from  being  stopped  fey  any  of  my  friends  on  the  road." 
"  Thank  you — thank  you.     Oh,  dear  !" 

"Very  good.  When  you,  then,  see  anyone  on  horseback  approachmg  you, 
you  will  at  once  pull  up  and  call  out  'Bones  and  blood  !' " 

"  Oh,  gracious  !"  cried  the  lady,  "  I  couldn't  do  it." 
.    "  It  is  the  only  thing  that  will  save  you,"  added  Jack,  with  all  the  gravity  in 
the  world,  (or  he  was  resolved  to  let  the  couple  in  the  chaise  into  a  row  on  the 
route  back  to  town,   if  he  could — "  it  is  the  only  way  by  which  you  may  save 
yjur  lives." 

*'  That  is  something,  '  said  Mr.  Day.     "My  precious  life  is  evervthing." 
"Oh,  stuff!"  said  his  wife. 

**  It's  all  very  well  for  you  to  say  stuff,  because  you  want  to  marry  again, 
and  spend  my  money  ;  but  1  have  a  different  opinion,  and  I  will  say  '  Bones 
and  blood  !'  to  everybody  who  looks  at  me  as  \<e  go  home,  for  home  we  will 
go,  1  suppose,  now  ?  It  is  quite  clear  that  this  liighwaymaa — i  mean,  this 
gentleman,  don't  want  us  to  go  on  this  road  any  further."  ) 

"  Yes/'  said  the  lady,  wi'h  acrimony,  "and  that  is  for  fear  we  should  come 
up  with  the  two  constables  who  have  passed  us.' 

"  Madam,"  said  Jack,  "  you  have  got  it  there.  I  admire  your  discrimination. 
Now,  sir,  be  off,  if  you  please."  ! 
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Jack  pointed  the  p'sto!  at  the  head  of  Mr.  Day,  who,  looking  upon  that  as  a 
good  hint  to  depart  at  once,  turned  the  horse's  head  towards  town,  and  set  off 
at  a  trot,  repeating  to  liinaselT  as  he  did  so — 

"Blood  aid  bones!'  Oh,  dear,  no.  it  was  '  Bones  and  blood  I'  I  wouldn't 
forget  it  for  the  world.  '  Bones  and  blood  !'  What  a  dreadful  pass-word  !  But 
still  if  it  answers,  it  will  be  all  right."  " 

Jack  trotted  back  to  his  friends. 

"  Well,"  said  Claude,  "what  luck?'* 

'*  All's  right,"  said  Jack.     "  I  have   done  better  than  Dick  in  his  adventure." 

"  Nay,  excuse  me,"  said  Dick,  *'  I  don't  think  you  have,  for  my  adventure 
has  pleased  rae  more  thau  a  great  booty  would  have  done.  We  can  alwavs  take, 
but  it  is  not  always  that  we  find  so  good  an  opportunity  of  giving  as  I  had." 

"  You  arc  quite  right,  Dick.  I  admit  fully  the  truth  of  what  you  say  ;  but 
here  is  a  tolerably  well-filled  purse,  at  all  events,  and  one  comfort  is,  that  it 
comes  from  a  quarter  that  can  very  well  afford  to  lose  it." 

Claude  just  opened  the  purse,  and  saw  .that  it  was  gold  that  it  contained,  and 
then  he  gave  it  back  to  Jack,  who,  however,  said — 

"  Do  you  keep  it,  Claude." 

"  No.  It  is  my  turn  to  stop  the  next  passenger  on  the  road,  and  so  I  ought 
not  to  be  the  treasurer,  in  case  anything  should  happen  amiss  to  me,  for  in  that 
case  you  would  lose  both  rae  and  the  moneyC     You  keep  it  yourself.  Jack." 

"  Very  well ;  but  if  anything  was  to  happen  to  you,  Claude,  I  would  just  as 
soon  let  the  money  go  as  well." 

"  So  would  1,"  said  Dick  ;  "  but  as  it  is  Claude's  turn  to  stop  the  next 
affair  on  the  road,  I  think  he  will  have  a  job,  for  it  is  a  stage-coach." 

"  The  deuce  it  is  ?" 

"  Behold  it  coming." 

Claude  raised  himself  up  in  his  stirrups  a  little,  and  there,  sure  enough,  he  saw 
approaching  the  spot  a  stage-coach,  with  four  horses,  and  coming  along  at  very 
tolerable  speed. 

"Now,  Claude,"  said  Dick.     "  Sally  out.     It's  your  turn  now.'* 

"  Stop— stop!"  cried  Jack,  "this  won't  do  !" 

Dick  laughed,  and  so  did  Claude,  and  then  the  latter  said — 

"  Well,  it  is  rather  an  awkward  thing  for  one  man  to  stop  a  coach  with  four 
horses,  even  at  night,  when  the  uncertain'y  as  to  whether  he  has  comrades  near 
at  hand  or  not  adds  to  the  alarm  of  the  passengers  ;  but  in  byoad  daylight, 
when  there  is  no  sort  of  difficulty  in  seeing  that  he  is  alone,  it  is  ten  times  worse; 
so  I  decline." 

"  Of  course,"  said  Jack. 

"  But  we  can  all  do  it,"  said  Dick. 

Jack  looked  rather  thoughtful,  but  Claude  rode  to  the  top  of  the  bank  and 
took  a  long  look  around  him,  and  then  he  said— 

*'  Well,  i  don't  see  why  we  should  not.  The  road  is  uncommonly  clear  just 
now.  Ten  minutes  will  do  the  job,  and,  really,  I  do  not  see  that  we  need  shrink 
from  it,  as  there  are  three  of  us." 

**  Agreed,"  said  Dick. 

'*  Well,  but,"  said  Jack,  "I  think " 

*'  Jack,  if  you  have  any  objection,"  said  Claude,  '*  I  will  give  it  up.  It  shall 
not  be  said  that  I  drew  you  into  an  adventure  of  this  kind  against  your  own 
will  and  judgment." 

"  Come  on,  t'len,"  said  Jack,  "  I  have  no  objection  ;  and  there  is  no  tim?  to 
argue  the  matter.     I  will  stop  the  leading  horses,  and  keep  the  coachman  quiet,    | 
while  you  and  Dick  do  the  rest  of  the  business." 

**  Agreed.     Come  on." 

They  all  three  at  once,  now,  dashed  into  the  road,  just  as  the  coach  was  about. 
a  hundred  yards  from  ihe  spot  where  they  emerged  from  the  little  wood.     Jack 
placed  himself  in  the  middle  of  the  road,  with  his  face  towards  the  advancing 
vehicle  ;  and  Claude  and  Dick  took  up  each  of  them  a  position  on  each  side  of 
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the  road,  so  that  when  the  coach  should  reach  that  spot,  it  would  be  hemmed  in. 
The  natural  result  of  this  state  of  things  was,  that  the  coachman  took  the 
alarm,  and  gradually  pulled  up  his  horses,  so  that,  without  at  all  intending  to 
do  so,  he  really  assisted  the  highwaymen  in  the  attack  upon  him  and  his 
passengers. 

*•  Here's  a  dozen  highwaymen,  at  least !"  he  called  out.  "We  shall  all  be 
murdered,  as  safe  as  a  gun  !'* 

Some  ladies  in  the  inside  of  the  coach  began  to  scream ;  and  the  commotion 
among  the  half-dozen  outside  passengers  was  immense,  as  Jack  seized,  with  his 
left  hand,  the  head  of  one  of  the  leading  horses,  and  called  out — 

**  Coachman,  if  you  don't  want  a  couple  of  slugs  through  your  head,  you  will 
keep  your  cattle  quiet  and  well  in  hand." 


CHAPTER  CCCXL. 

CLAUDE   AND     HIS    TRIENDS     FIND    THEMSELVES    IN    POSSESSION    OF     RATHER   •*• 

LARGE    BOOTY. 

**  Oh,  lor  ! — oh,  lor  !''  said  the  coachman,  as  he  dropped  his  whip.  *'  1  am 
as  good — I  mean  as  bad  as  a  dead  man  !" 

**  Be  quiet,  all  of  you,"  said  Claude,  in  a  clear,  distinct  voice — "be  quiet,  and 
make  ni  resistance,  and  there  will  be  no  danger.  It  neither  suits  our  objects 
nor  our  disposition  to  hurt  a  hair  of  anv  one's  head  if  we  are  not  provoked  to 
do  it." 

One  of  the  outside  passengers  began  hurriedly  to  descend;  but  Claude  rode 
up  close  to  the  coach,  and  placing  the  muzzle  of  a  pistol  against  his  cheek,  said 
quietly — 

*'  Allow  me  to  request  you,  sir,  to  resume  and  keep  your  seat,  or  I  shall  have 
to  waste  a  charge  of  gunpowder  upon  you  very  unwillingly." 

With  a  face  as  pale  as  death,  the  passenger  scrambled  back  into  his  seat  again, 
and  sat  there  shaking  like  a  piece  of  jelly. 

By  this  time  Dick  had  let  down  the  glass  on  the  side  of  the  coach  next  to 
him  ;  and  he  gave  three  raps  upon  the  edge  of  the  window  with  the  barrel  of  a 
pistol,  and  then  he  said — 

**  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  I  will  thank  you  for  your  money,  watches,  rings,  and 
any  other  little  articles  of  portable  value  that  you  may  have  about  you.  The 
ladies  may  retain  their  ear-rings,  as  it  is  sometimes  inconvenient  to  take  them 
out;  but  if  there  is  any  trouble  with  any  gentleman,  we  always  find  that  the 
shortest  plan  of  operation  is  to  send  a  bullet  into  him." 

There  were  four  ladies  and  two  gentlemen  inside  the  coach  ;  and  the  four 
ladies  uttered  four  screams,  as  Dick  finished  his  speech,  and  the  two  gentlemen 
swore  dreadfully  to  themselves  ;  but  they  took  good  care,  for  all  that,  to  get  their 
purses  out  of  their  pockets. 

**  Silence,  ladies,"  said  Dick. 

*'0h,  dear,  yes!"  said  one,  "we  are  silent,  I  assure  you,  good  Mr.  Robber. 
I  swear  to  you  that  1  have  got  no  money !" 

"  Very  Rood,  madam  ;  then  of  course  you  cannot  give  me  any.  I  don't  do 
the  searching  business.  Tnere  is  one  of  my  comrades,  a  black  man,  who  does 
that,  so  1  shall  have  to  hand  you  over  to  him." 

"  Oh,  gracious  !  there's  ray  purse  !'* 

"  Thank  you,  madam/' 

'*And  there's  mine!''— "And  mine!"— "That  is  all  my  cash  I"—'*  I  hope 
you  will  let  me  keep  my  watch  ?" — *'0h,  you  don't  want  my  wedding-ring, 
surely  ?  I  have  no  more  than  what  I  now  hand  to  you." — *'  D — n  it!  there  ought 
to  be  a  guard  to  this  coach!" 

Such  were  a  few  of  the  expressions  of  the  inside  passengers,  as  they  handed 
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to  Dick  the  property  he  demanded  of  them ;  and  then  a  young  lady,  ^ho  sat  in 

a  corner,  said —  .     .,    i       «^i,.  „n¥ 

-  Mr.  Highwayman,  I  don't  like  to  give   you  my   purse,  ^^^/^  ^^^  °^'^^ 

five  guii^eas  in  it,  and  my  uncle  gave  them  to  me  ;  and  they  are  all  1  shall  have 

for  three  months  for  pocket  money."  ,       n  '» 

■    "  My  dear,"  said  Dick,  *'  dpn't  mention  it ;  keep  them,  by  all  means. 

« Oh,  thank  you."  ,       .      ,  i.i,«  „„,. 

«'  Well,  I'm  sure  !"  said  a  rather  corpulent  old  lady,  "that  is  always  the  way 

with  men.     They  are  ready  to  let  children  have  their  own  way  m  eyerythins. 

I  don't  see  why  we  should  all  be  robbed,  and  an  infant,  who  caanct  have  .{^5. 

got  out  of  the  nursery',  should  escape." 


'I  i 


A 
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*'  I  am  seventeen,  madam,  if  you  please,'*  said  the  young  lady.  "  Nurseryj 
indeed !  I  hate  the  nurseiy.** 

*'  Sir,"  said  one  of  the  gentlemen,  '*  I  trust  you  will  have  the  kindness  to 
return  to  me  my  watch,  as  you  seem  a  civil  sort  of  a  ras— I  mean  person,  for  I 
eet  some  value  upon  it,  I  assure  you." 

"  Do  you,  indeed,  sir  ?     Does  it  go  well  ?** 

"  It  does." 

"  Very  good  ;  then  it  will  go  from  you  as  well  as  it  used  with  you.  And  now, 
ladles  and  gentleraep,  I  make  no  doubt  in  the  world  but  that  1  have  been  in 
this  affair  most  atrociously  swindled,'* 

'* Swindled?"  said  the  old  lady.  "Oh,  dear!  what  does  the  man  mean  by 
that  ?" 

*•  Just  this,  madam:  that  I  think,  and,  in  fact,  I  may  say  that  I  know,  I  am 
atrociously  swindled,  and  that  you  have  not  handed  me,  any  of  you,  above  one 
half  of  the  property  you  have  about  you ;  but  I  and  my  friends  do  business 
in  that  liberal  kind  of  way  that  we  allow  you  to  cheat  us.'* 

**  Allow  us  to  cheat  you?"  said  one  of  the  gentlemen,  " Upon  my  word, 
that  is  about  as  cool  a  thing  as  I  ever  heard  of." 

*'  You  should  always  be  cool,  sir,"  said  Turpin  ;  "  for  let  you  be  transacting 
what  business  you  may,  you  are  sure  to  get  through  it  better  by  coolness  thau 
by  being  in  a  flurry.'* 

With  these  words,  Turpin  drew  up  the  window  again,  and  was  turning  off 
from  the  side  of  the  coach,  when  a  loud  crack  came  upon  his  ears,  and  his  hat 
flew  off  his  head  in  a  moment,  while  the  leport  of  a  pistol  rang  in  his  ears. 

*' What's  that?"  cried  Claude  Duval. 

"  All's  right,"  said  Dick,  aft  he  coolly  turned  to  the  coach  again,  and  let 
down  the  glass. 

The  passengers  were  all  looking  as  pale  as  death  itself,  and  one  of  the  gentle- 
men had  his  lips  so  compressed,  that  every  particle  of  colour  had  left  them. 
Dick  pointed  to  nim,  as  he  said,  slowly  and  deliberately—* 

"  It  was  you,  sir,  who  fired  at  me  !'* 

They  were  all  silent. 

*'  I  say,  sir,  it  was  you  who  committed  that  cowardly  act,  for  it  was  cowardly  - 
in  the  extreme." 

"  What  is  it  ?"  said  Claude,  as  he  galloped  to  the  spot 
'  "Nothing — nothing.     Look  to  the  outside.   Claude.      I  will  manage  this 
gentleman." 

'•  You  are  not  hit  ?** 

"  Oh,  no.'* 

"That  is  well.    All  is  right,  if  that  is  the  case,  and  I  know  I  can  leave  yoa 
to  manage  your  own  affairs.'* 
l^  *'  Thank  you,  Clauda.'* 

Duval  had  been  receiving  the  contributions  of  the  outside  passengers,  who 
had  given  them,  it  must  be  confessed,  with  rather  a  bad  grace  ;  but  still  tbey  had 
given  them,  and  they  had  amounted  to  a  considerable  sum  in  all* 

The  gentleman  who  had  fired  at  Dick  Turpin  in  what  we  cannot  help  calling- 
rather  a  treacherous  and  cowardly  manner,  was  evidently  too  much  terrilied  to^ 
speak.  He  only  sat  g'aring  at  the  highwayman,  and  with  a  dreamy  kind  oi 
wonder  in  his  mind  as  to  what  he  would  do  next. 

"Sir/*  said  Dick,  and  he  spoke  with  rather  startling  coolness  and  determi- 
nation. "  Sir,  if,  when  first  I  came  to  this  window,  you  had  in  a  bold  and 
straightforward  manner,  as  you  nr.ight  have  done  and  as  you  would  have  been 
fully  justified  in  doing,  resisted  me,  1  should  have  thought  nothing  of  it  ;  but,  on 
the  contrary,  you  waited  until  I  was  off  ray  guard,  and  for  the  mere  purpose  of 
petty  revenge,'because  I  had  ta'.en  from  you  a  few  pounds,  you  fired  at  me,  and 
that  in  the  most  treacherous  manner  that  you  could  possibly  do  it  in.  Sir,  if  I 
were  an  angry  maii 


4*1  •  • 


"Oh.  spare  hira,"  said  the  young  lady.     "Don't  kill  him. 
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*'  That  is  not  my  intention,"  said  Dick.  "  I  say,  if  I  were  an  angrv  man  I 
should  this  moment  shoot  you  through  the  head,  as  I  might  do  by  the  least 
pressure  of  my  little  finger  upon  the  trigger  of  this  pisiol." 

As  he  spoke,  Dick  held   the   pistol  muzzle  within  a  couple  of  inches  of  the 
gentleman's  head. 
^*'  Spare  him — spare  him  !"  said  the  young  lady.   "  I  entreat  you  to  do  so.'* 

*'  I  VFill  ;  it  would  be  murder  to  shoot  him  now." 

*i  This  generosity  will  meet  with  its  rewar<i,"  said  the  young  lady.  "  You 
may  be  assured,  sir,  that  it  vvill.'* 

The  gentleman  now,  if  he  might  really  be  called  such,  upon  finding  that  Dick 
Turpin  had  not  the  intention  to  kill  him  for  the  attempt  that  had  been  made 
upon  his  life,  gathered  courajje  to  speak.  -  iLfs  —  351: 

"  I  am  glad  1  missed  you,"  he  said. 

'*No,  sir,  you  are  not.' 

**  Well,  a  man  has  a  right  to  defend  his  property." 

"  Yes,  in  a  manly  manner,  bu*:  you,  sir,  have  the  mind  of  an  assassin,  as  you 
sufficiently  exemplified  by  the  mode  in  which  you  sought  your  revenge.  You 
did  not  attempt  to  defend  your  property,  but  you  gave  that  up  through  fear,  and 
then  you  sought  to  assassinate  the  man  you  dared  not  face." 

"Oh,  nonsense!  I  fired  at  you,  as  I  should  have  bee;i  quite  willing  to  have  done 
before,  only  I  could  not  get  at  my  pistols.  1  did  not  want  to  take  any  unfair 
advantage  of  you." 

*'  Then  you  mean  to  tell  me  that  you  are  the  sort  of  man  who  would  like  a 
fair  shot  at  such  as  I  am?" 

*'  Yes,  I  am  ;  but  it  is  all  over  now,  and  I  make  you  welcome  to  what  you 
have  taken  from  me.     Good  morning.     Ha!   ha!" 

There  was  quite  as  much  nervous  excitement  as  a  kind  of  foolish  recklessness  in 
this  mode  of  speaking  of  the  gentleman  ;  but  he  had  no  idea  thai  Dick  meant  to 
take  him  at  his  word. 

"Well,  sir,"  said  Dick,  "  I  am  one  who  will  oblige  5-ou  or  anybody  if  it  be  in 
my  power.  I  will  forget  the  unfair  shot  that  you  have  had  at  me,  and  you  shall 
have  a  fair  one." 

"What  do  you  mean?" 

*'  I  mean,  that  you  shall  get  out  of  the  coach  and  have  another  shot  at  me  in  a  _ 
fair  and  open  manly  manner,  and  I  will  have  one  at  you." 

"  Oh,  no— no !"  i 

•*  But  I  say,  oh,  yes — yes.**  ! 

"I  am  quite  satisfied.  I  don't  want  to  have  anything  more  to  say  in  the  aff'air 
or  to  do  with  it,  I  assure  you.  I  am  quite  satisfied,  sir,  and  you  are  welcome  to 
what  you  have  got."  ii 

*'But  I  am  nut  satisfied,  and  out  you  shall  come.     Claude — Claude!" 

"  Here,"  said  Duval  ;  "  what  is  it  ?" 

*'This  fellow  wants  a  fair  shot  at  me,  and  I  am  determined  to  let  hinii  have  it, 
and  now  he  shrinks  from  it.  Help  me  to  sret  him  out  of  the  coach,  Claude,  so 
that  he  may  be  satisfied,  in  spite  of  himseif.'' 

*'  Come,  sir,"  said  Claude,  as  he  reached  in  his  arm  and  seized  the  man  by 
the  collar  and  had  him  out  in  a  moment.    "This  is  the  way,  if  you  please." 

"  Murder  !"  said  the  old  lady. 

"It  might  have  been  murder,"  said  the  young  one.  *' Pxay,  sir,  are  you 
Claude  Duval,  the  higtiwayman?" 

"Yes,  my  dear." 

"  Oh,  1  have  so  wanted  to  see  you  !** 

"  Take  a  good  look  at  me,  then.     I  cannot  say  that  I  have   so  wanted  to  see 
you,  for  I  did  not  know  of  your   fair  existence;    but  when  I] do  look  at  you,  I 
esteem  myself  very  fortunate  iu  havmg  that  pleasure." 
"  iou  are  a  wretch  1"  said  the  old  lady.     "  Go  away,  do." 

"  But  is  she  not  a  pretty  girl,  madam  ?"  said  Claude. 

*'No!" 


- 
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DICK,    WITHOUT  INTENDING  IT,    GETS    RID  OF    ONE    0?    MR.  FIELD's  AND  ALICIa's 

"ENEMIES. 

'^  There  could  be  no  doubt  ^Yhatever  but  that  the  rascal  who  had  aheady  had 
one  unfair  shot  at  Dick,  had,  when  he  saw  affairs  were  desperate,  and  that  tiaere 
■was  no  escape  from  the  encounter,  de:ennined  r-pcn  trying  the  chance  of  another, 
and  had  so  fired,  v.hen  Claude  said  "  Two/'  instead  of  waiting  for  the  comple- 
tion of  the  signah 


**  Ob,  how  can  vou  say  that  ?     Ha!  ha  !    Now,  Dick,  where  is  your  man  ? 
Oh,  here  he  is.    Well,  sir,  so  you  tried  one  shot  at  my  friend,  and  now  yoo 
object  to  treat  us  to  another  V* 
**  Spare  my  life !" 
"  What  a  coward  1*' 

**  Yes,"  said  Dick  ;  •'  bat  I  don't  intend  to  let  him  off  on  that  score,  for  a 
coward  is,  after  all,  a  far  more  dangerous  animal  than  a  brave  man.  I  know,  sir, 
that  you  have  another  pistol,  so  you  can  produce  it;  and  as  the  one  you  fired  was 
i5veil  loaded,  as  I  may  judge  by  the  report,  tbe  other  is,  no  doubt,  in  quite 
as  satisfactory  a  condition.     This  is  a  duel,  Claude ;  will  you  see  fair  play  ?* 

*'I  will,  Dick." 
'    **  One  —  two  —  three  —  four  —five— six— seven — eight — nine — ten— elevan — 
twelve  paces,"  said  Turpin,  as  he  stepped  them  out  upon  the  side  of  the  road, 
and  then  faced  his  antagonist.    '*  Now,  sir." 

The  man  dropped  to  his  knees,  and  in  a  very  abject  manner,  cried  out— 
I     *•  Spare  my  life— oh,  spare  my  life !    There  was  no  bullet  in  the  pistol.'* 
[■     "  Lie  the  first,"  said  Dick« 
I     **  And  I  didn't  mean  to  hit  you." 
I     **  Lie  the  second." 

f-    "And  I  have  no  other  pistol  about  me,  I  declare  to  you." 
'g  "  Ue  the  third." 

i     •*  Oh,  it  is  true — it  is  true  ;  and  if  you  fire  at  me,  you  will  be  firing  at  an  un- 
armed man." 

"  What's  this  ?"  said  Claude,  as  he  dived  his  hand  into  one  of  the  coat  skiri- 
pockets  of  the  man,  and  brought  out  a  very  beautifully  made  pistoU     **  What  is 

f,  this  r 

-r  ,      '^  Oh— oh-oh  !" 

J   ■      There  was  a  silver  plate  upon  the  stock  of  the  pistol,  with  the  letter  B  upon 
it,  but  at  the  moment  it  did  not  strike  Claude  what  name  it  might  refer  to, 

"  Come,  sir,"  he  said,  as  he  threw  up  the  pan,  and  then  carefully  closed  it 
again,  as  he  saw  the  pistol  was  very  carefully  piimed.  "  Come,  sir,  these  weapons 
are  in  good  order,  and  w'ill  do.  The  word  shall  be  *  fire,'  and  1  will  count  three 
before  I  give  it." 

«  That  will  do,"  said  Dick.  f ! 

"  One—" 

«  S'.op— stop"  .' cried  Mr.  B.     "Stop." 
ii;    "  What  for  r' 

r     *' Only  to  consider  a  little.      I— I—"  [| 

"  Plague  take  you.     Get  upj    It  is  not  at  all  fair  that  you  should  be  upon     j 

jour  knees,  while  my  friend  is  upon  his  feet."  i( 

"  Never  mind,"  said  Dick.     "  It's  much  the  same."  i  f 

*'  Two,"  said  Claude. 

Bang,  went  tbe  pistol  of  Mr.  B.,  andinfiicted  a  slight  flesh  wound  upon  Dick's 
arm. 

"  An  accident !  An  accident  I"  he  called  out.    *'  I  didn't  mean  it !" 
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His  calling  out  that  it  was  aa  accideat,  was  but  a  weak  attempt  to  get  rid  of 
the  cousequences  of  the  dastardly  act. 

'*  Three !  Fire  i'  cried  Claude,  and  before  the  smoke  from  Mr.  B.'s 
pistol  had  cleared  away,  and  before  he  could  scramble  to  his  feet,  and  fly  from 
the  spot,  which  he  was  attempting  to  do,  Dick  fired. 

With  a  yell,  the  man  sprang  up  into  the  air,  and  then  fell  like  a  log  to  the 
ground, 

♦*  That  has  done  it,'*  said  Claude. 

"  I  expect  as  much,"  said  Dick  ;  *'  but,  after  all,  I  am  sorTV  for  it.*' 
**  He  is  a  great  rascal.'* 

"  Yes,  but  not  worth  powder  and  shot,  after  all,  when  you  come  to  think  of  it. 
But  perhaps  he  is  not  killed." 

The  ladies  in  the  coach  now  began  to  set  up  such  a  screaming,  that  Claude 
was  obliged  to  run  to  the  window  and  cry  out  to  them — 

"  Silence  !  There  is  no  harm  done. |  It's  only  a  joke,  ladies,  after  all;  but  if  you 
aaake  that  noise  you  will  frighten  the  horses." 
"  Oh,  but  isn't  anybody  killed  ?" 
"  Certainly  not.     Be  quiet,  I  beg  of  you.'** 

Claude  went  back  to  were  Dick  was  gazing  at  the  body  of  his  late  foe,  in  an 
abstracted  manner. 
"  Gone  1"  said  Dick. 
*'  Is  he  indeed  dead?" 
!      "  Look  !" 

Dick  indicated  with  his  toe  a  spot  on  the  forehead  of  the  man,  and  there,  sure 
enough,  the  bullet  had  'gone  right  into  the  brain,  making  a  clear  round  orifice 
into  which  you  might  put  your  little  finger.  His  deaih  must  have  been  instan- 
taneous. 

*'  Come  away,  Dick,"  said  Claude.  *'  We  have  been  too  long  here  already. 
This  is  a  deed  that  Mvill  soon  be  bruted  all  over  the  country,  with  such  additions 
to  it  as  will  make  it  wear  a  very  difi^erent  aspect  to  the  real  one.  Let  us  be  off 
at  once.     Coras — come." 

"  I  should  like  to  know  who  he  is." 
Claude  ran  back  to  the  coach  door,  and  said— 

"  Can  any  lady,  or  can  you  sir,  tell  me  ^ who  the  gentleman  was  who  was  herd 
with  you  as  a  passenger  ?  ' 
"  Yes,"  said  one  lady,  "  it  was  Sir  John  Beachem." 
"  Sir  John  Beachem  ?     You  don't  say  so  !' 

"  Yes,  sir ;  and  by  your  speaking  of  him  as  you  do,  I  presume  that  he  is  dead.'* 
Claude  made  no  answer  to  this,  but  hastened  back  to  Dick,  and  was  upon  the 
point  of  telling  him  who  the  dead  man  was,  when  Jack  cried  out  loudly,  but  not 
in  a  tone  of  alarm — 

"  To  the  wood  !  To  the  wood  !" 
"  What  is  it.  Jack  ?'* 

"  A  strong  party  of  horsemen  are  on  the  road.     They  seem  to  me  to  have 
seen  the  coach  at  a  stand  sti'l,  and  to  think  it  suspicious.'* 
"  The  deuce  they  do.'* 
"  Quick  !     They  come  now." 

"  Where's  my  horse  ?"  said  Dick.  "  I  tied  her  bridle  to  this  tree.  Good  God  ) 
if  I  lose  her  I  lose  my  right  nand." 

"  There  she  goes  into  the  wood,'*  said  Claude. 
Jack  galloped  up  to  them. 

"  Are  you  both  mad,"  he  said,  "  that  you  do  not  fly  from  here  ?     I  tell  yoa 
that  our  foes  are  all  but  upon  us.'* 

'*  They  may  be  quite  upon  us,*  said  Dick  Turpin — "  but  how  can  I  go  v^ithout 
my  Black  Bess  f  Were  is  her  broken  bridle.     The  pistol-firing  must  have  scared 
her,  and  yet  I  never  knew  her  start  at  it  before." 
"  No,  Dick.     But  you  were  not  with  her  now." 
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'*  Ah  !  that's  it — that's  it !    We  are  lost — no,  1  mean  I  am.    You  two  can  go 
ofiP;  and  I  beg  you  to  do  so,  and  good  luck  go  with  you/* 

"  Bad  luck  go  with  us  if  we  desert  you,"  said  Claude.  "  Cannot  we  all  take 
to  the  wood  ?" 

*•  Yes ;  but  these  people  will  tell  where  we  are  ;  and  you  forget  that  I  am  or 
foot." 

"  Stop  1"  said  Jack.  "Listen  to  me.  Dick,  you  can  get  up  outsiiJe,  and  keep 
♦he  passengers  there  quiet  upon  pain  of  death.  Claude,  you  get  inside,  and  do  the 
same  thing.  Here,  let  us  start  your  horse  and  mine  into  the  wood.  They  won't 
go  far  either  of  them.  I  will  borrow  the  coachman's  coat  and  hat,  and  take  his 
place  on  the  box;  and  we  will  try  and  get  through  this  rather  ugly  aflfair  by  a 
little  finesse." 

"  By  Jove,  Jack,  it's  a  capital  plan !" 

"Admirable  \"  said  Dick ;  "  and  there  is  just  enough  of  us  to  do  it.    But  this 
dead  body  will  tell  tales,  if  we  don't  move  it.    Help  me,  Claude,  will  you  ?" 
"Willingly.    There  he  goes.    Splash!" 

They  took  the  dead  body  of  Sir  John  Beachem  between  them  and  cast  it  into 
a  deep  ditch  by  the  road  side.  Tor  a  moment  or  two  it  seemed  as  if  it  would  not 
sink  in  the  rather  thick  fluid  that  the  ditch  was  full  of;  but,  gradually,  as  the 
clothing  of  the  dead  man  became  saturated  with  water,  the  fearful-looking  evi- 
dence of  violence  settled  down  to  the  bottom  of  the  muddy  pool. 
*'That  Avilldo." 

If  the  plan  that  had  been  suggested  by  Jack  was  to  be  carried  out  at  all  with 
any  prospect  of  success,  no  time  was  to  be  lost  in  doing  so  ;  and,  accordingly,  the 
three  highwaymen,  with  a  certainly  and  promptitude  that  the  life  of  danger  and  of 
hair-breadth  escapes  they  had  so  long  led  could  only  have  imparted  to  them,  made 
the  requisite  arrangements. 

The  other  two  horses  were  conducted  to  the  road  side,  and  sent  into  the  wood. 
Jack  took  possession  of  the  coachman's  hat,  coat,  wig,  and  whip,  and  said  to 
him — 

*'  You  will  sit  behind  me,  and  be  quiet." 
'*  Oh,  dear,  but—" 
*' Very  good.    Open  your  mouth." 
*•  My  mouth?    What  for  ?" 

'*  The  neatest  way  of  blowing  a  man's  brains  out  is  to  fire  a  pistol  into  his 
mouth  upwards.    It  commonly  blows  ofi"  the  top  of  his  skull,  and  that  is  a  settler." 
"  Oh — oh  !  it  is!  it  is  !     I  will  do  anything  you  like." 

**  So  I  thought  you  would.  You  are  quite  a  sensible  man.  Now,  get  up  and 
be  quiet." 

I'he  coachman  took  a  vacant  seat  behind  Jack,  who  mounted  the  box,  and, 
whip  in  hand,  w^ted  the  result  of  the  plan. 

Dick  Turpin  clambered  on  the  roof  cf  the  coach,  and  sat  down  among  the 
passengers  quite  calmly,  saying  as  he  did  so— 

"  Now,  gentlemen,  listen  to  me.  The  first  one  of  you  that  makes  the  slightest 
alarm  will  get  a  bullet  into  his  head.  If  I  and  my  friends  are  caught  we  nang — 
and  it  makes  not  the  least  difference  to  us  whether  we  take  one  or  two  of  you 
into  the  other  world  with  us  or  not" 

The  outside  passengers  looked  rather  ruefully  at  each  other  ;  and  one,  with 
his  teeth  chattering  together  with  fear,  that  it  sounded  as  if  he  were  doing  it  on 
purpose,  aud  trying  to  execute  some  extraordinary  tune  by  that  means  in  imita- 
tion of  the  castanets,  said — 

*' Oh,  dear  rae,  I  don't  want' to  say  nothing  to  nobody.  Oh — oh!  I  wish  I 
had  my  wife  here." 

"  Silence !"  said  Turpin. 

Claude  Duval,  when  he  saw  that  all  was  right  with  his  two  friends,  sprang  into 
the  coach. 

The  ladies  uttered  screams  ;  but  he  said  "  Silence,  ladies  I"  in  so  peremptory 
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a  manner,  that  it  had  the  effect  he  desired  immediately;  and  then,  as  he  sat 
down,  he  added  in  a  low,  distinct  tone — 

*'  Ladies,  I  beg  that  you  will  attend  to  me.  There  will  come  some  wicked  me  ; 
to  the  coach  windows  to  ask  some  questions,  possibly.  1  beg  that  you  will  leave 
me  to  answer  them  ;  for,  if  by  word,  or  look,  or  action,  you  let  them  know  that 
I  am  not  a  passenger  by  the  coach,  or  contradict  me  in  anything  I  shall  say, 
there  will  be  such  a  bother  as  you  never  saw  or  heard  of ;  and  there  will  be  much 
bloodshed,  the  result  of  which  I  cannot  foresee," 
"  Oh,  we  won't  speak !" 

"That  is  right.  Fear  nothing,  for,  mark  me,  I  hold  out  no  threats  to  you  ;  so 
do  not  say  afterwards  that  Claude  Duval  owed  his  safety  to  frightening  the 
ladies." 

"Then  you  are  really,"  said  one,  "  the— the— Duval?' 
'•  1  am,  miss.'* 

**  Oh,  dear,  I  never  was  so  delight— I  mean,  so  frightened — in  all  my  life. 
Oh— oh  !" 

"  Listen,  if  you  please.  They  come  !  My  life,  ladies,  I  commit  to  your  keep- 
ing. By  a  word,  any  of  you  may,  I  heartily  believe,  condemn  me  to  death  within 
the  next  five  minutes,  for  1  don't  intend  to  be  taken  alive.  Will  any  of  you  speak 
that  word  T 

"  No— no  !'*  they  all  said. 
Claude  smiled. 

'*  I  knew  you  would  not.     Beauty  and  gentleness  ever  go  together." 
"What  a  nice  man!'*   said  the  oldest  and  most  plain   of  the  whole  party. 
*'  Oh,  sir,  if  you  would  only  repent,  and  reform,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  and 
— and  then  marry  some  one.'* 

"  Nobody  would  have  me,  madam.** 
I        "Well,  perhaps  no  very  young  person  ;  but — hem! — perhaps  some  one  who 
was  just  past  the  follies  of  extreme  youth,  and — and  in  her  prime  of  life,  with  a 
little  property        ■" 

*'  I  don't  think,  madam,"  said  a  young  lady,  •*  that  Claude  Duval  would  like 
to  marry  any  one  old  enough  to  be  his  grandmother.*' 
"  His  grandmother,  minx  ?" 
"  Why,  yes  ;  you  are  surely  fifty-five  ?" 
"Oh,  gracious! — oh,  providence!" 

"Ladies — ladies!"  said  Claude,  "  I  pray  you  to  be  mild,  if  you  please — mild 
I   and  quiet." 

"  But  the  idea!"  said  the  old  lady — "  the  idea  of  childrrn,  who  ought  to  be 
kept  in  nurseries,  and  perpetually  whipped,  saying  such  things,  is  really — too — 
oh,  gracious! — too  dreadful!" 

With  a  dash,  and  a  great  clatter  of  horses  feet,  the  strong  party  of  mounted 
men  reached  the  carriage;  and  one  of  them  cried  out  in  a  voice  of  authority — 
"Halt  '" 

They  all  paused  ;  and  except  the  pawing  of  some  of  the  horses  upon  the 
road,  and  the  snorting  of  others,  they  were  all  still  enough. 

"  Is  anything  amiss  here  ?"  said  the  man  who  had  commanded  the  party  to 
halt. 

"  Yes  ;  there  has  been,*'  said  Claude  Duval. 
The  man  stooped,  and  looked  into  the  coach. 

*'  V.  hat  is  it  sir  ?  We  are  on  the  look-out  for  thrae  highwaymen,  whom  we 
have  (40od  reason  to  think  are  in  this  neighbourhood.  I  hope  you  have  not  been 
at  all  incommoded  "by  them  }* 

"  Onlv  stoppe  J  and  robbed,  that's  all," 
"Robbed,  sir?' 

"Ask  these  ladies,  if  you  doubt  me." 

"Oh,  yes,  it  is  true  !"'said  all  the  ladies.    *'That  is  true  enough." 
"  Confound  it  I  how  unfortunate,"  said  the  man,  "that  I  and  my  party  should 
be  too  la'e  lor  the  rascals." 
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"  It  is,  indeed." 

•'  How  long  ago  was  it  ?'' 

"  Why,  it  you  riad  corae  up,  sir,  only  five  minates'  ago  you  would  have  found 
them  here,  taking  the  affair  quite  easy,  and  having  everything  tlieir  own  vvey." 

"  is  it  possible  ?" 

''  Quite  60,  I  assure  yoq  ;  but  yoa  are  just  a  little  too  late." 

"  By  Jove  !  that  is  the  most  provoking  thing  that  ever  occurred  to  me.  Did 
you  knov  who  they  were,  sir?" 

"  Whv,  of  course,  I  should  not;  but  in  the  coolest  manner  possible,  oae  of 
them  declared  himself  to  be  the  celebra.ed  Claude  Duval." 

"  Oh,  dear  ! — oh,  dear  !' 

"  What's  the  matter  ?" 

"  I  was  onlv  groaning  at  the  thought  that  I  had  missed  him,  that  was  all ; 
and  it  is  enough  to  make  anybody  groan." 

"  i  don't  know  that.  He  is  a  deiermined  fellow,  and  a  good  shot,  they  say, 
and  i  have  heard  that  since  his  late  escape  from  New^^ate,  he  has  made  a  deter- 
mination that,  let  the  consequences  bee  what  they  may,  he  will  never  be  takea 
alive.'' 

"  Oh,  stuff,  sir.     I  have  twenty  men  here." 

"Twenty,  say  you?" 

"  Yes,  twenty." 

"Well,  that'is  a  good  force,  I  admit ;  and  I  only  wish  you  had  got  here  a 
little  sooner  with  it,  and  you  might,  perhaps,  then  have  saved  my  watch  and 
sea's  that  I  have  been  forced  to  part  wit.^i  to  the  fellow." 

'*  Oh,  dear— oh,  dear  !    Which  way  did  he  go  ?" 

"  Towards  town," 

'•  A  nd  here  vou  are,  all  of  you,  outside  and  in,  and  suffer  yourselves  to  ba 
robbed  by  Claude  Duval !' 

'•Ah,  but  he  had  two  others  with  him." 

"Two  others!  Why,  they  are  Dick  Turpin  and  Sixteen. string  Jack!  I 
should  have  nabbed  them  all  !* 


CHAPTER  CCCXLII.     ' 

CLAUDE    AND    HIS    FRIEXD3    EFFEGTUALLr   E3CAPZ    THE    OFFICfiRS,    AND  STOP    A 

CARRIAGS. 

The  distraction  of  the  mounted  officer  at  finding  ha  had  missed  such  a  prize 
was  so  great,  that  he  seems i  ready  to  give  himself  up  quite  to  despair,  and 
Claude  said  then  to  him — 

*'i  can't  help  thinking  tha:;  you  are  losing  valuable  time.  Hang  it,  man, 
they  can't  be  above  a  mile  off  by  this  time.  Why  don't  you  and  your  twenty 
men  go  after  them  ?" 

'M  will— I  will." 

"You  Will  ?  It's  all  very  well  for  you  to  say  you  will;  but  why  don't  ybu 
go  at  once  r" 

"  Yes — yes;  thank  you,  sir.     Do  you  offer  any  reward  for  your  watch  ?" 

*'  Yes,  twenty  pounds." 

<«  Very  good,  sir.     Where  shall  we  find  you  ?  '  ^ 

"At  the  secretary  or  state's  office  in  Whitehall." 

Upon  this  the  officer  touched  his  hat,  for  he  thought  that  in  the  gentleman  ip 
the  coach  he  must  surely  have  got  hold  ot  soine  offi:ul  personage,  with  whom  it 
would  be  just  as  well  to  be  upon  good  terms  as  not. 

"  I  will  be  off  at  once,  sir,"  he  said,  "•  agree  tbly  to  your  advice." 
"You  v;i'l  do  well,"  said  Claude. 

"Now,  ii'.y  men,  coiuc    after  me,  like  the  devil  himself!"    shouted  the  officer  j 
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CLAUDE    STOPPING    THE    PHANTOM    FUNERAL. 

"Claude  Duval,    Dick  Turpin,  and   Sixteen-string  Jack,  are  all  three  ^Por^J^e 
road,  only  a  litlle  m  advance  of  us,  and  if  we  rattle  on  we  can  come  up  to  them. 

Forward — forward  !'*  ,      .     ,  a?    ^.,  „«*-      TTom  i 

"Good  luck  go  with  you."  said  Claude,  "the  further  off  you  get.     Hem 
Well,  ladies,  1  am  happvto  have  freed  you  from  your  apprehensions  concerning 
these  fellowL     You  see,   or  rather   you  hear,  I  should  say,  that  they  are  com- 
pletelv  got  rid  off," 

"  They  are,  indeed,"  said  one  of  the  ladies. 

*' And'vou  do  not  regret  it,  madam  ?" 

"  Oh,  DC— no  ! ' 
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"  Nor  any  of  you,  I'm  sure." 

"  Oh,"  said  the  old  lady,  as  she  managed  adroitly  to  place  a  card,  on  which 
was  her  name  and  address,  into  Claude's  hand,  "  I'm  sure  if  you  were  ever  to 
call  upon  me  in  London,  I  should  be  frightened  out  of  my  wits,  that  I 
should." 

"  Thank  you,  madam,"  said  Claude,  as  with  a  smile  and  a  bow,  he  got  out  of 
the  coach.  '*  I  should  be  sorry  to  alarm  you  to  that  extent :  so  I  shall  not  do 
myself  that  honour." 

"The  wretch  !"  said  the  old  lady. 

The  others  laughed,  and  Claude  called  out  in  a  loud  voice— 

"  It's  all  right,  Dick  and  Jack.  Come  on,  now.  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  we 
have  the  honour  of  bidding  you  all  good  day,  and  a  very  pleasant  journey, 
indeed.' 

"  Stop  a  bit,"  said  Jack.  "  There's  a  phaeton  coming  along  the  road,  Claude, 
yonder." 

"Very  good.    Let  it  come.     Coachman?'* 

*'  Ye — e — es  !"  stammered  the  coachman. 

**' Drive   on  as  fast  as   you  can.      Your  traces  have  not  been  touched  ;  but, 
remember,  if  you  say  one  word  on  this  side  of  Wycombe,  whither  I  see  you  are 
bound,  about    me   and  my  friends,   you  will  be  a  dead  man  before  the  week  ia 
out." 

"Oh,  I  won't— I  wont !" 

"  Very  good  ;  now  be  off." 

The  coachman  was  to  well  pleased  to  get  leave  to  drive  off  to  delay  about  it ; 
and  as  the  cattle  had  had  aBout  twenty  minutes  rest  when  he  laid  the  whip  upon 
them,  they  set  off  at  a  first-rate  pace,  and  the  coach  was  soon  out  of  view  of 
Claude  Duval  and  his  friends. 

There  they  stood  in  the  middle  of  the  road,  and  on  foot,  too. 

'*  Well,"  said  Turpin,  "what  have  we  made  of  this  affair  2" 

Claude  laughed. 

"I  have  a  pocket  full  of  purses  and  watches,'*  he  said,  "and  an  offer  of 
marriage  from  an  old  lady." 

*' An  old  lady?' 

"  Ohj  yes.  Ha — ha !  I  have  her  card.  But  where  is  the  pheeton  you  spoke  of. 
Jack  ?     Has  it  gone  ?" 

'* No,  there  it  is.     Ha!  it  stops,  and   there   seems   to  be  some  sort  of  parly 
going  on  with  the  driver  of  it.     If  we   were  but   mounted,  now,  we  wight  make 
more,  possibly,  by  stopping  that  phaeton  thaii  we  got  from  the  passengers  in  the 
stage  coach." 

'•  There  is  not  time  to  get  our  horses." 

"  Never  mind.     Here  it  comes  again,  and  at  a  gallop,  too.'' 

It  would  seem  as  if  the  lady  and  gentleman  in  thephse.on  bad  had  some  appre- 
hension that  the  three  figures  they  saw  upon  the  road  might  not  be  exactly 
desirable  to  meet,  but  that  their  coachman  had  advised  them,  as  the  men  were  on 
foot,  to  trust  to  the  speed  of  their  cattle  ;  and  so  he  lashed  his  horses  into  a  gallop, 
and  the  carriage  was  whirled  along  at  such  a  rate  that  the  footman  who  wa^  in 
the  rumble  behind  looked  scared,  and  held  on  to  the  back  of  the  phseton  with  | 
an  immense  kind  of  grin  upon  his  face,  as  though  he  considered  he  was  making  j 
great  exertions  to  save  his  life.  ly 

*' There  goes  his  hat,"  said  Jack.  [| 

*'  Yes — capital  !  What  a  hurry  they  are  in,  to  be  sure.  There  is  one  thing,  i  j 
though,  that  is  pretty  certain,  and  that  is,  that  we  cannot  stop  them  as  they  go  j 
at  the  rate  they  are  now  going  at."  j 

"  That's  true.     Out  of  the  way." 

Now,  if  the  coachman  of  the  phaeton  had  been  content  with  having  lashed  his 
horses  into  a  gallop  he  might  have  done  very  well,  but  his  fears  or  his  unscrupu- 
lousness  as  to  the  use  of  the  whip  induced  him  to  go  on,  and  the  cattle,  no  doubt 
began  to  think — for  horses  are  quite  sagacious  enough  to  come  to  such  conclu- 
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sions — that  it  was  rather  unfair  to  bang  them  when  they  were  doing  their  utmost, 
and  so  they  got  out  of  temper  and  began  to  kick. 

"Curse  you!"  cried  the  coachman,  as  he  still  plied  the  whip.  "Goon— go 
on,  you  devils,  will  you?" 

The  horses  came  to  a  stand  still  as  regarded  drawing  the  phaeton,  and  one  of 
them  amused  himself  by  standing  on  its  hind  legs,  while  the  other  kicked  out 
terrifically. 

"  Murder  !"  shouted  the  lady  in  the  carriage. 

"  Help!"  screamed  the  gentleman. 

The  coachman  swore  and  lashed  at  the  horse  that  stood  up,  till  be  got  the  end 
of  the  thong  of  his  whip  entangled  in  the  head  gear  of  the  animal,  and  then  he 
was  helpless. 

"  Leave  the  cattle  alone,  fool !"  cried  Jack.  **  Do  you  want  to  drive  the  horses 
mad  ?" 

*'  Murder !     Help  !"  cried  the  lady  and  gentleman. 

"  Be  quiet,"  added  Jack.  *'  Don't  make  that  squalling  :  horses  don't  like  it. 
Woa — woa !" 

Jack  got  hold  of  the  reins  of  the  kicking  horse,  and  gently  patted  him  on  the 
neck,  and  coaxed  him  till  he  was  as  still  as  a  lamb,  and  then  the  other  one  con- 
descended to  stand  upon  four  feet  again,  and  Turpin  patted  him  a  little,  so  that 
in  a  few  moments,  by  dint  of  kindness  and  a  little  attention,  the  two  horses 
were  as  peaceabble  and  willing  as  possible. 

" They  will  do,  now,"  said  Jack.  "I  will  hold  them,  Dick,  while  you  and 
Claude  speak  to  the  parties  in  the  carriage." 

"Very  good." 

*'  Now,  my  fine  fellow,"  said  the  coachman,  waving  his  whip  over  the  heads 
of  his  horses,  and  Jack's  head,  too.  *•  Let  them  go.  I  don't  want  you  standing 
there  any  longer." 

*'  Oh,  don't  you  ?"  said  Jack. 

*'No;    be  off,  will  you  ?" 

Jack  quietly  took  a  pistol  from  his  pocket  and  pomted  it  at  the  coachman 
between  the  heads  of  the  horses.  As  he  did  so,  and  glanced  along  the  barrel  of 
the  weapon,  it  was  quite  a  sight  to  see  the  look,  first  of  surprise  and  then  of 
alarm,  deepenmg  into  actual  contortions,  that  came  over  the  fat,  meaningless 
features  of  the  driver  of  the.  phsf^ton.  The  whip  dropped  from  his  hands,  and 
his  mouth  and  eyes  opened  to  such  a  width,  that  he  looked  quite  an  object.  All 
he  said  was — 

"Oh,  lor— oh,  lor!" 

"  Samuel,"  said  the  lady  in  the  carriage,  "  why  don't  you  go  on  V 

"  Oh,  lor— oh,  lor  !" 

'*  What  is  the  matter  with  Samuel  ?'* 

*•  I  don't  know,"  said  the  gentleman. 

Claude  Duval,  by  a  glance  at  the  position  of  affairs,  soon  saw  what  it  was  that 
so  powerfully  affected  bamuel,  and  then  stepping  to  the  side  of  the  phseton,  he 
said — 

"  Sir,  you  should  discharge  a  coachman  who  treats  your  horses  in  such  a  fashion 
as  yours  has  done." 

"That  is  my  business,"  said  the  gentleman,  with  considerable  haughtiness. 

"  Very  likely,  sir.     I  have  just  told  you  that  it  is." 

"  Go  away,  my  good  man,"  said  the  lady.  "There  is  sixpence  for  your 
services  ;  you  can  go  and  get  some  what's-i(s-name — dear  me,  it's  what  the  low 
people  drink." 

*'  Beer,"  suggested  the  gentleman. 

•*Oh,  yes,  beer.  Go  and  get  some  beer  at  on  ce.That  will  do — that  will  dc 
my  good  man." 

"  Pi-ay,  madam,  who  are  you  ?"  said  Claude. 

"  You  wretch,  how  dare  you  ask  ?     This  gentleman  is  the  Bishop  of  Ripon.  " 

"Oh,  iiideed.  Why,  1  have  heard  of  your  lordship  ;  you  have  embezzled  more 
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of  the  money  that  was  left  to  the  poor  and  to  schools,  I   do  think,  than  any  of 
your  reverend  brethren,  so  report  says.'* 
"  Go  along,  fellow  !" 
"  Oh,  dear,  no.    Is  this  your  lady  :" 

**  Don't  answer  the  wretch,"  cried  the  lady.    **  Don't  answer  him.*' 
*'  But  I  will  be  answered,"  said  Claude  Duval,  as  he  caught  the  bishop  by  the 
throat  with  his  left  hand,  and  placed  the  muzzle  of  a  pistol  at  his  head  with  the 
other.     '*  New,  my  lord  bishop,  who  is  this  woman  ?" 
**  The  Lord  have  mercy  upon  me  !'* 

**  The  Lord  may ;  but  i  will  not,  if  you  do  not  at  once  answer  me  the  ques- 
tion that  I  have  asked  of  you.'* 

"She— 'she,  is  my  housekeeper." 
^  "  Ob,  indeed ;  and  what  was  she  before  that?" 

**  She  was,  before  that,  Betty  Aikin,  the  bar-maid  at  a  tavern  in  the  city.'' 
**  And  so,  Betty,  the  bar-maid,  quite  forgot  that  it  was  beer  that  low  people  were 
in  the  habit  of  drinking  ?      Oh,  Betty — Betty,  you  are  the  beggar  on  horseback, 
who  rode  over  his  old  friends  on  foot." 

"  I'll  scratch  your  eyes  out !"  cried  the  enraged  Betty, 
r  *'  And  you  are  ugly,  too,**  added   Claude.     "  Ugly,  and  squint,  and  middle 
aged.     Oh,  my  Lord  Bishop,  is  this  your  taste  ?  Oh,  oh  !" 

Lady  Betty  thrust  her  hand  into  a  pocket  that  was  in  the  lining  of  the  coach, 
and  suddenly  snatching  out  of  it  a  pint  black  bottle,  she  made  a  blow  at  Claude 
Duval  with  it,  and  hit  him  on  the  cheek,  so  as  to  make  the  blood  come. 
"  Take  that,'*  she  said  ;  "  and  now  be  off,  or  I  will  give  you  worse  still." 
"  Betty— Betty,"  said  Duval,  with  all  the  nonchalance  in  the  world,  **you 
■j  are  an  insolent  as  well  as  an  ugly  female  ;  but  I  will  trouble  you  for  your  watch, 
A  trinkets,  and  money,  and  you,  my  lord  bishop,  for  yours." 

^  The  bishop  gave  up  his  property  without  a  word  ;  but  Betty  fought  and 
'*  screamed,  and  tried  to  scratch  to  such  a  degree,  that  Claude  was  forced  to  call 
i-  Dick  Turpin,  and  then  they  lifted  her  out  of  the  phaeton  between  them,  and 
'  accommodated  her  with  a  saat,  which  would  have  been  very  kind  of  them,  if  it 

had  not  been  near  the  ditch  by  the  road  side. 
[      "Now,  Betty,"  said  Claude,  "be  quiet,  and  give  up  your  watch,  and  money, 
land  rings,  or  in  you  go  to  the  ditch." 
I      "I  won't — I  won't  1  Oh,  you  wretches  !  I'll  see  you  both  hung  with  pleasure, 

,_  that  I  will  I  I'll  swear  anything  to  hang  you  both  !    I'll " 

\  "Souse!"  said  Duval,  and  underneath  went  Lady  Betty.  "How  do  you  feel 
now  ?'*  said  Duval,  when  she  emerged,  covered  with  green  slime,  and  half  choked 
by  the  water.     "  How  does  your  ladyship  feel  now'^" 

She  gasped  like  a  fish  that  is  just  pulled  to  dry  land,  and  Turpin  took  the  oppsr- 
*tnnity  of  diserabursing  her  of  a  well-filled  purse,  and  a  gold  watch  and  chain, 
i  There  was  a  little  set  of  tablets  too,  mounted  with  gold,  that  he  took  from  her, 
'  and  handed  to  Claude,  who  opening  them,  read  upon  the  first  page  the  following 
'  delicious  memorandum : 

I      "Tuesday. — Mem. — To  place  a  yard  of  ribbon  in  Emma  Gray's  box,  and  thea 
■  call  in  an  officer,  and  say  she  etole  it,  and  so  get  rid  of  her  to  prison.     She  is  a 
;  deal  too  good  looking,  and  the  bishop  looked  at  her  yesterday." 
*'  Did  you  write  this  ?"  said  Claude. 
"I  did;  and  what  then  ?" 
*•  Dick,  my  boy,  read  it." 

Dick  did  read  it,  and  a  flush  of  anger  come  across  his  face  as  he  did  so. 
"What  do  you  say  to  that,  Dick  ?" 

"  Give  her  another  souse,"    said  Dick,    and  in  a  moment  Lady  Betty  was 
under  water  again,  and  came  up  looking  like  some  great  drowned  cow. 

"Now,"  said  Duval,  "I  am  sorry  to  treat  anything  in  the  shape  of  woman  ia 
this  way.  Madam  Betty ;  but  there  was  no  difficulty  in  seeing  that  you  were  a 
cold-blooded,  selfish-minded,  abandoned  woman,  and  this  horrid  memoranduoi    :.. 
in  your  own  tablets  proves  the   truth  of  that  opinion."  ij 


LIFE  ON  THE  ROAD  1421 


"  Shall  we  give  her  another  ?"  said  Dick, 

<♦  No— no." 

Lady  Betty  tried  to  scream,  but  her  mouth  was  full  of  ditch  water,  and  she 
could  only  make  a  gurgling  noise.  They  lifted  her  up  again,  and  flung  her  upon 
the  bishop  in  the  carriage,  and  then  Claude  Duval  cried  out— 

'*  Let  them  go,  Dick — let  them  go.     That  will  do,  Jack," 

"Now,  Mr.  Coachman,"  said  Jack,  "if  you  please,  be  off." 

The  coachman  was  really  too  much  frightened  to  drive  ;  but  Jack  started  the 
horses,  so  on  they  went,  keeping  the  road  very  nicely  of  their  own  accord  witli* 
out  any  guiding  at  a'l. 

"  Our  horses  !  our  horses  !'*  said  Turpin,  "  I  am  getting  anxious  about  my 
Black  Bess,  I  can  assure  you." 

**  Come  on,  then,  to  the  wood,"  said  Jack, 

"  Be  under  no  fear,"  said  Claude  ;  '*we  shall  find  them.  The  sweet  herbage 
that  is  there  in  abundance  will  have  proved  a  powerful  means  of  keeping  them 
to  the  spot." 

"  I  hope  so." 

They  all  three  now  left  the  high-road  as  quickly  as  they  could,  and  scrambling 
over  the  bank,  they  made  their  way  among  the  trees,  but  to  their  disappointment, 
neither  of  the  horses  were  visible. 


CHAPTER  CCCXLIII.  1 

,  THE   YOUNG     LOVER    IS   TRUE    TO    HIS   APPOINTMENT,    AND    CLAUDE    COMMENCES 

THE    CONVENT   ADVENTURE, 

The  dread  of  che  loss  of  their  cattle  was  one  which  perhaps  more  powerfully 
affected  the  highwaymen  than  any  other  could  by  any  possibility  have  done* 
Upon  the  possession  of  their  horses  might  be  said  to  depend  their  very  lives. 

Besides  that  consideration,  constant  association  with  the  creatures  begot  a  sort 
of  affection  for  them,  similar  to  that  which  the  soldier  in  a  long   campaign  feels 
for  the  gallant  steed  that  has  carried  him  often  in  safety  through  the  dm,  and  the 
*  smoke,  and  the  danger  of  battle. 

"By  Heaven!"  said  Turpin,  *' I  would   not  lose  Bess   for  half  the  gold  in 


'  England." 
'      **  Don't 


put  yourself  out  of  the  waj',"  said  Jack  ;  "you  may  depend  she  is  not 
very  far  off.'* 

"That  remains  to  be  seen.    I  shall  soon  find  that  out,  although  I  dread  to  try 
the  experiraenr." 

'*  What  experiment,  Dick  :"  said  Duval. 

'*  I  have  a  silver  whistle  here,  the  peculiar  sound   of  which  is  so  well  knowa 
to  Bess,  that  if  she  be  within  hearing  distance  of  it,  and  can  come  to  me  at   all, 
she  will,  and  I  can  assure  you  that  with  her   strength  and  agility  it  will  not  be 
a  trifle  that  wiil  keep  her  away." 

"  Sound  your  magic  whistle,  then,  Turpin,"  said  Duval,  "  Perhaps  if  the 
other  horses  are  with  her  they  may  follow  her  to  the  spot." 

"  They  may  do  so." 

The  spot  upon  which  the  three  highwaymen  were,  was  one  in  the  very  thickest 
portion  of  the  wood,  and  so  completely  impervious  to  light  that  even  at  mid-day 
it  would  have  been  a  difficult  thing  to  see  objects  there  with  any  degree  of  dis- 
tinctness.    The  dead  leaves  of  several  seasons  lay  thickly  upon  the  ground. 

Dick  Turpin  took  the  small  silver  whistle  that  he  had  spoken  of  from  his  neck, 
and  stooping  low,  so  that  the  sound  should  travel  as  far  as  possible  alonor  the 
surface  of  the  ground,  rather  than  be  dissipated  amid  the  leaves  of  the  old  trees 
that  covered  the  land  around,  he  blew  a  long,  low  note. 
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Tuipin  coatinued  to  sound  this  note  till  his  breath  was  exhausted,  and  then 
he  put  up  the  whistle,  saying— 

*'  It  is  of  no  use  to  use  it  twice.  If  she  be  within  hearing,  she  will  come  at 
the  first  note." 

**Ah,"  said  Jack,  *' what  is  that?'' 

"  What?" 

'*  A  sound  like  some  one  breaking  some  of  the  underwood.'* 

**Ah,  say  you  so?" 

Dick  Turpin  flung  himself  at  full  length  upon  the  ground,  and  placing  his 
ear  close  to  it,  he  listened  for  a  moment  or  two  in  silence,  and  then  he  cried 
out  in  a  voice  of  exultation— 

**  She  comes — she  comes  !** 

"  Can  you  really  hear  her  ?"  said  Clau(3e  Duval. 

"  Oh,  yes,  quite  easily.  I  know  her  tread,  tod.  Ah,  the  whistle  has  done. 
The  jade  was  only  rambling  about,  after  all,  in  search  of  the  young  grass.  She 
is  coming  quickly .'' 

•'  I  only  wish  we  had  the  like  good  fortune,"  said  Jack,  <*  Our  horses  don't 
understand  the  tune  of — 

"  0,  whistle,  and  I'll  ceme  to  thee,  my  lad." 

If  they  did,  I'll  warrant  we  should  all  be  soon  mounted  and  out  of  this  con- 
founded wood,  for  if  we  do  stay  here  till  night  fairly  falls  upon  us  we  shall  find 
it  no  easy  matter  to  get  out  of  it,  and  our  friend,  Mr.  Field,  will  begin  to  think 
that  intrusting  to  our  words  he  has  been  resting  upon  a  broken  reed,  merely." 

*'  Don't  be  uneasy.  Jack,"  said  Turpin.  '-  1  can  hear  the  sound  of  other 
hoofs  besides  those  of  my  bony  black  Bess.** 

*'  Can  you  really,  though  ?" 

**  I  can.    Out  of  the  way.    Here  she  comes — here  she  comes. 

"  *  Oh,  my  Bonny  Black  Bess  ! 

By  the  glare  of  thine  eye, 

There  is  something  that  tells  me 

A  traveller's  nigh. 
We'll  cry  to  him  '  Stand  1'  with  a  shout  and  a  dash — 
Pray,  sir,  please  to  hand  out  your  watch  and  your  cash.* 

Ha  !   ha  !  here  is  the  beauty.     Here  she  is  !" 

Turpin's  horse  dashed  through  the  thick  underwood,  and  in  another  moment 
placed  her  head  against  his  breast,  and  began  to  push  him  and  caress  him  in 
something  of  the  fashion  of  a  pet  cat. 

"  Oh  you  beauty  !"  said  Dick,  as  he  patted  her  on  the  neck,  *'  Oh,  you  duck 
of  a  beauty  !  Did  Dick  say  he  would  not  lose  you  for  half  the  gold  in  England  ? 
Bab  !  he  ought  to  have  said,  he  would  not  lose  you  for  all  the  gold  in  England 
twice  told !" 

"It's  wonderful,"  said  Jack;  "but  the  fact  is,  that  Turpin's  Bess  must 
have  told  our  two  horses  that  they  were  wanted,  for,  lo  !  here  they  come." 

"  You  don't  say  that?"  said  Claude  Duval. 

"  Yes,  Claude,  and  now  the  highwayman  is  himself  again." 

Claude  Duval  was  well  pleased  to  hold  his  horse  by  the  bridle  again  ;  and  from 
the  ramble  the  creatures  had  had  in  the  wood,  they  were  as  fresh  and  full  of  life 
as  possible,  so  that  they  might  at  that  time  have  been  depended  upon  thoroughly 
in  any  enterprise  that  required  steadiness,  and  endurance,  and  courage. 

**  Well,"  said  Turpin,  "  here  we  are,  not  exactly  like  the  babes  in  the  wood, 
for  we  are  in  a  little  better  case  thaa  they  were  ;  but  here  we  are  in  the  wood. 
What  is  to  be  the  next  caper  ?" 

*'  Escape  from  our  foes,"  said  Jack.     "  They  come  !" 

"  Ah,  say  you  so  ?" 

"Jack  is  right,"  said  ClaudeDuval.  "  Icanhearthemmakingthis  way  through 
the  underwood,  although  what  sort  of  success  tuey  expect  to  have  I  don't  know. 
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This  is  the  way.    As  long  as  we  keep  some  few  hundred  trees  between  us  and 
then  we  shall  do  well  enough." 

'*  And  as  long  as  we  keep  our  cattle  out  o^  danger,  too/*  said  Dick.  "  I  am 
not  going  to  part  with  Bess  again  in  a  hurry,  I  can  assure  you.  Come  on — 
come  on." 

There  was  no  great  difSculty  in  keeping  on  in  advance  of  the  noises  of  pursuit. 
It  was  pretty  evident  that  a  number  of  persons  were  employed  m  beating  the 
wood,  and  in  going  through  it  in  a  body,  no  doubt,  extending  its  whole  width, 
for  the  purpose  of  dislodging  whoever  m'ght  be  taking  shelter  in  it. 

All  the  highwaymen  had  lo  do,  was  to  slowly  retreat  before  their  foes,  and 
that  thev  managed  to  do  with  great  tact  and  decision. 

Once  or  twice  thev  heard  the  discharge  of  a  gun  ;  and  once,  by  the  peculiar 
rattling  noise  among'the  leaves  of  a  tree  close  to  them,  they  could  guess  that  a 
bullet  or  two  had  found  its  way  among  them. 

"  1  should  like,"  said  Turpin,  "  to  give  them  a  return  of  that  compliment ;  but 
it  »s  better  not." 

'•  Much  belter  not,  Dick,"'  said  Duval.  '*  Whoever  they  maybe  who  are 
hunting  us  through  the  wood,  it  does  not  follow  that  they  are  quite  certain  we 
are  here." 

'*  True— ti-ue.*' 

"  But  if  we  fire,   that  is  a  question  which  v^ould  be  set  at  rest  in  a  minute." 

"  Yes,"  said  Jack,  "  and  along  with  it  \?e  should  publish  an  advertisement,  as 
it  were,  of  our  precise  position." 

"  Oh,  you  need  say  no  more,  *  said  Dick.  "  I  won't  fire,  except  they  happen 
to  hit  Bess,  and  then  I  don't  know  exactly  what  possible  inducement  \\ould  be 
sufficient  to  prevent  me  from  having  satisfaction  out  of  some  of  their  thick 
skulls." 

The  sound  of  voices  from  the  men  who  were  coming  through  the  wood  with 
so  much  deliberation,  came  attimes  upon  the  ears  of  the  fugitives  ;  but  still  their 
retreat  continued  without  any  untoward  circumstance  arising  to  mar  its  effect, 
and  Claude  Duval  had  a  serious  doubt  if  anything  at  all  connected  with  them 
was  the  real  cause  of  this  search  of  a  body  of  men  in  that  direction. 

He  stated  his  doubts  to  his  two  friends,  but  they  all  a.'reed  that,  whether  or 
not,  it  was  better  to  go  on,  and  they  rather  quickened  their  pace,  as  they  got  to 
the  outskirts  of  the  wood,  where  owing  to  the  trees  standing  rather  thinner,  they 
were  ab!e  to  do  so. 

The  sounds  of  pursuit  through  the  wood  gradually  died  away,  and  in  a  very 
short  time  the  three  highwaymen  emerged  upon  a  wide  open  expanse  of  open 
land,  upon  which  the  dews  of  evening  were  now  falling  fast,  and  enveloping  it 
all  in  a  misty  mantle,  that  gave  it  the  appearance  ot  some  vast  ocean  of  vapour, 
for  they  could  not  see  far  enough  to  note  the  limits  of  the  open  space  they 
were  in,  so  it  was  left  to  their  imagination,  which  under  such  circumstances 
always  goes  far  beyond  reality. 

"  We  must  get  cut  o  this,*'  said  Jack.  ^'  It  will  be  on  the  increase  rather 
than  otherwise,  and  to  lose  your  way  in  a  white  mist  is  just  a  degree  or  two 
worse  than  to  lose  your  way  in  a  wood,  I  take  it." 

•'  It  is,  indeed.    Do  you  know  the  way.  Jack  V 

"Yes,  so  far  as  it  is  to  the  right." 

"  Let  us  take  it,  then,  for  I  am  thinking  it  is  high  time  that  we  thought  of 
keeping  our  appointment  with  our  young  friend,  John  Field,  if  WQ  are  to  keep 
it  at  aU." 

*'  I  would  not  break  it  for  a  thousand  pounds,''  said  Turpin. 

"  Indeed  !" 

"Oh,  no.     I  expect  some  fine  fun  in  that  convent,  I  assure  you."    - 

*'  Well,  there  may  be." 

"  I  am  ce. tain  that  there  will  be.  Something  seems  to  tell  me  that  that 
adventure  will  be  one  of  the  most  delightiul  and  varied  of  any  that  we  have  had 
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for  a  long  time  ;  and,  in  fact,  I  would  not  let  it   go  by  on  any  account,  if  I  can 
help  ir." 

'•  Vv  ell,  we  are  in  good  time/'  said  Jack,  "  and,  besides,  if  we  should  even  be 
a  littie  late,  our  young  friend,  Field,  may  well  imagine  that  it  is  possible  enough 
something  in  our  profession  may  have  happened  to  detain  us." 

They  now,  as  Jack  advised,  made  their  way  to  the  right,  and  by  keeping  as 
close  as  possible  to  the  hedgje,  they  managed,  notwithstanding  tha  wLite  fog, 
to  get  along  pretty  well  without  straying  far  from  the  right  direction. 

After  a  time  they  came  to  a  siile,  which  conducted  directly  into  the  Acton 
Road. 

The  stile  was  a  little  hindrance,  but  Jack  managed  to  break  it  down  at  last, 
and  then  the  horses  walked  over  its  ruins,  and  they  were  in  the  road.  At  a 
short  distance  in  advance  they  saw  a  bulky-looking  object. 

"  A  coaeb,"  said  Turpin,  "  and  it  is  drawn  up  to  the  side  of  the  road.  I  will 
v/ager  anything  now  that  that  is  the  vehicle  that  belongs  to  our  friend,  Joha 
Field." 

"  Not  a  doubt  of  it,"  said  Jack,  "  and  if  he  be  there  alrendy,  he  is  in  a  fidgety 
state  for  our  appearance." 

"No  doubt  he  is,"  said  Claude  Duval.  *'  I  thought  that,  after  all,  he  would 
hardly  let  anything  short  of  death  detain  him." 

*•'  Is  it  our  man  ?"  said  Turpin. 

'*  Oh,  yes.  1  knew  him  at  once,  dark  as  it  is.  Come  on — come.  It  is  all 
right." 

''  And  I  knew  him  too,"  said  Jack.  "  He  has  rather  a  peculiar  way  with  his 
head,  and  a  quick  mode  of  moving  it  from  side  to  side  ;  there  is  no  mistaking 
him." 

The  united  opinions  of  Claude  and  Jack  convinced  Dick  Turpin  that  all 
was  right,  and  they  all  three  rode  up  to  the  figure  th^t  they  saw  by  the  old 
bei)ch  tree,  and  so  near  at  hand  to  the  coach  that  had  halted  on  the  ro£\d. 

As  they  got  closer,  the  young  lover,  for  it  was  indeed  no  other  than  he,  darted 
forward,  crying  out  in  a  voice  of  joy— 

••  You  are  true  to  your  appointment.     How  shall  I  thank  you  ?" 

*'  We  are,  Mr.  John  Field,"  said  Claude,  "  and  let  us  hope  that  we  shall  be 
ftble  to  rescue  your  Alicia  from  her  foes,  to  the  confusion  of  Mr.  White  the 
attorney,  and  his  rascally  employers,  the  Beachem  family." 

Claude  did  not  thmk  proper  to  tell  him  that  the  elder  Beachem  was  no  more, 

"  Yes,  and  from  the  machinations  of  the  present  Father  Garvey,  aad  of  the 
Abbess  of  Berrymead  Priory,"  said  Jack. 

•*  My  dear  friends,*  said  Field,  **  my  heart  is  too  full  of  gratitude  to  you 
to  thank  you  as  you  deserve." 


CHAPTER  CCCXLIV. 

THE   FIRST  APPROACHES   ARE   MADE  TOWARDS  AN    ATTACK    ON   THE   CONVENT* 

There  did  not  now  seem  to  be  anything  which  could  at  all  stand  in  the  way 
of  the  prosecution  of  Ihe  plan  for  rescuing  Alicia  from  the  convent  at  Acton,  and 
we  may  truly  say,  that  never  had  Claude  Duval  engaged  in  any  enterprise  which 
bad  given  him  so  much  satisfaction,  as  the  idea  of  the  good  he  might  be  doing 
upon  this  occasion. 

From  time  to  time,  in  common  with  all  the  world,  he  had  heard  much  of 
the  principles  and  practices  of  the  Roman  priesthood,  but  it  had  nevei  before 
occurred  to  him  to  come  exactly[in  they  way  of  seeing,  or  being  in  any  way  mixed 
up  with  any  speciil  case  in  which  they  were  concerned. 

For  all,  though,  that  young  John  Field  had  told  him,  he  had  every  reason  to 
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believe  Jthat  what  continually  took  place  in  convents  and  nunneries  far  exceeded 
in  atrocity  even  the  tales  that  were  told  of  them.  ] 

Heflce  was  it,  that  curiosity,  as  well  as  an  anxious  desire  to  do  all  the  good  he 
could  iu  the  case,  urged  him  on.  j 

We  need  not  say  that  Jack  and   Dick  Turpin  fully  coincided  in  his   views, 
and  were  resolved  to  aid  him  to  the  utmost.  ! 

>-•■»  It  will  be  remembered  that  Claude  had  the  letter  of  introduction  to  the  Lady 
Abbess  with  which  the  lawyer  bad  been  provided,  and,  therefore,  he  considered 
that  one  half  the  difficulty  of  the  affair  was  really  over,  since,  armed  with  that 
letter,  the  gates  of  the  priory  would  be  at  once  opened  to  him.  I 
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I  Thus,  then,  was  Claude  and  his  friends,  well  armed,  along  with  young  Field, 
ready  to  do  and  dare  anything  in  the  cause  of  innocence — of  the  young  girl,  whom 
they  fully  resolved  upon  rescuing.  . 

It  will  be  remembered  that  Mr.  Field  had  thought  it  prudent  in  this  affair  to 
get  rid  of  Dennis,  his  sick  servant,  for  more  reasons  than  one,  so  that  neither  his 
ignorance,  his  blundering,  nor  his  superstition,  could  staad  in  the  way  of  a  suc- 
cessful carry!  ng  out  of  the  affair. 

It  was  a  comfort,  too,  to  Claude  Duval  to  think  that  tiiere  was  nothing  to 
conceal  from  the  young  lover  but  that  he  knew  perfectly  well  to  whom  he  was 
indebted  for  assistance,  so  that  there  was  no  necessity  for  Claude  and  his  friends 
in  what  they  should  say  to  each  other  before  him  to  keep  a  guard  over  their 
tongues,  which,  if  he  had  not  happened  to  be  aware  of  their  proper  reasons  and 
their  profession,  they  would  have  had  to  do. 

Even  in  the  very  dim  light  that  there  was  from  the  sky,  Claude  could  well 
perceive  that  the  young  lover  was  in  a  state  of  great  agitation,  so  he  said  to 
him — 

**  Mr.  Field,  let  me  warn  you  of  the  necessity  of  keeping  yourself  quite  calm 
and  collected.     Any  precipitancy  upon  your  part   might   ruin  all  our  plans,  and 
I  render  the  escape  of  Alicia  from  the  convent  all  but  impossible.*' 

**  Rely  upon  me,"  said  the  young  man.  **  I  will  take  orders  from  you  ;  and 
whatever  I  may  feel,  you  may  depend  upon  my  exercising  a  sufficient  control 
over  myself  to  keep  quiet  and  not  interfere  with  your  judicious  proceedings  ia 
my  afFairs.*' 

**  Lhut  is  well.     Believe  that  whatever  we  do  is  for  tiie  best." 

*■*  That  I  do  and  will  with  all  my  heart  and  soul.  I  hope,  though,  that  you 
have  a  sufficiently  good  opinion  of  my  discretion  to  trust  me  with  all  your 
plans  ?" 

"  It  would  be  an  insult  to  you  not  to  do  so,  my  good  sir ;  so,  now,  I  tell  you 
that  I  think  you  and  ray  two  friends  here  must  try  to  make  yourselves  as  com- 
fortable as  you  possibly  can  in  this  liitle  wood,  close  to  Hanger  Hill,  while  I  go 
to  the  convent  and  ascertain  such  particulars  as  shall  etiable  us  to  act  with  some 
degree  of  certainty  in  the  rescue  of  the  young  lady." 

"  Be  it  so.    But  how  are  we  to  know  when  our  services  are  required  by  you  ?* 

"  You  cannot  possibly  loiow  except  by  ray  coming  to  you.  01  course,  much, 
as  I  may  despise  the  species  of  force  that  may  be  opposed  to  me  in  the  convent, 
I  do  not  hope  or  expect  to  be  able  to  take  Alicia  by  the  hand,  and  bring  her  forth 
in  spite  of  that  opposition.  I  do  not  wish  to  drag  her  to  liberty  through  a  path 
of  blood,  although  it  is  possible  I  may  be  able  to  do  so ;  but  I  will  make  an  at- 
tempt to  do  so  by  Jinesse  what,  if  Jines-se  should  utterly  fail,  we  will  all  do  by 
force." 

"  I  commend  the  view  you  take  of  the  matter,*'  said  young  Field,  **  and  I 
feel  that  1  could  not  possibly  be  in  better  hands  than  in  yours,  Claude  Duval." 

"Very  good;  what  you  say  is  a  sufficient  inducement  to  me  to  do  my  very 
best  for  you,  so  now  let  us  go  to  the  wood  I  spoke  of,  and  there  I  muse  make 
some  change  in  my  outward  appearance,  and  leave  ray  horse  to  your  care  and 
that  of  my  friends  here."* 

To  this  young  Field  cheerfully  assented,  and  there  was  one  good  effect  that 
sprung  from  the  qu'et  and  calm  tone  in  which  Claude  Duval  spoke  to  him,  and 
that  was,  that  it  calmed  him  down,  and  induced  a  much  more  agreeable  state  of 
his  nervous  system,  which  was  a  thing  very  much  to  be  desired. 

As  they  went  the  she  rt  distance  across  to  the  wood,  which  Duval  had  made 
mention  of.  Field  said,  in  a  voice  that  shook  a  little — 

"  You  will  take,  let  us  hope,  the  very  first  opportunity  you  can  possibly  get 
to  tell  Alicia  that  I  love  her  still  as  truly  as  ever,  and  that  I  am  at  hand  to  aid  in 
her  rescue." 

"  Be  assured  I  will.'* 

"And — and  you  will  say  to  her  that  it   is  not  from   any  shrinking    from  the 
dangers  attending  doing  so  that  prevented  me  from  being  ia  your  place,  but  that 
i»  . 
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it  was  from  the  conviction  that  the  object  in  view  was  too  important  to  make  it  a 
matter  of  mere  feeling  w;th  me,  and  that  I  let  you  go  first  with  the  conviction 
that  you  would  do  better  than  I  could  all  that  had  to  be  done.** 

Claude  Duval  could  very  well  comprehend  the  feeling  under  which  the  young 
lover  spoke  when  he  made  such  a  remark  as  this,  and  he  replied  to  him  with 
kindness  and  discretion — 

"My  dear  sir,  Alicia  shall  understand  from  me  that  the  grand  object  is  to 
rescue  her  from  the  species  of  prison  in  which  she  is  confined,  and  not  to  show 
off"  anybody's  heroism  in  particular.  I  will  tell  her  that  by  waiting  for  me  in  the 
wood  you  are  doing  more  towards  her  rescue  than  you  could  possibly  do  if  you 
were  in  the  convent.     Will  that  content  you  ?" 

"It  will." 
'  "Then  you  may  depend  upon  my  saying  it,  because  it  is,  in  fact,  just  the  truth  ; 
for,  you  see,  you  love  her  and  J  do  not,  so  1  can  act  with  that  calmness  and 
caution  which  only  springs  from  a  friendly  feeling,  while  you,  loving  her  as  you 
do,  would  be  led  astray  to  do  some  desperste  deed  in  her  favour  by  that  very 
love." 

**  Ah  !  will  vou  tell  her  that,  likewise  ?'' 
<«  I  will." 

"  I  am  for  ever,  sir,  beholden  to  you  ;  I  feel  happier  and  lighter  of  heart  now 
than  I  did  before  1  had  this  explanation  v;ith  you,  for,  to  tell  the  truth,  there  was 
a  fire  burning  in  my  heart  that  Alicia  might  think  me  backward  and  luke-warm 
in  her  cause  by  not  myself  coming." 

"  Your  feelings  are  natural  enou'gh,"  said  Duval,  "  and  do  you  more  honour 
than  shame,  Mr.  Field ;  but  be  assured  that  all  will  be  right,  and  if  Alicia  is  the 
sort  of  young  lady  you  say,  she  will  at  once  comprehend  the  explanation  that  I 
give  to  her." 

Claude  Duval,  from  the  slight  interview  he  had  already  had  with  the  young 
lover,  thought  well  of  him ;  but  the  delicacy  of  sentiment  and  very  natural 
feehng  that  he  had  expressed,  raised  him  considerably  in  the  estimation  of 
Duval. 

They  now  reached  the  wood,  where  it  was  thought  proper  that  the  lover  and 
confederates  should  wait,  while  he,  Claude,  should  go  to  the  convent,  to  make 
the  first  advance  in  the  business.  That  wood  has  in  a  great  measure  been 
removed,  and  only  portions  of  it,  with  cleared  spaces  between  them,  are  now  to 
be  found  at  Hanger  Hill,  near  Acton  j  but  at  the  time  of  Claude  Duval  it  really 
was  a  respectable  enough,  in  point  of  size,  miniature  forest. 

Just  as  they  all  got  fairly  under  the  trees,  an  odd  falling  sound  caused  them  to 
look  up,  and  then  a  spot  or  two  of  rain  that  forced  its  way  through  some  of  the 
interstices  of  the  overhanging  boughs  let  them  know  that  there  was  a  shower 
overhead. 

"  This  is  a  good  protection,"  said  Claude,  "  against  both  wind  and  weather. 
If  I  mistake  not,  there  is  rather  a  sharp  shower  taking  place,  and  yet,  how 
little  we  feel  of  it.'* 

''  Little,  indeed,"  said  Turpin,  "  and  it  strikes  me  that  it  would  require  many 
hours  of  rain  to  soak  right  through  some  of  the  old  chestnuts.  How  cool  and 
fresh  the  air  is." 

"  it  is,"  said  Jack.  "  I  like  the  feel  of  this  kind  of  air.  At  night  it  is  epecially 
invigorating." 

"  That,"  said  young  Field,  "  is  because  at  night  all  vegetable  substances  give 
forth  oxygen  gas,  which  is  the  vital  principle  of  the  air  we  breathe." 
*'  You  are  quite  scientific,  young  sir,"  said  Jack. 

*'  No,  1  have  no  such  pretensions,  but  when  'any  fact  in  natural  philosophy 
strikes  me  as  being  important,  I  seldom  forget  it." 

'•'  I  wish  I  could  say  as  much,"  said  Claude  Duval,  as  he  (Jismounced,  and 
took  the  bridle  from  his  horse's  head.  *'  The  fact  is,  the  only  branch  of  natural 
philosophy  that  i  have  lent  my  attention  to  much,  is  comparative  anatomy." 
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"  Compartive  anatomy  ?'*  said  young  Field.  /*  That  is  a  very  interesting  study, 
is  it  not  ?" 

*'  Oh,  yes ;  when  I  see  a  pretty  girl  with  a  charmiDg  figure,  and  quite  an  ea- 
chanting  face,  I  compare  her  in  ray  mind's  eye  to  some  other  one  I  have  seen 
whose  beauty  may  be  none  the  less,  but  who  may  present  soma  different  charac- 
teristics in  regard  to  formation.  That  is  what  I  call  comparative  anatomy, 
and  a  very  delightful  study  it  is." 

•'No  doubt,"  said  young  Field,  with  a  smile  ;  **  it  is  the  meet  practical  kind  of 
comparative  anatomy  I  ever  heard  of  in  all  ray  life.'* 

"  It's  coming  now,"  said  Jack. 

"What  is?" 

"The  thunder-storm.     Hark  !'* 

There  was  a  rumbling  of  distant  thunder  now,  and  the  air  felt  hot  and  sultry 
as  if  suddenly  it  had  been  deprived  of  much  of  that  vital  piinciple  which  young 
Field  had  spoken  of. 

"Ah,  yes,"  said  Claude  Duval,  "we  shall  catch  it  I  expect  even  here,  and  I 
don't  think  this  is  the  safest  place  in  a  thunder-storm;  but,  after  all,  though  they 
say  that  trees  attract  the  lightning,  how  seldom  it  is  that  you  hear  of  one  being 
struck.    I  am  quite  ready." 

'*But  you  will  wait  till  the  storm  is  overl"  said  young  Field. 

*'  Oh,  no,  my  good  friend,  I  am  too  used  to  storms  of  all  sorts  to  care  much 
about  them,  and  ray  experiences  of  the  delightfully  uncertain  climate  of  England 
are  such  that  1  have  long  since  made  up  my  raind  not  to  allow  any  vagaries  of 
the  weather  to  stop  rae  in  the  furtherance  of  any  actual  business." 

Waving  his  hand  to  his  two  friends,  Claude  Duval  stepped  aside  and  opened 
the  vallise  be  carried  usually  lashed  to  his  saddle. 


CHAPTER  CCCXLV. 

THE   LADY    ABBESS    IS    QUITE    PLEASED    WITH    CLUDE    DUVAL. 

The  object  of  Claude  Duval  was  to  get  from  the  vallise  such  articles  of 
clothing  as  would  make  him  look  less  like  a  knight  of  the  road,  and  more  like  a 
lawyer. 

Jack,|he  was  well  aware,  knew  what  was  in  the  vallise  better  than  he  did  himself, 
and  he  motioned  to  Dick  to  step  aside  with  him  as  w^ell,  in  order  that  he  might  say 
a  few  words  to  them  prior  to  his  departure,  which  it  was  just  as  well  Mr.  Field 
should  not  be  in  any  way  alarmed  by  hearing. 

"  Jack,"  he  said,  "  while  I  speak,  look  me  out  the  most  sober  and  lawyer-like 
looking  apparel  you  can.  * 

"  Yes,  Claude.'* 

"  Thank  you.  Now,  Dick,  and  you,  Jack,  listen  to  rae.  I  don't  know  but  I 
may  find  raoT-e  difficulty  in  this  piece  of  business  than  at  first  sight  may  be 
apparent.  The  principal  danger  I  am  in  is  being  suspected,  and  by  some  sort  of 
treachery  decoyed  into  one  of  the  infernal  lock-up  places,  which  I  am  pretty 
sure  they  have  in  all  convents,  and  which  we  may  take  it  for  granted  are  pretty 
numerous  in  such  an  old  place  as  Berryraead  Priory,  and  there  left  to  amuse 
myself  with  my  own  thoughts.  Now,  I  don't  mean  to  say  that  there  are  any 
serious  chances  of  such  a  catastrophe,  but  yet  it  is  possible  such  a  thing  may 
happen." 

"It  may  indeed,"  said  Jack. 

**  Or  you  may  be  assassinated,"  said  Turpin. 

*'True,  ray  boy,  I  may  be  so,  and  it  is  to  arrange  with  you'what  you  are  both 
to  do  iu  such  a  case  that  1  now  speak  to  you." 
*' But  how  can  we  tell?" 
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Thus.  If  I  do  not  make  my  appearance  in  the  wood,  and  upon  this  spot,  by 
midnight  to-morrow  night,  you  may  assume  that  I  cannot  come  to  vou." 
■      *•  We  will." 

"Oh,"  said  Jack,  "I  don't  like  the  affair  at  all,  and  really  begin  to  think, 
Claude,  that  it  is  attended  by  too  much  risk." 

•'  I<o — no.  Don't  say  that.  Jack.  It  is  only  common  wisdom  to  provide 
against  possibilities.  Mind  you,  i  don't  think  this  probable  by  any  manner 
of  means.     Such  things  may  happen,  and  that  is  all." 

"  J3ut  if  you  come  not  by  the  time  you  mention,  what  are  we  to  do?"' 

*'  That  it  is  not  for  me  to  dictate,  as  you  must  be  guided  entirely  by  circum- 
stances as  they  turn  out.  All  I  have  to  say  is,  that  you  may  assume  something 
has  gone  amiss  with  rae  if  i  am  not  here  at  the  time  1  have  mentioaed  to 
you." 

*'  Very  good,  Claude,"  said  Turpin. 

**  But  it  ain't  very  good,"  said  Jack  rather  petulantly',  "  and  I  don't  like  it." 

"  My  dear  Jack,"  said  Daval,  "  be  comforted.  I  don't  think,  in  the  first 
place,  that  anything  is  likely  to  occur  to  me  in  the  convent  for  which 
I  shall  not  be  amply  prepared,  and  if  it  should,  1  have  full  reliance  iu 
the  power  of  yourself  and  Turpin,  assisted  by  Mr.  Field,  of  whose  ready 
co-operation  with  you  I  tfeel  assured. 

"And  so  do  I,"  said  Dick. 

"Stop  a  bit,"  said  Jack.  "I  have  plan.  We  will  all  go  to  the  convent 
at  once,  and  the  instant  the  outer  gate  is  opened  we  will  seize  the  first  person 
we  see,  and  then  go  on  triumphantly,  and  take  the  place  by  force  of  arms." 

"  No — no,"  saTd  Duval,  "  that  won't  do.  You  are  delaying  rae,  Jack,  by  not 
looking  out  the  things  I  want,  and  for  which  I  relied  upon  your  judgment." 

Uoon  this.  Jack  said  no  more,  but  got  out  a  suit  of  clothes,  which  most 
effectually  disguised  Claude  Duval,  so  that  when  he  was  attired  in  them,  and 
had  put  on  a  cravat  of  fine  cambric,  and  composed  his  features  to  a  serious  look, 
he  certainly  did  not  in  any  degree  resemble  a  highwayman,  although  he  looked 
more  like  a  gentleman  than  a  lawver. 

"Will  that  dor"  he  said. 

"Capitally,"  replied  Dick. 

**  It  is  a  good  disguise,"  said  Jack,  **  but  you  don't  look  like  a  law7er,  Duval, 
and  never  could  be  made  to  do  so." 

"  Never  mind,  this  will  do.  1  have  the  letter  of  introduction  to^  the  abbess, 
and  ray  pistols  all  ready,  so  now  I  am  off.  Mr.  Fisld,  good-evening.  I  hope 
lo  bring  you  a  good  report  of  your  affairs  before  long." 

"  Heaven  protect,  and  aid  you,"  said  Field,  with  considerable  feeling,  as  he 
now  stepped  forward,  and  sbook  hands  with  Claude  Duval.     Jack  and  Dick  did 
li   the  same,  and  in  another  moment  Claude  was  off. 

During  the  process  of  dressing  himself  for  the  occasion  the  thunder  had  re- 
peatedly made  itself  heard  in  peals  of  reverberating  echoes  overhead,  and'once  a 
vivid  flash  of  forked  lightning  had  seemed  actually  to  play  among  the  trees. 

The  rain,  which  had  heralded  in  the  storm,  had  ceased  when  the  lightnina: 
became  apparent,  so  that  Claude  in  making  iiis  way  to  Berrymead  Priory,  had 
not  to  encounter  the?  disagreebles  of  getting  wet  through,  which   he  had  only  a 
short  time  before  thoroughly  expected. 
V.       With  bis  natural  knowledge  of  the  country,  Claude  took  but  a  short  time  to 

I  reach  the  corner  of  the  lane  at  which  the  entrance  to  the  old  convent  was. 
To  those  conversant  with  the  spot,  it  will  be  well  known  that  the  convent 
ll  wall  extends  a  considerable  distance  down  a  lane,  as  well  as  along  the  side  of  the 
I  high  road,  and  that  it  is  a  wall  of  great  strength,  further  secured  by  massive 
brick*buttresses  sloping  to'  the  road,  and  that  it  has  all  the  appearance  about 
it  of  great  age. 

It  was  at  the  corner,  then,  of  this  lane  that  Claude  Duval  paused,  upon  that 
eventful  evening,  and  took  a  brief  glance  upwards  at  the  scudding  clouds  and 
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W    the  strange  colour  of  the  sky,  before  he  applied  for  admission  at  the  convent 
M    gate. 

Two  or  three  big  drops  of  rain  fell  upon  his  face,  and  by  the  sound  of  the 
next  peal  of  thiinder,  he  felt  convinced  that  the  storm  was  passing  over  Acton 
rapidly,  and  would  soon  be  gone  from  that  immediate  neiglibourhood.  The 
sky,  however,  in  the  north-west  looked  very  strange  and  threatening. 

'"Well,  let  it  thunder,  and  blow,  and  rain,"  said  Duval,  "it  don't  matter  to 
me.  I  shall  soon  be  housed,  and  1  daresay  I  shall  be  glad  enough  to  get  out 
again,  for  there  is  something  even  now  about  the  very  look  of  this  place  that  is 
enough  to  give  one  a  cold  chiil  to  cast  one's  eyes  upon  it." 

Duval  looked  carefully  for  some  means  of  raakinor  his  presence  known  at  the 
priory  gate,  and  at  last  he  saw  the  iron  handle  of  a  bell.  He  laid  hold  of  it 
and  gave  it  a  smart  pull,  when  the  dull,  monotonous  tone  of  a  bell,  with  certainly 
a  crack  in  it,  immediately  responded,  and  he  wai'ed  with  some  degree  of  anxiety 
for  the  result  of  this  first  and  important  st»^p  ia  the  business. 

The  French  have  a  proverb  that  ths  first  step  in  most  affairs  is  the  only  difficult 
one,  and  in  many  affairs  it  is  undoubtedly  true,  although  not  in  all.  Still  in  the 
enterprise  he  was  one,  Claude  considered  that  if  he  succeeded  in  deceiving  the 
Lady  Abbess  into  the  idea  that  he  was  the  agent  of  the  Beachem  family,  that 
would  be  the  first  step  that  would  lead  to  success. 

With  such  a  feeling,  he  in  a  low  voice  repeated  to  himself  the  French  proverb, 
as  the  tingling  of  the  convent  bell  sounded  in  his  ears. 

After  waiting  above  five  minutes,  and  finding  that  no  attention  was  paid  to  his 
summons,  he  rang  again.  Five  minutes  more  elapsed,  and  still  no  one  came,  so 
that  Claude  began  to  suspect  that  there  must  be  some  other  entrance  at  which 
he  ought  to  apply,  and  that  this  one,  although  apparently  the  principal  one, 
was  really  disused. 

"Confound  the  place,"  he  said,  "I  don't  see  any  other  gate  at  all.  I  will 
ring  once  more,  and  then  give  up  this  part  of  the  wall,  aud  take  a  survey  of  the 
rest  of  it." 

The  ring  that  he  now  gave  at  the  bell  was  rather  a  sharp  one,  for  he  was  im- 
patient.    It  had  an  effect,  for  a  voice  suddenly  said — 

"  Who  rings  ?" 

Claude  started,  for  the  voice  was  close  to  his  ear.  The  fact  was,  that  a 
little  square  wicket  was  opened  in  the  gate,  and  that  as  he  stood  by  it,  it  hap- 
pened to  be  close  to  him, 

"  Who  rings  ?"  said  the  voice  again.  • 

Duval  understood  in  a  moment  that  he  stood  by  a  little  opening  in  the  door,  and 
by  putting  out  his  hand  he  felt  that  a  grating  of  iron  bars  was  over  it. 

"  I  wish  to  see  the  Lady  Abbess,"  he  said. 

"  What  Lady  Abbess  ?"  said  the  voice. 

**The  Lady  Abbess  of  this  convent.     Have  you  more  than  one  ?" 

"  That  is  our  business.     You  cannot  see  her.     Who  are  you  ?" 

"  I  am  a  visitor,  wljo  having  rung  three  times,  suiely  expects  a  civil  answer." 

*'  If  you  had  not  rung  three  times,  you  would  not  have  had  any  answer  at  all.'* 
said  the  voice.  *'  So  many  lunatics  amuse  themselves  as  they  pass,  by  ringing 
at  the  convent  bell,  that  we  never  take  any  notice  of  one  or  of  two  rings,  but  at 
the  third  we  come  to  the  gate." 

*'  Oh,  that  is  it ;  but  who  are  you  ?" 

•*  The  portress." 

"Well,  I  have  a  letter  for  the  Lady  Abbess,  by  which  she  will  know  that  I 
was  expected,  and  that  I  have  real  business  with  her." 

**  Give  it  to  me.* 

"  No,  it  is  for  herself  onl}',  I  must  give  it  into  her  own  hands.  I  cannot  part 
with  it  otherwise." 

"Man,"  said  the  portress,  in  a  cracked  and  passionate  voice,  "if  you  were  to 
remain  where  you  are  till  the  day  of  universal  judgment,  you  would  not  be  ad- 
j   mitted." 
I  — „ — .^ , . ■- 
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it  But " 

"  Peace  !     Do  not  disturb  the  repose  of  this  holy  place.     Go  j'our  way." 

"No  ;  I  come  from  London,  and  I  must  perform  my  mission.  If  there  be  no 
ofher  way  of  proceeding  but  giving  you  the  letter,  i  must  do  so;  but  you  surely 
will  not  keep  me  outside  here  till  the  aobess  reads  it?" 

•=  Ves/* 

Claude  Duval  was  now  rather  puzzled  to  know  what  to  do,  and  he  was  silent 
for  a  few  moments.  Tf  he  refused  to  give  the  letter,  he  considered  that,  after  all, 
he  should  do  no  good,  while,  if  he  gave  it,  although  he  did  not  like  to  part  with 
it  in  such  a  way,  it  was  possible  enough  it  might  answer  all  the  purpose  for  which 
he  brought  it. 

Suddenly,  while  he  was  thus  cogitating,  the  little  wicket  in  the  door  was  shut 
with  a  sharp  noise. 

"  Stop  !  stop  !"  cried  Claude,  as  he  struck  it  with  his  fist;  "stop  !  I  agree  to 
your  terms.  Give  me  your  assurance  that  the  Lady  Abbess  shall  have  the  letter 
forthwith,  and  I  will  hand  it  to  you.'* 

The  wicket  was  opened  again. 

"  Give  it  to  me  !"  said  the  voice  sharply. 

Duval  handed  the  letter  sideways  through  the  iron  bars;  and  in  another  mo- 
ment it  was  snatched  from  him,  and  the  wicket  in  the  door  closed  and  bolted, 
for  he  heard  the  bolt  shot  into  its  socket. 

"  A  pleasant  reception,  this,"  said  Claude.     "  We  shaU  see  how  it  all  ends." 


CHAPTER  CCCXLVL 

DUVAL    DISCOVERS    SOME    OF    THE    SECRETS    OF  THE    OLD    PRIORY, 

As  the  thunder  storm  had  passed  away,  the  rain  clouds  seemed  to  think  that 
it  was  only  proper  for  ihem  to  interfere,  and  to  soak  the  earth  and  everythino- 
upon  it  as  quickly  as  possible. 
'  While  Duval  had  been  talking  to  the  portress,  he  had  got  considerably  rained 
upon  ;  but  now  as  he  did  not  know  how  long  it  might  be  before  he  got  an  answer 
to  his  epistle,  he  stepped  some  few  paces  on  one  side,  and  got  under  a  perfect 
canopy  of  overhanging  ivy,  which  came  over  the  top  of  the  convent  wall,  and 
which  sheltered  him  from  the  descending  rain,  except  so  far  as  a  few  splashes 
were  concerned. 

After  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  as  nearly  as  Claude  Duval  could  guess,  for 
it  was  too  dark  by  a  great  deal  for  him  to  see  the  hands  of  the  gold  watch  he  had 
in  his  pocket,  and  which  he  tried  to  consult,  he  heard  a  voice  say — 

*'  Where  are  you?" 

"Here — here  !'  said  Claude,  stepping  up  to  the  wicket  gate— *' here  I  am, 
and  getting  rapidly  wet  through." 

"That  b  of  no  consequence,"  said  the  voice. 

•*  To  you  certainly  not  ;  but  to  me  I  humbly  suggest  that  it  is  not  at  all 
pleasant." 

"  Silence  !     Don't  be  chattering  there.     Is  your  name  Block  ?" 

*' Block?" 

"  Yes,  is  if  Block  ?     The  letter  is  signed  '  William  Block.' " 

"Oh,"  thought  Claude,  "this  is  to  catch  me  in  some  prevarication,  and  to 
find  out  if  know  the  coutents  of  the  letter  or  not." 

'*  You  will  excuse]  me.  Madam  Portress,"  he  said  ;  "  but  if  the  Lady  Abbess 
has  told  you  that  the  letter  is  signed  Block,  she  has  misled  you." 

''Who  wrote  it,  then  ?  ' 

«  Mr.  Beachem." 

"Oh,  indeed  ?  But  it  makes  mention  of  you  as  Mr.  Block,  and  so  gives  you 
an  introduction  to  the  Lady  Abbess." 
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"  I  begyoar  pardon,"  said  Duval.     "  My  name  is  White.'* 

"  Oh,  Wiiite,   is   it?     Dear  me!  what  a  memory   I  have   go..     You  are  a 
doctor,  1  believe  ?"'  *  '  •  | 

"  No,  a  lawyer.'*  j 

"  Well,  I  said  a  lawyer."  I 

'^ Oh,  did  you?"  ,     j 

*'  Of  Course  I  did  ;  and  you  cOrae  to  see  a  young  lady  named  Fanny,  so  tne 
letter  seems  to  say  ?"  ■  _  j 

'•  Wrong  again,"  said  Claude,  who  was  now  fully  alive  to  the  Jesuitical  cross- 
examination  he  was  being  subjected  to,  and  could  easily  foil  it,  let  it  last  as  long  i 
as  it  might.     "  Wrong  again,  madam.      The  young  lady  concerning  whom  and  ' 
on  behalf  of  whose  iriends  I  am  here,  is  not  named  Fanny."  ^ 

"  Indeed  !     What  is  her  name,  then :" 

"  Alicia."  ' 

"  Oh,  you  don't  say  so  ?  V/ell,  you  may  come  in  ;  but,  really,  I  don't  think 
it  is  right  to  let  you.  *  * 

"You  can  leave  it  alone,  then,''  said  Claude,  pretending  to  have  lost  all 
patience.  "  I  am  quite  willing  to  go  back  to  my  highly  respectablii  client,  Mr. 
Beachem,  and  tell  him  the  sort  of  reception  that  I  met  with  here,  notwithstand- 
ing his  letter  of  introduction,  which  he  said  would  smooth  all  difficulties.  1  am 
a  professioLial  man,  and  a  respectable  man,  and  I  don't  like  to  be  treated  in  this 
v.Siy.'' 

"  Peace  !  peace !'"  said  the  portress,  as  she  took  Claude  by  the  arm,  and 
pulled  hioi  through  the  narrow  opening  at  the  gate.  "  Peace,  I  say  !  You  do 
not  know  how  cautious  we  are  forced  to  be." 

*' About  what?" 

•'  Why,  about  whom  we  admit  within  theso  walls.  If  we  were  not  to  jc  ever 
on  the  defensive  we  should  soon  be  very  differently  situated  to  what  we  are  ; 
but  now  that  there  is  no  doubt  of  who  and  what  you  are,  all  will  be  quite  well, 
and  you  will  find  yourself  capitally  treated  at  Berrymead  Priory.  You  ought 
not  to  feel  offended  at  the  precautions  we  are  compelled  to  use  to  keep 
out  improper  persons."  .  • 

"Well,  there  is  something  in  that." 

"  There  is  everything  in  it.  Why,  this  very  Alicia  has  a  lover  whom  we 
have  been  specially  told  to  guard  against.  How  did  I  know  but  that  you  might 
be  some  artful  emissary  from  him  V 

"  Oh,  but  the  letter  i" 

"  Ah,  that's  'all  very  well ;  but  still  the  most  extraordinary  things  do  occur, 
and  vou  might  have  obtained  possession  of  it  in  some  surreptitious  manner." 

"  That's  true,"  said  Claude. 

*'  Exactly  so  ;  and,  therefore,  it  was  quite  necessary  that  I  should  try  you  to 
know  if  you  really  were  aware  of  its  contents.  Come,  all  is  right,  no\Y--I  will 
get  a  light — come  this  way." 

The  conciliBitory  tone  of  voice  in  which  the  woman  spoke.  Clause  thought 
was  more  disagreeable  thar*  the  sharp,  suspicious  one  in  which  she  had  ad- 
dressed him  through  the  grated  wicket;  but  he  played  his  part  well  by 
saying — 

"  Don't  notice  it,  I  Beg  of  you.  Of  course,  knowing  that  I  was  in  the  right, 
I  did  at  the  moment  feel  a  little  hurt  by  the  suspicions  that  were  expressed  of  me, 
but,  upon  reflection,  I  see  the  full  necessity  of  caution," 

'*  Of  course,  you  do." 

*'  Yes,  and  when,  likewise,  I  come  to  consider  that  so  pleasing  a  person  as 
yourself  conducted  the  cross-examination,  I  am  the  more  inclined  to  think 
nothing  of  it." 

"  Oh,  sirl" 

"  Hem  1"  thought  Claude.  *•  This  horrid  wretch  is  open  to  flattery.  That 
is  a  useful  piece  of  information,* 
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"I  am  quite  sure  you  clon't  mean  what  you  say,"   added  the  portress,  as  she 
gave  Claude's  arm  a  pqneeze  that  almost  made  him  crv  out. 
"Oh,  yes,  I  do,"  he  said. 
"  No,  no — you  fancy  tliat  I  am  handsome." 
"  It's  no  fancy—  I  am  certaiYi  you  are." 

*' And  what,  pray,  can  mi'ke  you  so  certain,  i\Ir.  Plrtte-er  ?'' 
*•  The  beauty  of  your    voice    n^.akes   me  think  that  von  must  have  a  fair  face. 

If  that  ain't  a  crammer,"  thought  Claude,  "there    never  was   one  told    in   this 
world." 

"Ah.    that's  like    all    you    men  I"  si.'hed    the  "pcrlr.ss.     "  You  do  iiotling 
hut  flatter  us  poor  girls,  tj!]  vou  ruin  us." 
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"Oh,  no-aal" 

"  But  I  93f  yes.  Kowercr,  we  will  talk  about  all  that  another  time.  I  must 
now  takeyoJi  to  the  Lady  Abb'as,  who  anxiously  expects  yoa;  and  if  she  thought 
that  I  had  said  one-half  that  L  have  to  you,  I  should  find  my  vray  to  one  of  ihe 
cells/' 

'*  The  cells,  do  you  say  I     Then,  th^re  are *' 

**Hnah  !  hush  l'  Don'^t  a^k  any  question.  It's  ranch  better  for  you  tf>  know 
noting  here  than  too    much,   1  assure  you.     Whatever  businega  yoti  ba«e  at 

(transact  let  it  be  done  quickly,  and  then  get  awaiy." 
*'  I  win  foilow  yoar  advice." 
*'  But  if — if  you  are  inclined  to  come  ftnd  have  9  littf«  chat  with  me  at  anorther 
OpportTinity,  you  know,  rhat  if  joatap  witii  yoar  knockles,  or  with  anythin'^^  tb:t 
will  make  suffTcient  soaod  tijv  rae  to  hear,  at  the  ificket  gate^  alvraya  taking  ca*e 
that  no  one  sees  yoic,.  f  will  open  it.'* 

"  Oh,  what  charming  condeacenaion,''*  said  Claude.     "Efear  me,  what's  thsJtf* 

Claude  had  nearly  fallen  over  a  step  that  was  in  his  way. 

**I  ought  to  have,  warned  you  of  the  step.'  said  the  portress.  "  You  hai 
better  stay  where  yoa  are,  now,  till  1  get  a  i  ght.*'^ 

«  Thank  you." 

Duval  felt  that  he  wiste  standing  uport  *ome  boarded  place  now,  and  that  he 
\ra»  out  of  the  open  air.  All  was  profound  darkness  for  a  few  moments,  and 
then  there  came  a  faint  light,  and  the  portreaw  who  had  left  him  came  back, 
carrjing  in  her  hand  a  small  lamp. 

By  the  light  of  that  lamp  Claude  Duval  saw  that  she  was  a  wrinkled  hag-like 
looking  woro'tn  of  abcut  fifty  years  of  age,  and  that  3<ie  squinted  fearfally  as  she 
leered  upon  him. 

It  was  as  much  as  he  could  do  to  conceal  the  disgu«t  with  whielt  ha  looked  at 
her,  for  in  addition  to  her  other  chaims,  the  small  pox  had  made  fearful  rarages 
in  her  face. 

It  did  not  appear,  though,  that  this  woman  thought  herself  otherwise  than 
very  passable  io  her  looks,  if  not  absolutely  c  arming,  for  when  she  saw  Cl.ude 
Duval  looking  at  her  she  put  on  quite  a  simper,  and  cried  out,  with  all  the  air  of 
a  young  g)T\  inclined  to  flalterv — 

"  Keally,  now,  how  you  do  look  at  one — don't — oh,  go  away  i** 

*'  Charming  creature,"  said  Claude. 

**  Oh,  you  j<ay  man  I" 

"  No,  J  assure  you  I  am  not.  But  can  it  ha  possible  that  yoa  give  me  leave 
at  some  other  opportunity  to  cdl  and  see  you?" 

•'  It  will  be  exceedingly  imprudent  of  you  to  do  so  ;  but  if  yoa  wi'l,  why,  ready 
I  don't  ••ee  ho-v  I  cm  help  it." 

**  Then,  at  some  other  opportunity  I  will  avail  myself  of  the  generous  per- 
mission." 

"  Mind  you  do.     He'gho  !  you  are  not  at  ail  bad-looking.** 

"  Thank  you." 

"Now  don't  come  near  me.  I  don't  want  any  impertinence,  though  there  is 
nobody  here.     Don't  be  kissing  me." 

"I  won't,"  said   Claude;  "your  commands    are    law    to    me.     I   shall  take 
r  good  care  to  keep  my  di-tance,  you  miy  be  assured;  and    I    have  no  doubt  but 
that  the  Lady  Abbess  is  getting  I'orious  at  not  seeing  me." 

"  Oh,  gracious,  yes  !  Come  this  wa^'.  1  had  forgotten  her  at  the  moment  ; 
1  am  afraid  you  are  qui'e  a  nl^.  Bat  let  rae  warn  you  of  the  Lady  Abbess;  for, 
between  you  and  me,  siie  is — oh,  dear,  thut  I  should  say  it! — rather  fond  of  the 
men." 

"  You  don't  say  so  ?" 

**It  is  a  melancholy  truth.     Father  Garvey  is  just  at  present  her  confessor — 
hem  !" 
1      "Oh,  he  is.     I  heard  something  of  him  from  Mr.   Beachem.     A  very  holy 
I  sort  of  man  is  he  not  V 
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•*  Oh,  uncommon  !  But  the  Lady  Abbess  is  ratlier  jealous,  and  so  he  has  a 
great  deal  of  trouble,  poor  man  !" 

**  Trouble  ?     How  so  ?" 

"  Oil,  don't  ask  me,  I  beg  of  you.  Bat  she  will  persecute  the  nuns  so,  and 
more  particularly  those  that  Father  Garvey  likes  the  besi." 

"Oh,  indeed;  is  Alicia  among  that  number?" 

*'  Yes ;  but  of  all  the  obstinate  wretches  that  ever  stepped,  she  is  about  the 
wors^  ;   but  she  will  never  see  the  sun  shine  outside   the  walls  of  this  house 
asain." 
^••Oh." 

*'  Oh,  dear  no,  she  knows  too  much,  so  that's  quite  sufficient  :  but,  mind  you, 
^hen  you  see  the  Lady  Abbess,  don't  seem  to  know  aoy thing,  for  you  cannot 
think  how  desperately  cunning  she  is,  and.  when  you  least  expect  it,  she  is  study- 
ing vour  looks,  and  putting  artful  questions  to  you." 

'*  I  will  be  upon  ray  guard." 

•*Do  so.  Oh,  you  are  a  very  nice  man,  but  really  are  just  a  little— only  a 
little —too— too — '—" 

"  Too  what  ?"  ' 

"  Too  retiring  and  timid,  if  I  may  say  so  much." 

*•  Dear  me,"  said  Claude,  **  that  is  not  my  general  character  at  all— I  quite 
'Wonder  at  your  saying  so.     But  where  are  we  now  ?" 


CHAPTER  CCCXLVIL 

CLAUDE    DUVAL    AND    FATHER    GARVF.Y    DO    NOT  AGREE    VERY    WELL 

TOGETHER. 

While  the  portress  had  been  thus,  in  a  low  tone  of  voice,  telling  to  Claude 
Duval  a  great  deal  more  than  she  ouu:ht  to  have  told  him,  and  which  she  wtmld 
not  iiave  dreamt  of  raentiouing  bur  that  she  was  thrown  off  hf^r  guard  by  the 
food  belief  that  at  last  she  had  found  some  one  who  was  enaoKJured  of  her, 
th<5ifiiad  proceeded  from  th^  loJge  entrance  lo  ttie  convent,  along  a  p  cularly 
glooiiy  path  of  the  garJen,  which  was  so  completely  overgrown  by  tall  trees, 
that  even  in  the  daytime  it  must-have  been  quite  impervious  to  light. 

The  giound  was  well  gravelled  thougli,  so  that  it  was  clean  enough  to  walk 
upon,  and  perfectly  ilry. 

After  traversing  this  path  fof  some  time,  they  had  come  lo  what  appears  1  like 
a  low  stone  wdli,  and  that  was  what  had  occasioned  the  inquiry  that  had  come 
from  Claude's  lips  ol" — *  Wliere  are  we  now  V 

"HushI"  said  the  portress,  in  a  whisper.  **  I  come  no  further  than  here. 
You  will  find  another  of  the  sisteis,  who  will  now  conduct  you  to  the  abbess.  Be 
caut  0U3  and  d;scriet,  and  rely  upon  my  affection  for  you  " 

As  she  said  this,  the  ponress,  unabie  any  longer  to  conceal  her  gratification 
at  making  the  acquaintance  ol  Claude  Duval,  flung  her  arms  round  his  neck, 
and  embraced  him,  and  spilt  a  quantity  of  oil  from  the  lamp  over  him. 

Most  certhinly.  un<ler  any  other  circumstances  tnan  those  then  exisiing,  in 
vvhicn  it  was  a  necessary  thing,  and  might  naturally  tend  to  the  success  of  the 
affair  that  had  brought  him  to  the  convent,  to  be  upor  good  terms  with  the 
portress,  Claude  Duval  would  have  got  rid  of  her  b\'  some  very  summary 
process  :  but  as  it  was  he  put  up  with  tiie  embrace  as  well  as  he  could,  disagree- 
ble  as  it  was  to  him. 

*'  1  think  I  here  some  one,"  he  said. 

"  Oh,  gracious!   No!" 

The  portress  released  him  in  a  moment  upon  this,  and  disappeared  down  the 
daik  walk  with  such  rapidity  that  Duval  was  quite  delighted  to  get  rid  of  her. 

Before  he  cjuld  take  a  thought  of  what  he  was  to  do  next,  a  voice  said  in  a 
low  tone — 
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*'  Are  you  there  ?'* 

"  Yes,"  said  Duval. 

'*The  stranger  ?" 

«  Yes— ail  right,"  said  Duval,    "  I  am  Mr.  Vv'hite.'* 

"That  will  do.     Follovv  me." 

*'  But  I  don't  see  you  at  ail,  or  I  would  follow  j-ou." 

**The  door  is  opea.  Surely,  t  is  not  so  dark  but  that  you  caa  seo  an  op 'a 
door-way  from  a  dark  one.     Look  well  about  you." 

Thus  advised,  Claude  Duval  did  look  we  I  about  him.  and  he  saw  that  in  the- 
stone  wall  thut  appeared  to  block  up  ihe  further  progress  of  the  dark  pathway, 
a  low  arched  door  was  opened.  St'-pping  at  once  forward,  he  passed  tliruugh, 
the  (l')orway.  saying  as  he  did  so  — 

"  I  see  the  door  opea  now,  and  I  will  follow  you.  as  I  perceive  that  you  are- 
there,  whoever  you  are." 

"  I  am  Si-ter  Jude,"  said  the  voice. 

Cla;.irie  did  not  teel  that  his  stock  of  information  was  very  much  increased  bv 
being  told  that  it   was  Sister  Jude  wh'i  spoke  to    him,  for  he    could  see    no  one- 
After  however,  gOing  a  few  steps  along  a  narrow  passage,  a  faint  light  dawned 
upon    his  senses,    and  still  further  on   the  lig'it    was  .>utncient  to    enable  iiim  t3 
see  a  figure  in  a  long  gray  dress  with  a  black  veil  on  the    back   [)art  of  her  heiid^ 
and,  as  he  tho'ght,  on  her  face  likewise,  but  in  that  he  wa>  mis  aken. 
Ij      The  light  came   from   a   lamp   that  was  upon  a  bracket  before  a  little  image 
il  of  the  Virgjn  Mary,  that  was  fastened  in  some  way  to  the  wall. 
jj       Up«m  arriving  opposite    to  the  image.  Sister  Jude  made  a  low  reverence,  and 
Ij. mumbled    some  prayer    in  a    s;rangc  chrmting  tone  of  voice.     'L'lien  she  turned 
iani   looked    at    Clauie,   presenti-'ig  to  his  view  a  face  that,  no  doubt,  bad  at  one 
time   been  very  comely,  bat  which  was  now    .»o  very    pa'e,  and   hud  s  jcn  an 
cxpresiiun  of  hopeless  woe,  toat  it  was  painful  to  look  upon  it,  and  said — 

'*  You  are  not  one  of  us  r'' 

**  I  am  not  a  Roman  Catholic." 

"  It  is  strange  that  you  are  here,  then.  But  that  is  no  business  of  n?ine.  I 
am  the  abbess's  personal  si>ter." 

"  ^Vhat  is  the  meaning  of  tiiat?" 

*'Simp  y  that  I  wait  upon  her." 

**  I  understand  yoo.     I  am,  then,  to  be  taken  to  the  abbess  by  you  ?'* 

*■  Yes,  such  are  her  orders  ;  and  let  me  advise  you — yet,  no.  it  is  bettir  to 
say  n-. thing." 

*' I  bc>g  of  ycu  that  any  advice  ycu  are  kind  enaugh  to  tSink  of  giving  to  .me 
5?ou  will  not  withiiold." 

.  Sister  Jude  had  altered  her  mind,  and  she  made  no  reply  to  this  appeal  from 
Claude  Duval,  but  walked  off  so  quickly,  that  he  had  to  run  in  order  to  keep  up 
with  her,  seeing  that  she  had  got  some  tvs'enty  paces  or  so  in  a  Ivanco  or  hira. 

"It  is    very  cruel    of  you,"  he  said,  **not  to  finish  what  vou  were  about  to 

The  nun  turned  abiup'tly  upon  him. 

•**  It  is  much  more  cruel  of  you,"  she  said,  in  a  low  tone,  that  almost  ap- 
proached to  a  whisper,  '*  to  get  me  into  danger  of  my  life  by  speaking  in  such. 
a  strain  to  me,  withiu  the  hearing  of  one  who  may  lesent  it  upon  me. " 

*'I  did  nor  know  that." 

The  nun  placed  her  finger  upon  her  pa.e  lips  as  a  signal  tu  hira  to  say  my 
more,  and  Duval  was  silent  accordingly,  for  nothing  could  poasibly  be  further 
from  his  thoughts  or  wishes  than  to  bring  distress  or  danger  upon  any  of  the 
miserable  victims  of  the  monastic  institution.  Such  a  vile  and  utmatural  staye 
of  things  he  felt  brought  wdth  it  its  own  suf^cient  punishment  to  all  who  had 
anything  to  do  with  it.  Claude  Duval  knew  well  that  where  there  was  not 
vice  in  a  nunnery  or  a  monastery  that  there  must  be  wretchedness. 

It  is  likely  enough  that  there  may  be  in  such  institutions  some  poor  belated 
insane  creatures,  who  may  fancy  that  they  are  living  quite  in  a  state  of  bt  atitude ; 
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but  then  we  always  find  that  the  greater  number  of  lunatics  are  those  who  are 
mad  upon  religious  subjects. 

Of  such  the  real  and  true  religious  recluses  are  found.  All  others  jro 
into  convents,  either  from  the  crimes  whicn,  to  speak:  vulgarly,  have  made 
the  world  too  hot  to  hold  them,  or  because  they  have  found  out  that  there 
they  may  have  an  opporturjity  of  leadinij  a  life  of  the  most  unbridled 
licentiousness. 

Added  to  this,  there  are  some  posibive  prisoners,  who  have  found  out  too  lat-e 
what  tl  e  system  is,  but  who  are  not  permitted  to  escape  to  blazon  forth  to 
the  world  the  iniquities  they  would  fain  shun. 

No  doubt  this  poor  Sister  Jude  was  one  of  this  latter  class,  and  the  Ladv  Alicia 
would  have  been  converted  into  one,  but  for  the  interference  of  Claude  Duval  and 
his  associates. 

But  we  must  not  anticipate.  Our  object  in  detailing  this  portion  of  the  adven- 
tures of  Claude  Duval  is  to  give  the  reader  an  insight  into  the  conventual  system, 
and  so  we  go  into  rather  more  details  than  we  have  usually  done. 

Sister  Jude  now  tapped  gently  against  the  panelled  wall,  and  after  a  few 
moments  the  faint  sound  of  a  little  handbell  was  heard. 

"  Come,"  she  said.     *'  This  way." 

She  went  on  for  about  twelve  steps,  and  then  opened  a  door,  immediately  upon 
the  other  side  of  which  was  a  thick  green  baize,  that  hung  in  many  folds  from 
the  ceiling  to  the  floor. 

"  Wait  till  you  are  told  to  enter,'*  said  the  nun,  and  then,  without  paus'ng 
for  any  reply  from  Duval,  she  left  him,  and  returned  in  the  same  direction  from 
which  they  had  come. 

Duval  listened,  but  could  not  hear  the  slightest  sound  on  the  other  side  of  the 
entrance  for  the  space  of  about  three  minutes,  and  then  a  voice,  which  came  only 
in  mufrled  tones  to  him,  cried— 
/'Enter!" 

'  The  only  way  of  entering  was  evidently  to  pull  aside  the  green  baize  curtain, 
so  Duval  did  so,  although  its  numerous  folds  gave  him  some  little  trouble,  and 
caused  some  time  in  sethng  asiJe.  The  moment,  however,  that  he  fairly  re- 
moved the  obstruction,  the  light  that  his  eyes  encountered  rather  dazzled  hmi  for 
a  time,  and  he  was  compelled,  as  he  stepped  into  a  larga  and  handsome  room,  to 
shield  his  eyes  with  his  hands. 

"  Come  in,  Mr.  White,"  said  a  voice.  "  I  have  been  expecting  you  for  some 
time.  The  last  letter  that  I  had  from  Mr.  Beachem,  led  me  to  suppose  that  you 
would  be  here  last  night," 

"  Madam,"  said  Claude,  "  I  was  robbed  on  the  highway  and  delayed." 

Duval's  eyes  had  got  now  a  little  familiar  with  the  strong  light  in  the  room, 
and  he  was  able  to  look  about  it,  as  well  as  at  the  Lady  Abbess  of  the  convent. 

The  Lady  Abbess  was  rather  a  tall,  robust  looking  woman,  of  about  forty  years 
of  age,  with  a  high  colour,  that  looked  exceedingly  like  paint — she  had  very 
glittering  teeth,  which  were  rather  prominent,  and  her  hair,  which  was  seen  par- 
tially, was  nearly  black. 

Take  her  for  all  in  all,  she  was  what  people  of  vulgar  taste  generally  call  a 
fine  woman. 

She  was  rather  richly  attired  in  black  silk  velvet,  and  had  a  very  richlace  vei^ 
over  her  forehead,  but  principally  hanging  down  her  back,  nearly  reaching  to  the 
floor. 

The  room  which  was  occupied  by  the  Lady  Abbess  was  oiie  well  worthy  of 
some  little  description  ;  but  it  must  not  be  supposed  that  Claude  Duval  had  an 
opportunity  of  so  minutely  examining  it  upon  hjs  first  introduction  to  the  abbess. 
We  merely  say  what  we  do  of  it  for  the  satisfaction  of  the  reader.  ..*, 

The  room,   then,  was  of  large   size,    being  very  nearly  square,  and  running '■^j 
about  thirty  feet  in  each  direction.     Upon  two  sides  of  it,  it  had  windows,  these     | 
testify inij  that  it  was  at  the  corner  of  the  house.  | 

The  ceiling  was  beauiifully  pamted  in  some  allegorical  subject  having  reference''.^ 
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lo  the  state  of  beatitude  of  the  saints  of  the  Catholic  charch,  after  they  had 

given  up  the  troubles  and  the  turmoils  of  this  life. 
i        Upon  the  walls  of  this  toom  hung  some  superb  paintings,  and  there  were 
If    likewise  some  richly  carved  old  cabinets  in  oak  and  other  woods.     The  floor  was 

nearly  entirely  C3vered  by  a  Turkey  carpet,  which  looked  as  dingy  as  Turkev 

carpets  usually  do. 
The  draperies  at  the  windows,  of  which  there  were  six,  were  all  drawn  closely 

over  them,  and  the  light  that  had  so  dazzled  Claude  Duval  at  first,  came  from  a 

huge  lamp  that  was  upon  the  table,  and  which  just  being  about  the  level  of  any 

one's  eyes,  was  anything  but  agreeable.    That  lamp  was  the  only  thing  in  the 

room  which  could  be  said  to  be  in  bad  tasto. 


CHAPTER  CCCXLVIII. 

FATHER   GARVEY  APPEARS   UPON   THE   SCENE  AND  THINKS   CLAUDE   DUVAL  AW 

INTERLOPER. 

Such,  then,  was  the  apartment  in  which  the  abbess  at  Berrymead  received  Chiudc 
Djval,  s  .pposing  him  to  be  the  unscrupulous  agent  of  the  Beachem  family,  and 
one  of  the  persecutors  of  Alicia. 

Observing  that  Duval  hesitated,  and  not  knowing  that  it  was  from  the  effect 
of  the  sudden  light,  the  abbess,  who  was  seated  upon  one  of  the  oM,  high-backed 
Elizabet'ian  chairs,  which  are  to  be  found  in  old  houses,  called  out  to  him  ia 
ratber  a  sarcastic  tone  of  voice— 

*•  I  am  glad  to  see  you,  Mr.  White.     Why— why,  how  is  this  ?" 

"How  is  wliat,  madam,"  said  Claude,  bowing. 

"  Mr.  Beachem  said  that  you  were  a — a——" 

"  Lawyer,  madam,  I  presume?'*  ♦ 

The  abbess  laughed,  and  added — 

*'  No.  He  said  that  you  were  anything  but  what  you  are,  Mr.  White.  Why 
he  surely  must  be  blind  to  represent  you  as  he  did  to  me.  as  anything  but  a 
gentlemanly-looking  man.  Mind,  he  did  not  for  a  moment  disparage  your 
character,  but  he  did  not  tell  me  that  you  were  good-lookiog,  as  indeed  you 
ave." 

"Really,  madam,"  said  Claude,  **you  quite  flatter  me  by  your  kindness." 

*'>'ot  at  all — oh,  not  at  a!l,"  said  the  Lady  Abbess.  ''1  hope  that  you  will 
not  think  so  for  a  moment;  indeed  it  would  quits  distress  me  were  you  to  enter- 
tain  such  an  opinion." 

"Tnen  you  are  exceedingly  liberal,"  said  Claude  Duval,  *' to  entertain  so  kind 
an  opinion  of  one  who  is  a  stranger  to  you." 

'•'  Oh,  not  at  all.  At  the  first  glance  it  is  impossible  to  mistake  you  for  ctaer 
than  what  you  are."  ^ 

*'  Indeed,  madam  V  | 

*'0h,  yes  ;  you  are  a  man  of  the  world,  and  a  gentleman.     I  am  only  rather 
surprised  that  Mr.  Ueachem  should  so  far  have  mistaken  your  character,  as  he  { 
appears  te  me  to  have  done."  { 

"  Has  he  really  done  so,  madam  ?     Pray  what  has  he  taken    upon  himself  to  ' 
say  of  me  ?     I  hope  you  will  tell  me,  and  in  asking  you  to  do  so,  I  beg  to  assure 
you  that  the  information  shall  go  no  further.'' 

"I  may  rely  upon  your  honour?" 

**0h,  perfectly  ;  I  hoped  that  you  would  see  I  was  sufTiclently  a  man  of  the 
world  never  to  betray  the  confidence  of  a  lovely  and  confiding  woman," 

The  abbess  nodded  and  laughed. 

"  I  don't  think,"  she  said,  "that  I  am  often  misUken   in  my  estimate  of  any 
one,  and  1  feel  quite  sure  that  such  is  not  the  case  in  the  present  injitance.  I  have  , 
a  good  opinion  of  you."  ,  } 

*'  That,  madam,  is  all  I  require  to  make  me  quite  happy." 
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The  Lady  Abbesa  looked  at  Qaude  and  shook  her  head,  and  smiled  agaia  as 
she  said— 

*'  r  don't  know  yet  whether  I  ought  to  trust  you  ;  but  I  suppose,  after  all,  that 
I  must  do  so." 

*•  You  may  depend  upon  one  thing,'^  said  Claude  Duval,  a»  he  returned  the 
smile.  *•  and  that  is,  that  if  any  good  is  to  be  got  out  of  anybody  it  is  by  trusting 
them." 

"  7ou  are  a  philosopher,  indeed." 

"Only  in  a  small  way,  madam.  But  I  do  think  that  a  little  association  with 
you  would  make  anybody  anything  you  choose.*' 

All  this  time  the  Lady  Abbess  kept  looking  at  Claude  Duval  In  rather  a 
peculiar  manner,  and  he  began  to  entertain  a  serious  idea  that  she  was  mistrust- 
ful of  him,  and  thaf,  after  all,  she  was  not  so  easily  deceived  as  he  thought  she 
would  be.  The  thought  gave  Duval  some  little  disquietude  as  regarded  the 
success  of  the  expedition  he  had  come  upon,  but  still,  as  he  could  not  be  quite 
sure  about  it,  he  resolved  to  carry  on  the  same  appearance  he  had  started  with  as 
lor>^  as  possible. 

Claude  Duval  had  ample  reason  to  know  in  a  short  time  that  he  was  very 
much  mistaken  indeed  with  regard  to  the  light  in  which  the  Lady  Abbess  regarded 
him;  but  we  must  not  anticipate  events  which  we  are  proceeding  to  record  in  the 
due  ordf-r  of  their  occurrence, 

Duval  would  have  liked  to  ask  at  once  about  the  Lady  Alicia,  but  he  dreaded 
to  appear  to  be  too  eager  upon  that  part  of  the  subject  lest  he  should  give  rise 
to  suspicion  of  his  motives,  if  there  were  really  none  already,  and  if  there  were 
Suspicions  a'ready  entertained  of  him  he  dreaded  to  confirna  or  strengthen  them. 

Under  these  circumstances,  then.  Claude  Duval  was  exceedingly  discreet. 

**  And  so,"  said  the  abbess,  as  if  only  giving  utterance  to  the  suggestions  of  a 
turn  of  thoughts  that  she  had  been  engaged  in,  "  and  so  you  are  a  lawyer,  are 
yon  r" 

"I  am,  madam.'* 

"Well,  this  is  very  agreeable." 

Claude  looked  at  her  as  though  he  would  have  said — "Pray,  madam,  have 
the  goodness  to  expl  lin  yourself." 

"  Yoi  do  not  understand  me,"  she  said,  "  but  what  I  meant  was,  that,  situated 
as  I  am  in  tnis  place,  it  is  a  very  desirable  and  agreeable  thing  to  know  that 
there  is  a  professional  man  like  yourself  who  is  not  at  all  scrupulous  about  what 
sort  of  suit  he  engages  in,  and  who  likewise  is  so  much  a  man  of  the  world  and, 
I  may  say,  a  gentleman,  that  one  may  be  always  glad  to  see  you  here." 

Claude  bowe  1,  as  he  said— 

"Madam,  when  fiist  I  engaged  in  this  business  at  the  instigation  of  Mr. 
Beachem  I  flattered  myself  that  it  would  be  a  kind  of  introduction  to  you  and 
to  the  convent,  ffhich  would  lead  to  pleasing  results," 

*'  You  are  right — you  are  right.  I  am  delighted  to  see  you.  Come,  sir,  you 
don't  like  our  convent  wine.'* 

"  It  is  excellent — madam,  I  drink  to  the  conservation  of  your  beauty,  and  to 
our  better  acquaintance." 

The  wine,  to  tell  the  truth,  was  about  the  finest  that  he,  Duval,  had  ever 
tasted,  and  he  had  not  the  remotes-t  objection  to  indulging  himself  with  a  glass 
or  two  of  it.  He  filled  the  glass  for  the  abbess,  but  before  she  could  raise  it  to 
her  lips  there  came  a  mysterious  knock  at  the  chamber- door. 

"Ah,  who  knock.^?"  she  cried. 

The  door  was  opened,  and  an  old  nun  just  peeped  into  the  room,  and  whispered 
something  to  the  abbess." 

"  Well,  let  hira  come,"  laughed  the  abbess,  "let  him  come." 

The  nun  retired  with  a  curtsey. 

*'  May  I  ask  who  it  is  that  you  have  given  leave  to  come  here  V*  said  Claude. 

••Yes,  it  is  Father  Garvey.** 

"A  priest'^" 
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*'  Yes,  and  our  convent  confessor.  1  do  not  know  that  your  appearance  hen 
will  give  him  any  satisfaction,  but  that  does  not  at  all  matter.  He  must  take  his 
chance  of  these  things." 

Claude  Duval  did  not  care  to  inquire  more  particularly  into  the  meanin:^  of 
whxX  the  abbes3  said.  He  had  a  shrewd  guess  upon  the  subject,  and  that  was 
quite  sufficient  for  him;  raoreovf-r,  the  arrival  of  the  confessor  put  a  stop  to  any 
further  confi-iential  discourse  with  the  abbess. 

Father  Garvey  was  a  man  about  forty  years  of  age,  rather  short  of  stature,  but 
cfa  stroncr,  v\.ell'knit  frame,  as  far  as  could  be  judged  beneath  his  monastic  dress, 
>vi,ic'a  hid  the  creater  part  of  the  figure. 

The  complexion  of  the  holy  father  was  dark,  almost  to  blackness,  and  his  black 
eyebrows  ri;et  across  hi^  brow  in  a  manner  that  gave  him  a  strangely  sinister 
io-k. 

lie  made  two  steps  into  the  room  in  what  might  be  considered  an  easy  and  an 
nnrmbarrassed  manner;  but  then  his  eyes  fell  upon  Claude  Daval,  and  he  gave 
a  slight  start ;  and,  crossing  his  arms  upon  his  breast,  he  bowed  to  the  Lady 
Abbess. 

'•  i'his  is  a  friend,"  said  the  abbess. 

"  A  )r",end  ?"  echo  d  the  priest. 

"  Oh,  yes,  1  assure  you,  l^'ather  Garvey,  that  this  is  a  particular  friend  of 
min?." 

"Indeed." 

"  Will  you  allow  me  to  introduce  you  to  him  ?" 

"Madam.  I  think  that  it  will  be  as  well  if  at  the  present  time  I  decline  thst 
honour  and  ple;isure.  My  mind  is  so  full  of  holy  meditations  that  1  fear  to  disturb 
the  current  of  thought  by  any  intercourse  with  strangers.  I  was  coming  here  to 
ask  your  opinion  about  a  passage  in  the  writings  of  the  holy  St.  Chrysostom, 
which  appears  to  me  rathsr  diihcult  to  comprehend." 

"Stuff!"  said  the  abbess. 

"Madam?" 

*'  Stuff,  J  say  !  This  is  Mr.White,  the  attorney  of  Mr.  Beachem.  Are  you  now 
satisfied,  Father  Garvey  ?" 

"  You  con't  say  BO !"  said  the  confessor,  stepping  forward  with  quite  an  altered 
manner.     "  My  dear  sir,  how  are  you  ?" 

*' pretty  well,  I  thank  you,"  said  Claude.  "But  do  not  let  me  disturb  your 
pious  meditations  about  St.  Chrysostom." 

"  D n  St.  Chrysostom  !"  said  the  confessor. 

Claude  laughed ;  and  the  Lady  Abbess  handed  Father  Garvey  a  glass  of  wine, 
v/hich  he  tossed  otf  Vv'ith  as  jolly  an  air  as  possible.  Claude  Duval  was  highly 
amused  at  this  sudden  change  in  the  manner  of  the  pious  confessor,  and  resolved 
to  bring  him  out  as  much  as  possible. 

"  Various  circumstances,"  said  Duval,  *' have  delayed  rae,  cr  I  should  have 
besn  here  much  earlier;  but  I  hope  that  there  will  not  be  manv  difficulties  in  the 
way  of  proceeding  with  Alicia.     What  sort  of  mind  is  she  in  ?"' 

"  ft  is  hard  to  say,"  said  the  abbess.     "What  do  you  think,  Father  Garvey?" 

"  Confound  her  V'  said  the  confessor  ;  "  1  don't  know  what  to  say  about  her. 
How  very  beautiful  she  is." 

"  Indeed,  Garvey  !"  said  the  abbess  ;  *'  you  begin  to  admire  her,  do  you  ?  Well, 
I  thought  that  some  day  you  would  leave  off  complimenting  me,  and  take  to  some 
one  who  come?  rather  nearer  to  your  taste." 

'•  That  is  very  strange,"  said  the  confessor,  "  for  do  you  know  that  I  always 
had  the  idea  that  some  day  you  would  see  some  one  whom  you  would  think  much 
more  of  than  you  ever  did  of  Father  Garvey."  |; 

As  the  confessor  spoke  he  looked  at  Claude  Duval. 

The  abbess  at  the  moment  looked  rather  flushed,  and  seemed  as  i-f  sne  medi- 
tated a  passionate  reply.  *j 

If  her  ladyship  did  at  the  instant  feel  hurt  by  the  cool  manner  in  which  the  K 
confessor  ailiided  to  the  fact  which  he  had,  with  ths  tact  cf  his  caliia^:;,  read  in 
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her  eyes,  that  she  was  enamoured  of  Mr.  White,  the  lawyer,  she  quietly  aban- 
doned the  idea,  and  bursting  into  a  loud  laugh,  she  cried  out — 

"  Well,  done,  Garvey — well  done.  1  release  you  from  all  al  egiance  to  me. 
Go  with  your  sighs  where  you  please."  - 

"  And  I  congratulate  you,  madam,  upon  finding  one  who  is  so  much  more 
worthy  of  your  regard  than  myself." 

There  was  just  a  slight  tone  of  acidity  about  the  way  in  which  Father  Garvey 
uttered  these  words ;  and,  in  fact,  the  abbess  herself,  although  she  had  tried  to 
laugh  the  affair  off,  was  evidently  not  at  all  pleased  that  the  confessor  should  be 
able  so  easily  to  give  her  up  to  another. 


/<f/ 
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Claude  Daval  listened  to  this  little  interlude  with  mingled  feelinor.  ,,f  ciriosity 

and  disgust.     He  felt  all  the  curiosity   which  any  naaa   would  feei,  at   finding 

himself  °hus,  as  it  were,  behind  the  scenes  of  conventual  life,  and  dis^^ust  at  the 

,  profligacy  that  was  spoken  of  so  coolly,  as  though  it  were  quite  a  thing  of  course. 

"  f  interrupt  you,"  said  the  confessor,  rising. 

"No"  said  Duval.  "Oh,  no.  I  hope  to  hear  frono  you,  sir,  some  account 
of  the  sort  of  humour  that  this  rather  self-willed  girl.  Alicia,  is  in.  Will  it  not  be 
desirable  to  lose  as  little  time  as  possible  in  the  matter  ?"  ,  .  ,  „ 

"  No  time  should  be  lost.     The  property  is  to  be  divided  into  thirds,  I  thmk. 

'•'Fourths,"  said  the  abbess.  ,.,     ,       t        .    t. 

*'  Well,  thirds  or  fourths,  I  don't  know  exactly  which;  but  I  ana  to  have  my 
share,  and  the  sooner  I  get  it  the  better." 


CHAPTER  CCCXLIX. 

CLAUDE  DUVAL  PASSES  A  NIGHT  IN  THE  CONVENT. 

The  Lady  Abbess  looked  rather  spitefully  at  Father  Garvey,  as  she  said— 

"  I  am  afraid,  my  dear  friend,  that  you  are  rather  selfish.'*  .     .  . 

"Only  afraid,  are  you?"  said  the  monk.  "Oh,  I  admit  the  fact  in  totOJ 
Every  one  for  himself,  I  rather  think,  is  a  well  understood  motto  in  this  place. 

The  abbess  smiled,  and  turning  to  Claude  Duval,  she  said— 

"  you  must  not  judge  of  Father  Garvey  by  what  you  see  of  him  to-night,  my 
good  sir.     He  is  very  much  put  out  of  his  way  at  something.'* 

Claude  laughed. 

"I  hope  that  the  holy  father,**  he  said,  "will  soon  recover  his  serenity; 
but  in  the  meantime,  permit  me  to  hope  that  there  will  be  no  difficulties  in  the 
way  of  inducing  Alicia  to  sign  the  paper  that  I  shall  lay  before  her,  and  to  asfe 
yoii  what  you  think  will  be  the  best  way  to  set  about  it." 

"  That  is  the  question,"  said  Father  Garvey. 

"  It  is  no  question  at  all,'*  said  the  abbess,  as  her  face  assumed  a  strange  expres- 
sion.  "  We  hrve  ways  and  means  of  overcoming  more  obstinatenatures  than  that 
of  the  fair  Alicia.  I  only  hope  that  there  will  be  found  no  person  connected 
with  this  establishment  who  will  be  led  away  from  the  due  exercise  of  his  duty 
by  a  foolish  pity  for  one,  who  must  be  forced  into  doing  that  which  it  is  our 
intent  that  she  should  do." 

"  if  by  that  speech  you  allude  to  me,"  said  the  confessor,  "your  fears  are  quite 
groundless,  I  assure  you.  1  am  an  advocate  for  the  greatest  rigour  being  exer- 
cised towards  the  girl.'* 

'*  Is  that  possible  ?" 

"  It  is  30,  and  I  will  assist  you  in  any  way  in  my  power. 

"Then,"  cried  the  abbess  with  triumph,  "I  know  what  lias  happened. 

"What?" 

"  She  as  repulsed  you !"  i  •,  i  •  n  ^    t. 

The  countenance  of  the  confessor  got  several  shades  darker,  and  his  small  darlc 
eyes  seemed  to  retreat  deeper  beneath  his  overhanging  brows.  He  clenched  hia 
fist  and  struck  it  upon  the  table,  and  seemed  about  to  give  utterance  to  some 
violent  speech,  but  even  at  the  moment  that  he  opened  his  mouth  to  utter  the 
words,  a  second  thought  came  over  him,  and  bowing  his  head  he  was  silent, 

*'  It  is  quite  enough,"  said  the  abbess.    "  J  am  assured." 

The  confessor  was  stdl  silent,  and  the  abbess  then  struck  a  small  silver  bell; 
and  the  old  nun  who  waited  upon  her  made  her  appearance. 

"  Sister  Martha,"  said  the  abbess,  '*  you  will  conduct  the  prudent  Alicia  to 
the  gray  chamber  at  once." 

Sister  Martha  made  a  low  reverence,  and  left  the  room. 
\     "  Come,"  said  the  abbess,  rising,  "  we  will  all  se3  this  obstinate  girl,  and  you 
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I    sir,''  turning  to  Claude,   "can  explain  to  her  that  by  signing  ■h3  paper  wiiicli 
'    you  are  prepared  to  lay  before  her,  she  will  be  saving  her  life,  and  the  life  of  the 
j    young  raan  to  whom  she  professes  to  have  an  attachment." 
j        *'  You  mean  I'leld  1"  said  Duval. 
{         "I  do.     Can  you  tell  us  any  news  of  him?" 

j  "No,  but  Mr.  Beachem  is  very  much  afraid  that  he  is  trying  his  utmost  to 
I    find  out  where  Alicia  is." 

I.  *'  No  doubt;  but  even  should  he  discover  that  she  is  here,  I  don't  think  it  is 
i  a  piece  of  information  that  will  very  much  assist  him  in  his  suit.  But  follow 
I    me,  Mr.  V.'hite,  and  you  shall  see  this  obstinate  girl.'* 

j        The  Lady  Abbess  took  in  her  hand  a  small    silver  lamp,  and  opening  a  con- 
I    cealed  door  in  the  apartment,  she  left  it,  followed  by  Duval  and  the  confessor. 
i    Father  Garvev  crept  up  to  Claude,  and  touched  him  on  the  arm, 
"Well,  sir?"  said  Claude. 

"  Huah  !  speak  low.     I  only  wanted  to  say,  that  if  you  had  any  notion  of 
making  friends  with  the  abbess,  and  of  coming  here  often,  I  have  no  objection." 
!        *•  You  are  very  good." 

I        **  Not  at  all.     Alicia  is  for  me.    You  understand  that?    When  her  mind,  by  a 
residence  of  some  time  longer   in   this  place,  is  sufficiently  subdued,  she  ■will 
\    easily  yield  to  me.     I  have  marked  her  for  my  own.     And  i  won't  interfere  with 
i    you.     Is  that  a  bargain  ?" 
'        *'  With  all  my  heart,"  said  Claude  Duval. 

"  Agreed,  then.  1  am  glad  we  understand  each  other  so  well,  but  I,  as  a  friend, 
I  beseech  you  to  be  careful.  The  abbess  is  a  woman  with  the  passion  of  a 
i    fiend." 

*'  I  thank  you  for  the  caution  ;  but  this  conversation  is  imprudent  just  now,  for 
the  is  straining  her  hearing  to  catch  what  she  can  of  it." 

*•'  1  have  noticed  that;  but  fear  nothing.     She  is  a  little  deaf." 
"  That  is  a  good  thing  for  us,  then." 

The  abbess  stopped  at  the  door  of  a  room  which  was  at  the  end  of  rather  a  long 
narrow  passage,  floored  with  oak,  and  the   walls  of  which  were  of  the  same 
material,  highly  polished. 
The  abbess  touched  a  spring  in  the  door,  and  it  flew  open  rather  sharply. 
'•'  Come  ir:,"  she  saiil,  turning  to  Duval,  "  and  don't  believe  one  word  of  what 
Father  Garvey  has  been  saying  to  you  against  me." 

*'  Madam,  he  said  nothing  against  you.  What  he  did  say  of  you  I  feel  myself 
constrained  to  believe.  It  was,  that  there  was  not  a  figure  in  the  whole  convent 
to  be  compared  to  yours,  and  he  begged  me  to  notice  how  truly  majestic  it  was, 
which,  however,  he  need  not  have  done,  for  I  could  not  fail  to  notice  it  without 
any  pronpting." 

The  abbess  laughed,  and  shook  her  head,  but  it  was  evident  that  she  was  not 
at  all  displeased  at  the  compliment. 

"Capita! — capital,"  whispered  Fatliet  Garvey  to  Claude  Duval  "You  did 
that  well." 

"  it  was  easy." 

*'  Yes,  but  still  it  was  well  done." 

Duval  smiled  to  himself  at  the  commendation  of  the  confessor  ;  but  he  had  no 
further  time  to  waste  upon  him  as  he  was  soon  too  much  occupied  with  the  pro- 
ceedings of  the  Lady   Abbess  in  the  apartment   to   which  she   had   conducted, 
him.  I 

The  room  itself  was  rather  a  small  one,    considering  the  size  of  the  building  in 
which  it  WnS  situated,  but  it  presented  rather  a  curious  aspect  by   being  covered 
all  over  its  walls  by  thick  gray  cloth,  that  hung  in  heavy  folas  from  the  ceiling  to  , 
the  floor.  | 

There  did  not  appear   to  be  many   windows  to  the   room,  as  far  as  Claude  j 
Duval  could  then  see,  but  it  was  just  possible  that  there  were,  only  that  the  gray 
curtains  covered  them  up. 
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rrom  the  ceiling  hung  a  bronze  lamp,  which  cast  a  dreamy  sort  of  light  over 
the  room,  for  it  burnt  but  dimly. 

In  the  centre  of  the  floor  was  a  small  round  table,  and  the  other  furniture  of 
the  room  consisted  of  some  three  or  four  couches,  and  some  few  of  the  old  high- 
backed  awkward-looking  chairs,  such  as  were  in  the  abbess's  own  room. 

There  was  no  one  in  this  gray  chamber,  as  the  abbess  called  it,  when  she  and 
the  confessor  and  Duval  entered  it,  but  scarcely  had  the  door  with  the  spring 
closed  behind  them  than  another  door  opened  at  the  opposite  end  of  the  room, 
and  the  long  gray  cloth  hangings  being  pushed  aside.  Sister  Martha  appeared. 

*'  Where  is  Alicia  ?"  said  the  abbess. 

**  Madam,  she  will  not  come." 

"  Force  her.    There  are  surely  enough  of  you  to  do  that  ?" 

**Yes,  madam.'* 

Sister  Martha  left  the  apartment,  and  Claude  Duval  turning  to  the  abbess, 
S3id  — 

••  Is  this  Alicia,  then,  so  violent  a  young  lady  that  she  will  not  do  what  she 
don't  feel  inclined  to  ?" 

*'No.  Not  violent  at  all.  I  am  quite  surprised  at  this  message  frDm  her. 
She  is  delicate  and  gentle  in  appearance,  and  1  did  not  expect  much  trouble 
with  ber." 

"Those  are  just  the  spirits,**  said  the  confessor,  "  which,  when  once  roused^ 
you  will  always  have  the  greatest  trouble  with.     Ah,  she  comes  I" 

Claude  Duval  listened,  and  heard  a  clatter  of  voices,  and  a  rushing  of  feet. 
The  door  again  opened  in  the  vi'all.  Again  the  gray  cloth  was  pushed  aside, 
and  four  nuns  appeared  dragging  along  Alicia, 

It  could  hardly  be  said  that  Alicia  was  resisting  them,  for  she  walked  of  her 
own  accord  ;  but  still  there  was  sufficient  reluctance  about  her  proceeding  to 
show  that  it  was  a  matter  of  force.  One  of  the  nuns  had  hold  of  her  wrists, 
and  the  others  pushed  and  dragged  her  forward  into  the  room. 

At  the  first  glance  at  the  lovely  girl,  Claude  Duval  felt  that  Field,  the  young 
lover,  had  very  far  from  made  any  exagfj;eration  in  describing  her  beauty. 

Alicia  looked  if  anything  a  year  or  two  younger  than  she  really  was.  Her 
face  was  one  of  those  pretty  shaped  ones  which  are  rather  wide  across  the  eyes, 
and  come  delicately  and  sweetly  small  to  the  chin.  It  is  a  kind  of  face  that  is 
in  nine  cases  out  of  ten  spoiled  by  the  chin  being  a  trifle  too  long,  which  has 
the  efl"ect  thus  of  giving  a  pointed  expression  to  the  lower  part  of  the  face;  but 
such  was  not  the  case  with  Alicia.  Her  chin  was  sweetly  rounded,  and  in 
perfect  harmony  with  the  rest  of  her  features. 

The  soft  and  beautiful  eyes  were  of  the  most  charming  blue  that  could  be 
conceived,  and  she  presented  the  rare  contrast  of  very  dark  brown  hair  with 
those  coloured  eyes  that  really  are  only  to  be  found  in  very  fair  people. 

Claude  Duval  was  quite  charmed  with  the  young  girl ;  and  yet  it  may  be 
well  supposed  that,  terrified  and  persecuted  as  she  was  in  that  convent,  he  saw 
her  fo  the  greatest  possible  disadvantage. 

She  did  not  at  the  first  glance  look  to  be  above  sixteen  years  of  ac:e ;  but 
after  locking  at  her  a  little  you  could  see  that  she  was  older  than  that,  although 
all  the  charms  of  early  youth  were  about  her. 
At  the  sight  of  tbe  confessor  Alicia  shrunk  back,  exclaiming — 
''No-no!     Oh,  no!" 

"Silence !"  said  th€  Laby  Abbess.     *<  Leave  us,  dear  sisters.'* 
The  four  nuns  bo\Ted,   and   left  the  room.      Alicia  stood  trembling,  and 
evidently  trying  to  keep  up  her  courage. 

**  Child,"  said  the  Lady  Abbess,  "  it  is  with  pain  that  we  hear  you  are  still 
possessed  with  a  spirit  of  rebellion." 

"Rtbellion!"  said  Alicia,  and  as  she  spoke  her  voice  thrilled  to  the  very 
heart  of  Claude  Duval.  "Rebellion,  madam,  do  you  call  it  to  wish  for 
life  and  liberty— to  sigh  for  all  that  is  pure  and  good  in  the  great  world  that 
God  has  given  to  his  creatures  in  lieu  of  all  tnat  is  wicked  and  bad  within  these 
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dreary  walls?     Oh,  no — no!     It  would  be  rebellion  against  nature  were  I  to 
affect  to  be  pleased  to  stay  here.     I  demand  my  freedom," 

*' Human  nature,'*  said  the  abbess,  **  is  always  demanding  much." 

"  And  don't  get  it,"  said  the  confessor. 

"  Silence  !"  said  the  abbess.    "  Let  me  speak  to  this  recusant." 

The  confessor  bowed  and  drew  back. 

"  Alicia,"  began  the  abbess,  *'  do  you  not  know  that  your  fate  in  life  is  in  your 
own  hands  ?'* 

•*  No,  madam." 

"  I  thought  not.  Come,  we  shall  all  be  good  friends  soon,  f  daresay.  All  you 
have  to  do  is  to  sign  certain  papers  that  this  gentleman  will  place  before  you  ;  and 
then  as  soon  as  our  rules  will  permit,  without  bringing  discredit  upon  the  con- 
vent, you  will  be  free  to  leave  it." 

As  the  abbess  said  "This  gentleman,'*  she  pointed  to  Duval,  who,  stepping 
forward,  bowed  to  Alicia  very  profoundly. 

"Another?"  said  the  girl.  "  Oh,  how  many  persecutors  am  I  to  find  in  this 
dreadful  place  ?" 

*'I  am  not  one, '  said  Claude. 

**  Nor  I,"  said  the  confessor. 

"Nor  I,"  said  the  Lady  Abbess.  *' On  the  contrary,  we  are  all  your  dear 
friends,  Alicia,  if  you  will  permit  us  to  be  such.'* 

'*  Oh,  no,  no,  no." 

"  But  we  say  yes.  Of  course,  you  are  young  and  inexperienced,  and  all  we 
desire  is  that  you  should  profit  by  our  better  knowledge  of  the  world.  Come, 
now,  I  felt  assured  from  the  first  moment  that  you  came  here  that  you  would 
soon  be  on  the  best  of  terms  with  all  of  us.  Let  us  see  whether  or  not  we  cannot 
arrange  all  this  affair  to  the  satisfaction  of  every  one." 

*'  Hold  !"  said  Alicia.  *'  Do  not  be  so  hasty,  madam,  in  supposing  that  as  yet 
you  have  driven  me  mad." 

**  Mad,  do  you  say  ?" 

"  Yes,  mad,  for  that  seems  to  be  the  object  of  what  you  call  your  conventual 
discipline;  but  Heaven  may  give  me  strength  yet  to  resist  you.  I  will  sign  no 
papers." 

**  But,  Alicia  ?" 

*'  No,  no,  madam,  I  tell  you  I  will  sign  no  papers  at  all.  The  object  of  them 
is  to  rob  me  of  all  that  is  of  right  my  own,  and  with  which  I  v/ould  render  inde- 
pendent one  whom  1  feel  desirous  to  be  so.  You  may  kill  me,  but  I  will  not  sign 
any  documents  whatever  in  this  house.    I  defy  you  all  I" 


CHAPTER  CCCL. 

ALICIA  IS  FOUND   CONTUMACIOUS,  AND    DEALT  WITH  ACCORDINGLY. 

The  confessor,  as  Alicia  thus  bpoke,  grinned  maliciously ;  but  the  Lady  Abbess 
looked  the  very  picture  of  rage. 

*'  Wretch  !"  she  cried — "  no  ;  I  am  wrong.'* 

With  a  wonderful  command  over  herself  the  abbess  at  once  changed  her  tone, 
and  in  quite  a  mild  voice  she  added— 

"  Alicia,  you  speak  under  mistaken  feelings,  I  feel  well  assured.  It  is  quite  out 
of  the  question  to  be  able  to  explain  to  you  the  many  advantages  that  will  result 
to  you  from  signing  the  papers  that  will  be  laid  before  you,  i3ut  1  can  and  will 
explain  to  you  what  you  will  suffer  by  your  obstinacy." 

"  I  will  not  yield,"  said  Alicia.  W 

"  in  the  first  place,"  said  the  abbess,  "  you  will  be  confined  in  one  of  our  cellsj 
which  are  specially  constructed  for  such  sinners  as  you  are.  Of  course,  we  shall 
all  pray  for  you,  but  that  is  all  we  can  possibly  do.    The  light  of  Heaven  will 
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never  again  shine  upon  you  ]  and,  in  company  with  the  rat  and  the  toad,  you  will 
live  and  you  will  die  !"  |( 

Ahcia  turned  deadly  pale.  j 

*'He  whom  you,  with  your  girlish  simplicity,  think  you  love,  will  never  see   ' 
you  more ;  but  if  he  Icnew  that  you  yourself  had  by  your  obstinacy  here  produced   I 
such  a  result,  he  would  rather  curse  than  reverence  the  memory  of  the  lady  that  i[ 
so  treated  him,  and  made  it  impossible  that  he  could  be  happy  with  another."       ,. 

**  Oh,  no — no! 'sobbed  Alicia. 

"  But  I  say  yes !"  cried  the  abbess,  in  a  voice  that  rang  through  the  apartment. 
*'  I  say  yes.  Does  he  whom  you  affect  to  love  only  love  you  for  the  wealth  that 
you  so  pertinaciously  cling  to?  Is  it  that  he  may  be  enabled  to  live  upon  your 
money  that  he  seeks  your  hand  ?'' 

"  No — no,  you  don't  knov/  him." 

*'  But  I  know  you.  Listen  to  me,  girl.  Suppose  you  had  been  poor— suppose  it 
possible  that  you  had  had  nothing  to  subsist  upon  but  what  thousands  of  others 
have,  namelv,  the  proceeds  of  your  own  industry— would  you  then  have  loved    ) 
him?" 
^  "I  would— [would!" 

**  Would  you  then  have  refused  to  share  with  him  his  jovs  and  his  sorrows  ?" 

''  Oh,  no— no." 

*'  Then  why  do  you  now  object  to  signing  documents  which  will  at  once 
release  you  to  do  as  you  please,  and  yet  leave  you  independence  ?  We  will  not 
be  trifled  with.  In  a  word,  sign  the  papers  that  this  gentleman  will  lay  before 
you,  or  consider  this  to  be  your  prison  for  life." 

"  Can  this  be  possible  ?    Am  i  in  England  ?'* 

"  Oh,  yes.  We  can  answer  in  the  affirmative  to  both  of  those  propositions. 
You  will  do  well  to  consider  your  decision." 

*'  I  have  considered  I" 

*'  And  what  is  the  result  ?'' 

*'  That  I  will  not  sign  away  that  property  which  is  mine  own." 

"Be  it  so." 

The  Lady  Abbess  advanced  upon  Alicia,  and  in  her  passion  would  have  struck 
her;  but  Claude  Duval  was  not  going  quietly  to  permit  that,  so  he  suddenly 
interfered,  saj  ing — 

**  My  dear  madam,  I  think  that  I  can  say  something  which  v;ill  induce  the 
young  lady  to  consent." 

*'  Oh,  in  that  case—" 

"  No— no,"  said  Alicia,  "you  can  say  nothing,    I  will  not  hear  you" 
?  The  abbess  was  too  much  exasperated  to  say  more  to  her,   but  clapping  her 
hands  together,  she  cried  out — 

"  Where  are  ye,  holy  children — where  are  ye?  Come  to  the  aid  of  the  fold. 
Come  to  the  truth,  and  hide  in  darkness  the  heretic  and  the  traducer." 

The  four  nuns  on  the  moment  made  their  appearance,  and  one  of  them,  who 
was  the  ugliest  being  that  Claude  Duval  thought  he  had  ever  seen  in  the  shape  of 
woman,  sprang  upon  poor  Alicia  like  a  tiger,  aud  twined  her  long  skinny  fingers 
in  the  hair  of  the  youne  girl,  as  she  cried  out — 

*'  Oh,  the  sinner  !  Oii,  the  sinner  !  To  th-  g'ory  of  the  saints,  the  sinner  shall 
peri  h  for  ever." 

*'  And  ever,"  said  Father  Garvey,  m  a  deep  sepulchral  voice. 

"  Av.-ay  v,-ith  her,"  saiJ  the  abbess ;  and  then  suddenly  turning  to  Claude, 
she  whispered,  "  we  wi.l  soon  frighten  her  into  a  compliance  with  our  wishes. 
She  don't  know  yet  what  our  vaults  are." 

*'  Have  you  va.ilts  r"  said  Claude,  affecting  to  speak  in  the  most  indifferent 
possible  manner  to  the  abbess, 

"  Have  we  vaults  ?  To  be  sure  we  have.  I  thought,  Mr.  White,  you  could 
have  no  sort  of  doub:  upon  that  subject.  Away  with  her  — away  wi*:!!  her  at 
once  !" 
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The  other  nuns  seized  poor  Alicia,  who,  in  that  moment  of  despair,  called  out 
in  shrieking  accents— 

'*  Oh,  save  me — save  me  !  Henry  Field,  where  are  you  now  ?  Ob,  God,  look 
"with  piiy  upon  me  !" 

"  Away  with  her!"  cried  the  abbess.     *'  Av;ay  with  the  wretch  !" 

The  nuns  dragged  Alicia  from  the  room,  and  Claude  Duval  could  hear  her 
litter  shrieks  as  they  bore  her  away  from  the  apartment  through  a  number  of 
narrow  passages. 

Ithid  required  al  1  the  siren  gth  of  mind  he  possessed  to  enable  hirn  to  resist  the 
impulse  to  spring  forward  and  cast  his  arm  round  the  waist  of  the  young  girl, 
and  defy  them  all.  But  reflection  told  him  that  to  do  so  would  be  very  indiscreet, 
indeed,  for  the  result  could  only  be  that  he  would  have  to  fight  his  way  out  of 
the  nunnery,  the  topography  of  which  he  was  profoundly  ignorant,  and  that  in 
his  route,  which  might  be  wrong  or  right  as  chance  might  dictate,  he  would  be 
exposed  to  every  possible  peril,  and  both  he  and  Alicia  would,  in  all  probability, 
fall  victims  to  his  want  of  patience. 

*'  You  see  of  what  materials,"  said  the  abbess,  "  our  fair  Alicia  is  composed, 
Mr.  White." 

*' I  do,  indeed,"  said  Claude  Duval. 

*'  Curses  on  her  obstinacy  '.  If  by  any  possible  means  she  could  be  induced  to 
sign  the  papers,  conveying  her  property  from  herself,  she  would  soon  cease  to 
be  of  any  trouble  to  us," 

'•  You  would  really  let  her  go  then  ?" 

''Let  her  go?" 

"Let  her  go?"  echoed  the  confessor. 

•*  Oh,  dear,  no,"  added  the  abbess ;  "  we  are  not  in  the  habit  of  letting  any  on 
go,  Mr.  White." 

*'  What  would  you  do  then  with  her  ?" 

The  abbess  pointed  with  her  finger  to  the  floor,  and  the  confessor  nodded, 

"I  do  not  quite  understand,"  said  Claude. 

"  I  have  no  objection  to  tell  you,"  said  the  abbess,  as  she  took  a  seat  and 
began  to  fan  herself  after  her  exertions.  *' If  she  once  signed  the  documents, 
which  you  know  how  to  prepare,  she  would  not  live  long.  That  is  what  I  mean. 
But,  curses  on  her,  as  long  as  she  refuses  to  sign  them,  her  life  is  too  valuable 
to  tamper  with.     That  is  the  whole  case." 

"I  quite  understand  it,"  said  Claude;  '*  and  now  permit  me  to  ask  of  you  the 
permission  to  see  her  alone.  I  have  an  argument  that  I  can,  I  think,  use  with 
success,  to  induce  her  to  consent." 

*•  What  is  it?"  said  the  confessor,  with  a  short,  dry  cough, 

••  Ay,  what  is  it  ?"  said  the  abbess. 

"  I  will  tell  you :  I  should  not  have  mentioned  it  at  all  if  I  had  not  meant  to 
tell  you,  and  it  is  just  this  : — I  suppose  that  she  really  does  believe  that  if  she 
vere    to  sign  that  paper  in  dispute  she  would  be  let  go  free," 

*'  I  suppose  so,"  said  the  abbess;  "but  if  she  does  think  that,  it  is  a  very 
great  mistake." 

"  Doub'.less ;  but  what,  now,  if  I  were  to  see  her  alone,  and  tell  her  that  I  am 
moved  to  pity  at  her  position,  and  would  do  all  in  my  power  to  aid  her;  and 
that  1  would  depose  to  the  fact  that  she  signed  the  paper  under  durance,  and 
60  vitiate  the  signature,  but  that  she  had  better  do  so  at  once  for  the  sake  of 
freedom.  Do  you  think  that  would  do  ?" 
^    "  It  might  "  said  the  abbess. 

*'  And  it  might  not,"  said  the  confessor. 

"  Which,"  said  Claude,  "  is  a  very  sapient  remark  lo  come  from  you,  learned 
sir." 

'*  Can  we  trust  you,  sir  ?" 

"You  have  trusted  me  so  far  already,"  said  Claude  Duval,  "  that  it  is  much 
better  to  go  on  than  attempt  for  a  moment  to  draw  back.     Besides,  1   rather 
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tliink  that  my  interests  are  too  much  wouEid  up  with  those  of  the  Beachem 
family  for  me  to  act  otherwise  than  in   accordance  with  their  interests." 

*'  'j'liat  is  true/  said  the  abbess,  as  she  gave  the  confessor  a  look  of  intelligence, 
to  which  he  responded  with  a  nod.  "  Tiiat  is  quite  true ;  and  you  shall  have 
the  opportunity  you  ask  for,  Mr.  White,  of  making  the  experiment  you  sug- 
gest." 

Claude  Duval  could  hardly  conceal  Ills  exultation  at  this  success ;  but  when 
he  came  to  consider,  there  was  a  something  about  that  look  that  had  passed 
between  the  con'essor  and  the  abbess  that  he  did  not  quite  like. 

"  When  shall  it  be?"  he  said. 

"  In  a  couple  of  hours/'  said  the  abbess.  "  By  that  time  Alicia  will  have 
had  some  shght  taste  of  the  a'mosphere  of  our  cells.'' 

"Good,"  said  Claude.  "That  will,  no  doubt,  place  her  in  such  a  fame  of 
mind,  that  she  will  be  glad  to  welcome  anything  that  looks  like  a  chance  of 
escape." 

"Perhaps  so,"  said  the  confessor,  cunningly — •' perhaps  so." 

"  What,"  said  Claude,  "  doubting  again  ?' 

"  Sir,  I  did  not  speak  to  you." 

"  And  I  feel  quite  sure  that  I  have  no  desire  to  speak  to  you  ;  but  I  appeal  to 
the  Lady  Abbess  whether  it  will  not  be  very  desirable,  pending  the  little  ex- 
periment 1  wish  to  make  upon  the  fears  and  credulity  of  Alicia,  to  take  care  that 
Father  Garvey  does  Lot  pay  her  a  visit." 

"  He  dare  not  now,"  s!iid  the  abbess. 

Father  Garvey  silently  bowed  his  head,  but  about  his  lips  there  was  a  covert 
smile,  and  there  was  a  tv.inkle  of  his  eyes  which  looked  like  mischief. 

The  abbess  led  the  way  back  to  her  own  apartment,  and  Claude  and  the  con- 
fessor followed  ;  but  when  the  Lady  Abbess  reached  the  door,  she  stepped  aside, 
and  motioned  to  Claude  Uuval  to  go  in,  and  then  facing  the  confessor,  she  made 
a  verv  elaborate  curtsey,  and  said — 

'•  Good-night." 

The  crnfessor  kept  his  countenance  we]!,  and  holding  forth  both  his  arms,  as 
if  he  invov^ed  a  blessing  on  the  head  of  the  abbess,  he  said-— 

•'  Good-night,  holy  sister.     The  peace  of  the  saints  be  with  you." 

The  abbess  slammed  the  door  of  the  chamber  in  his  face,  and  then  stamping 
with  rage,  she  cried  out — 

"I  hate  him— I  hate  him!— Oh,  how  I  hate  that  man !  You  can  have  no 
notion  of  how  much  1  hate  that  man,  ^Mi.  White." 

•'  He  is  not  the  most  loveable  person  in  the  world,"  said  Claude.  "  L  don't 
wonder  at  your  getting  rid  of  him." 

The  abbess  laughed  at  Duval  in  a  peculiar  raauner,  as  she  said — 

*"'  Before  I  send  for  Alicia  and  allow  you  to  speak  with  her  in  private,  which 
I  intend  to  do,  i  wish  to  ask  you  some  questions." 

*'  I  am  quite  willing  to  answer  them,"  said  Claude. 

The  abbess  seated  herself  in  a  chair  that  was  very  elaborately  carved,  and 
motioned  to  Duval  to  occupy  another  close  at  hand  ;  and  then  she  said,  with  a 
tone  of  great  seriousness — 

"  Father  Garvey  means  mischief." 
^    "To  whom  r" 

"  To  you  and  to  Alicia  ;  but  to  you  first." 

"  Pie  had  better  be  careful." 

•'  He  will  be  careful,  you  may  depend.  He  is  a  priest,  and  as  such  he  never 
forgives  an  injury.  He  thinks  that  you  have  done  him  one,  you  may  depend, 
and,  therefore,  he  will  not  forgive  you." 

"  What  injury  have  I  done  to  him  ?  I  never  saw  him  before  in  all  my  life." 
"  Very  likely  not;  but,  you  must  know,  that  he  does  me  the  honour  to  admire 
me  very  much,'  and,  I  am  sure,  by  the  glance  of  his   eye,  that  he  is  of  opinion 
you  have  supplanted  him  in  my  regards." 

"  A  broad  hint  this,"  thought  Claude  Duval,  and  then  he  said,  aloud, "  Madam, 
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if  I  thought  that  indeed  it  were  possible  to  hold  a  place  ^^^^  ^^^^J.  ^^^^f  ["^^'^ 
should  begin  to  consider  myselt  one  cf  the  happiest  of  men  ;  but,  alas,  1  l.ar 
that  it  is  out  of  the  question.'  ,         ,       AP  •      c 

"Not  at  all-oh,  not  at  all.  But  wc  .vill  speak  more  of  this  vhen  t^e  affair  ot 
Alicia  is  disposed  of.  We  mu.t  attend  to  that  in  the  hrst  place  ;  but  what  1 
winied  to  sa/to  you  with  regard  to  Father  Garvey  was,  that  really  U  would  be  no 
bad  thing  if  you  induced  him  to  leave  the  country. 
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CHAPTER  CCCLI. 

FATHER    GAKVEY    VISITS    ALICIA    IN   THE    CONVENT    CELLS. 

Claude  Duval  looked  a  little  surprised  at  these  words  from  the  abbess,  for 
how  it  was  possible  that  he  could  induce  Father  Garvey  to  leave  the  country  he 
could  not  for  a  moment  conceive. 

"How  can  I  so  far  influence  him/'  he  said,  "as  to  get  him  out  of  the 
country?" 

"  Easily." 

"  Well,  with  all  due  submission  to  you,  madam,  it  certainly  appears  to  me 
that  I  am  about  the  last  person  to  whom  he  would  listen  upon  this  occasion." 

"  Not  at  all.  Jf  a  person  should  be  removed  from  any  particular  spot  of  earth, 
whether  they  be  taken  from  it  to  another,  or  carried  upward,  or  placed  beneath 
it,  they  will  be  to  all  intents  and  purposes  equally  removed  from  the  country." 

"  If  placed  beneath  it.?" 

"  Yes." 

"1  think  I  understand  you." 

"I  know  you  do.  Hark  you,  Mr.  White,  if  you  think  that  my  favour  and 
my  friendship  and  countenance  are  worth  the  having,  you  will  have  to  get  rid  of 
Father  Garvey,  or  he  will  get  rid  of  you." 

*'  I  am  very  much  obliged  for  the  hints  you  give  me  upon  the  subject,"  said 
Claude  Duval,  '*  and  shall  take  good  care  of 'myself  accordingly." 

"You  must  do  more — yoo  must  take  care  of  him.  Listen  to  me.  It  is  the 
intention  of  Father  Garvey  to  visit  Alicia  in  the  cell  to  which  she  is  by  this  time 
conveyed." 

"  Are  you  sure  of  that  ?" 

"  1  am  as  sure  as  if  he  had  told  me.  I  saw  it  in  his  eye  ,*  so  you  need  not 
doubt  it.  Now,  1  want  you  to  follow  him,  not  only  to  hear  what  he  will  say 
to  the  ^'iv\,  but  to  give  you  an  opportunity  of  disposing  of  him.  After  you  bave 
accomplished  both  these  purposes,  you  can  come  back  to  me  in  this  rooro,  and 
I  shall  be  glad  to  see  you,  and  to  send  for  the  girl  for  the  purpose  of  your 
trying  your  plan  to  make  her  sign  the  papers." 

Claude  Duval  was  secretly  delighted  at  this  arrangement  of  the  abbess's,  since 
it  Well  enough  chimed  in  with  his  own  views  of  what  it  would  be  highly 
desirable  to  do  with  regard  to  the  present  posture  of  affairs.  The  only 
difficulty  that  struck  him  at  the  moment  consisted  in  the  fact  of  his  toul 
ignorance  of  the  interior  of  the  convent. 

"  I  will  in  all  things  obey  you,"  said  Claude ;  *<  but  I  fear  that  I  hardly 
know  how  to  set  about  it." 

"  How  mean  you  ?" 

*•  I  mean,  that  I  am  a  stranger  to  the  topography  of  the  convent,  and,  there- 
fore, if  I  were  to  start  this  moment  upon  the  expedition  to  find  Father  Garvey, 
I  could  not  do  so." 

"  All  particulars  of  that  chamber  shall  be  placed  in  your  way ;  but  you  must 
promise  me  that  you  will  kill  him." 

"  J  will." 

"  Upon  your  soul  ?'» 

"  Oh,  yes,  upon  my  soul— if  he  won*t  be  quiet  by  any  other  means,*'  added 
Claude  to  himself,  '■ 

"  Then  I  am  satisfied,"  said  the  abbess.  "  Fake  this  key— you  see  that  there 
IS  a  set  of  wards  at  each  end  of  it.  One  or  other  of  those  wards  will  open  any 
door  in  the  convent.  I  cannot  particularise  which  will  open  which  ;  but  it  will 
not^consume  much  time  to  take  the  other,  if  one  should  fail.      Now  follow  me." 

"With  pleasure,"  said  Duval,  as  he  took  the  key,  which  was  a  very  ancient 
one  indeed.    ^'  I  feel  as  if  I  should  like  now  to  do  what  i  daresay  I  shall  not  be 
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able  to  resist  the  doing,  and  that  is,  to  follow  you  for  the  remainder  of  my 
life." 

''  Are  YOU  serious  V 

"  i  am,  indeed." 

"ilow  can  I  prove  that  }" 

"  1  don't  think  there  is  any  difficulty.  In  the  first  place,  you  see,  that  I  have 
eyes  in  my  head,  and  in  the  next  you  can  easily  look  into  a  mirror,  and  then 
you  vein  see  yourself;  and  I  would  a?k  you,  then,  how  it  is  possible  for  any 
one  blessed  with  sight  to  do  other  than  admire  you  ?" 

The  abbess  patted  him  upon  the  arm,  as  with  a  smile  she  said — 

"  I  think  it  a  happy  chance  that  brought  you  here.  I  assure  you  I  feel  that 
we  shall  be  very  great  friends.  Follow  me  now.  I  am  anxious  to  get  all  this 
aflfair  over,  which  cannot  be  considered  to  be  the  case  till  both  Father  Garvey 
and  Alicia  are  no  more." 

The  compliments  which  Claude  Duval  had  paid  to  the  personal  charms 
of  the  abbess  had  had  the  effect  of  completely  winning  her  heart,  and  she  looked 
npQn  the  handsome  attorney,  Mr.  White,  as  she  thought  him,  as  a  lover  whom 
she  valued  more  than  any  she  had  ever  known. 

Her  anxiety  to  get  rid  of  Father  Garvey  increased  each  moment,  and  she 
hastened  to  place  Duval  in  a  position  that  would  enable  him  to  satisfy  her  that 
the  confessor  was  no  more. 

Claude  followed  her  out  at  another  door  than  that  through  which  they  had 
before  passed  from  the  room  ;  and  after  crossing  a  corridor,  which  contained  a 
few  pictures  of  saints,  and  which  was  dimly  lighted  by  a  lamp  that  burnt  before 
a  statue  of  the  Virgin,  the  abbess  turned  abruptlv  upon  Duval,  as  she  said  — 

"The  key." 

"  It  is  |.here,**.  he  replied,  "  but  I  hope  you  will  give  it  to  me  agam,  for  I 
regard  it  as  a  proof  of  your  confidence." 

"  Assuredly,"  she  replied.  "  You  shall  have  it  again,  quickly  enough.  I  am 
only  about  to  convince  you  of  its  usefulness,  by  opening:  a  door  with  it.' 

By  the  dim  rays  of  light  emitted  by  the  lamp  in  the  niche,  vvhere  was  the 
figure  of  the  Virgin,  the  abbess  now  sought  for  a  small  'door,  which  was  so 
cunningly  contrived  ia  the  wainscot  of  the  wall  that  if  one  had  not  known  it 
had  been  there,  it  might  be  passed  a  thousand  times,  and  the  keyhole,  which  was 
hidden  by  the  ornamental  portion  of  the  frame  of  a  picture,  would  nevsr  have 
met  the  sight. 

The  abbess  turned  the  key  in  the  lock,  and  a  tall  narrow  door  opened  in  the 
wall,  showing  beyond  it  complete  darkness. 

**  Follow,''  she  said.     "  Follow  me,  and  fear  nothing.'* 

"  With  you  I  cannot  fear  anything."  said  Claude,  "  but  to  lose  you." 

**  That  is  a  mistaken  fear.'* 

Claude  found  that  after  proceeding  only  a  couple  of  paces  through  tliis  door  in 
the  wall,  he  came  to  some  stairs,  and  he  rather  shrunk  back,  as  he  said — 

**  Are  we  to  descend  far  ?" 

'•  No,  only  four  steps." 

"Is  that  all?" 

"  It  is  so.  Come  on.  There  you  are  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs.  Now  waic  a 
moment,  for  I  mast  be  guided  by  my  hand,  since  all  here  is  in  darkness.'* 

A  sudden  sound  made  Claude  Duval  start.  It  was  the  door  that  they  had  passed 
through,  which  had  closed  with  a  snap.  It  was  intended  to  close  at  once,  when 
let  go,  but  the  hinges  were  rusty,  and  the  spring  in  the  same  condition,  no  doubt, 
BO  it  had  taken  some  time  tb  close. 

"  It  is  only  the  door,"  said  the  abbess.  "  I  ought  to  have  closed  it.  Ah, 
here  is  the  keyhole — all  is  well.  Do  not  utter  a  word,  unless  I  tell  you  that  yoa 
may  do  so  with  safety." 

"  I  will  obey  you." 

Another  door  now  was  opened  by  the  abbess,  and  Claude  Duval  felt  a  rush  of 
cold  air  upon  his  face,  which  was  really  very  pleasant,  alter  the  confined  atmos- 
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phere  he  had  been  for  some   time   breathing,   for   the  interior  of  the  convent 
altogether  was  closely  shut  up,  so  that  but  little  fresh  air  circulated  in  it. 

Duval  would  fain  have  said,  "  Where  are  you  now  ?"  but  as  the  abbess 
had  enjoined  silence  upon  him,  he  thought  that  it  was  better  to  keep  quiet,  and 
he  said  nothing  at  all,  but  strove  to  pierce  with  his  eyes  the  mass  of  gloom  that 
was  before  him. 

The  abbess  did  not  speak,  but  she  took  him  by  the  arm,  and  led  him  forward 
a  pace  or  two,  and  then  he  heard  her  closing  the  door  beliind  her,  so  that  it 
should  not  make  any  noise  in  so  doing. 

Gradually  he  began  to  be  able  to  see  a  little  about  him,  and  then  he  became 
sensible  that  he  was  in  some  rather  large  space,  in  which  there  was  a  dim  re- 
flected light,  from  somewhere,  but  he  could  not  tell  where  it  came  from. 

"  Hush  !"  said  the  abbess,  very  softly.     "  Stay  here  till  I  come  back." 

*'  Yes,"  said  Duval,  in  a  similar  low  tone  of  voice. 

She  left  him,  and  each  moment  he  could  see  more  clearly  about  him,  and  he 
became  certain  that  be  was  in  the  chapel  of  the  convent,  and  that  he  was  not  far 
from  the  hich  altai,  which  was  a  little  to  the  right  of  him. 

Whatever  rellections  and  cogitations  this  change  of  place  mi»ht  have  given 
rise  to  mthe  mind  of  Duval,  was  put  a  atop  to  by  the  voice  of  the  abbess,  who 
said  in  a  canting,  hypocritical  tone— 

•*  Is  there  any  holy  sister  here  to  whom  I  can  afford  consolation  and  advice  i 
If  so,  let  them  speak." 

A  deep  groan  proceeded  from  a  corner  of  the  chapel ;  and  then  a  voioe 
said — 

*'Holy  mother,  I  ana  here— Sister  Ann,  I  am  repeating  the  prayer  of 
penance.'* 

*•  Did  Father  Garrey  enjoin  thee  V* 

"  Yes — oh,  yes  1" 

"  Tt  is  well  t  sought  you.  He  desires  that  you  now  retire  to  your  cell  to 
finish  the  penance  prayer.     Go  at  once." 

**I  go  — I  go,"  said  the  voice. 

Through  the  misty  light  Claude  Duval  saw  the  tall  form  of  somebody  in  black 
glide  past  him,  and  then  all  was  still.  The  nun  had  left  the  chapel,  so  that  the 
abbess  was  free  to  act  as  she  thought  proper, 

"Mr.  White  V  she  said. 

**  Here,"  replied  Duval. 

*'  Come  this  way.     Hem !     Can't  you  see  me  J*' 

"No.'* 

*'  Then  you  will  shortly.  I  am  afraid  to  turn  the  lamp,  which  now  sheds 
most  of  its  beams  away  from  the  chapel.  You  can  be  guided  by  my  voice.  Be 
careful  of  the  steps  that  are  before  you." 

Duval,  guided  as  she  bad  said  by  the  voice  of  the  Lady  Abbess,  walked  forward 
and  ascended  what  he  supposed  to  be  the  steps  of  the  altar.  In  a  few  moments 
she  held  him  by  the  arm,  as  she  said— 

"  I  can  see  you  well  enough." 

*'And  I  you  now,'*  said  Duval.  " My  eyes  are  getting  accustomed  to  the 
obscurity  of  the  place.    Is  this  a  chapel  V' 

"  It  is.  I  fin-d  that  you  can  see  that  much.  Speak  low  ;  for  although  I  have 
every  reason  to  suppose  that  I  have  removed  the  only  person  who  was  in  this 
place,  yet  it  is  impossible  that  I  can  be  quite  certain  upon  that  subject." 

"  Thank  you  for  the  caution,'*  said  Claude  Duval.  "  I  will  hold  it  in  mind. 
And  now  will  you  tell  me  why  I  am  brought  here  ?'* 

The  abbess  laughed  strangely,  as  slie  said — 

*'  Y',  u  don't  fancy  it  is  to  say  your  prayers,  do  you  ?" 

*'  Hardly  that,"  replied  Claude. 

*'  Well,  then,  it  is  that  you  may  be  enabled  to  follow  your  foe,  the  confessor, 
and  my  foe  likewise,  as  I  know  well  he  is.  In  order  to  get  to  the  vaults,  in 
which  Alicia  is  a  prisoner,  he  must  pass  through  this  chape!.     He  will  have  a 
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light,  as  a  thing  of  course,  and  that  will  enable  you  to  see  him,  and  follow  him. 
"Wrapt  up  as  he  will  be  in  the  object  that  brings  him  here,  and  not  at  all  sus- 
pecting that  he  is  followed  by  you,  he  will  not  be  very  suspicious  ;  but  still, 
despite  that,  1  advise  you  to  be  very  cautious,  as,  before  you  kill  him,  I  wish 
you  to  hear  every  word  that  he  says  to  Alicia." 

*'  I  understand  you.*' 

"  Of  course  you  do.  Your  professional  experiences  are  such  as  not  to  deaden 
your  conception  of  such  little  matters  as  these,  and  I  feel  quite  certain  that  you 
will  execute  what  you  undertake  with  due  discretion.  There  remains  now  but 
one  other  subject  to  settle." 

*'  What  is  that,  madam  V* 

**  How  do  you  propose  to  yourself  to  take  the  life  of  the  confessor  ?  Are  you 
armed  ?'* 

Duval  did  not  choose  to  tell  the  Lady  Abbess  that  he  was  amply  provided  with 
arms,  offensive  or  defensive;  for  it  did  not  look  very  lawyer-like  to  be  in  such 
a  state  of  readiness  for  a  fray,  so  he  merely  said— 

*'  I  think,  if  I  once  get  hold  of  him  by  the  throat,  that  he  will  find  a  very  con- 
siderable difficulty  in  getting  away  again." 

"No— no,  that  will  not  do.** 

**  Well,  madam,  I  am  open  to  any  suggestion  that  your  better  experience  may 
enable  you  to  make  to  me  upon  this  subject." 

«*  Take  this." 

**  What  is  it?" 

'*  A  poniard.  It  will  not  fail  you,  you  may  depend.  I  think,  that  after  you 
have  heard  all  that  there  is  to  hear,  you  had  better  at  once  step  up  to  the  con- 
fessor and  leave  this  in  his  back,'* 

**  I  daresay  that  would  do.** 

"It  would  be  sure  to  do,  and  nothing  is  easier.  I  tell  you,  that  I  hate  the 
man,  and  must  and  will  be  rid  of  him.  I  shall  think  the  better  of  you  if  you 
aid  me  in  this  business  ;  but  if,  at  the  last  moment,  as  I  know  people  are  apt 
to  do,  you  falter  at  it,  I  will  do  it  myself  at  the  first  opportunity  that  offers." 

"  Make  yourself  easy,'*  said  Claude  Duval.  *'  1  will  dispose  of  the  con- 
fessor." 

Duval  made  this  promise  to  the  Lady  Abbess,  but  he  certainly  had  no  sort  of 
idea  of  carrying  it  out  in  the  way  she  dictated.     That  it  would  be  very  desirable 
to  get  the  confessor  out  of  the  way,  Duval  fully  felt ;    but  he  shrank  from 
assassination,  and  left  it  to  good  fortune  to  point  out  some  other  mode  of  dis- 
posing of  the  very  pious  and  holy  Father  Garvey. 


CHAPTER  CCCLIL 

DUVAL  FINDS  THE  WAY  TO  THE  VAULTS  OP  THE  CONVENT. 

The  dagger  with  which  the  Lady  Abbess  so  kindly  furnished  Claude  Duval 
for  the  destruction  of  the  confessor,  was,  in  good  truth,  a  most  murderous  wea- 
pon, and  Claude,  as  he  passed  his  hand  along  the  blade,  felt  that  it  would  very 
speedily,  indeed,  accomplish  the  object  of  the  Lady  Abbess's  even  in  the  most 
unskilled  hands. 

There  is  very  little  doubt  but  that  if  he  had  let  the  abbess  know  how  very 
much  averse  he  was  to  the  use  of  such  an  implement,  she  would  not  have  beea 
at  all  particular  about  giving  him  a  taste  of  it ;  but  Claude  Duval  took  care  to 
keep  that  state  of  things  to  himself. 

It  did  not  take  him  much  trouble  to  thoroughly  understand  the  abbess.  She 
was  one  of  those  women  of  wicked  passions,  who  have  always  some  friend  and 
lover  for  the  time  being,  but  who  are  always  ready  to  throw  him  aside  for  a  new 
one  who  might  strike  her  fancy  at  the  moment. 
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The  death  of  the  old  lover  was,  then,  the  very  best  and  most  ready  mode 
of  disposing  of  him  ;  and  what  so  politic  as  to  employ  the  new  one  upon  such 
an  enterprise  ? 

It  was  very  probable  that  Father  Garvey  might  have  disposed  of  his  predecessor, 
and,  no  dxDubt,  he  would  have  had  much  less  scruples  about  the  mode  of  doing 
;  BO  than  Duval  had. 

I  The  little  conversation  that  had  taken  place  between  Duval  and  the  abbess 
was  conducted  in  very  rapid  whispers,  so  that  it  did  not  take  long  in  coming  to 
an  end,  and  then  the  abbess  said  to  him — 

"  Now,  you  quite  understand  me.  When  you  have  done  all  that  you  have  to 
do,  you  can  come  to  me  in  my  own  room  ;  or  suppose  I  say,  that  I  will  be  waiting 
for  you  in  the  corridor  through  the  two  secret  doors  ?" 

"  That  will  do,"  said  Claude,  "  provided  I  can  find  the  doors." 

"  That  you  will  do  easily,  knowing  the  position  of  them.  There  is  yonder 
lamp  which  you  can  take  possession  of,  as  it  will  aid  you  on  your  return.  Here 
U  the  key  that  I  before  gave  you." 

**  A  thousand  thanks.  And  now,  madam,  I  beg  that  you  will  consider  your 
orders  as  obeyed  to  the  letter." 

"  Be  it  so." 

The  abbess  glided  away  like  a  ghost,  but  where  she  went  to  Claude  could  not 
in  the  obscurity  of  the  chapel  take  upon  himself  to  say-.  He  thought  in  his  own 
mind,  that  it  was  highly  probable  she  had  some  other  mode  of  getting  to  her  own 
ppartment  than  by  the  secret  doors  leading  to  the  corridor. 

Situated  as  he  now  v/as,  Duval  became  perfectly  alive  to  the  slightest  sound 
which  should  be  indicative  of  the  approach  of  the  coafessor.  He  had  a  fear  that 
Father  Garvey  might  glide  into  the  chapel,  aud  pass  out  again  without  being  seen, 
and  that  made  him  so  anxious,  that  he  started  at  the  slightest  noise  that  occurred 
within  the  convent. 

This  state  of  things  lasted  a  considerable  time,  till  a  strange  rattling  kind  of 
sound  came  upon  Claude's  ears,  which  for  a  few  moments  rather  confused  him, 
till  the  idea  occurred  to  him  that  it  was  rain  upon  the  roof  of  the  chapel.  By 
listening  intently,  he  thought,  too,  that  he  could  hear  the  roaring  of  wind  among 
the  trees  in  the  convent  garden. 

"  A  rough  night,"  thought  Claude. 

Like  a  star  amid  the  obscurity  of  the  chapel,  Duval  suddenly  saw  a  faint  light 
at  the  farther  end  of  it,  and  he  crouched  down  upon  the  steps  of  the  altar,  to 
watch  its  progress. 

Slowly  marching  up  one  of  the  aisles  came  a  dim  figure,  the  outlines  of  which 
were  so  very  indistinct,  that  Duval  could  not  take  upon  himself  to  say  whether 
it  was  iTie  confessor  or  not ;  but  he  was  soon  satisfied. 

As  the  figure  approached,  the  star-like  light  that  it  carried  shed  a  dim  radiance 
around  it,  and  then  as  it  once  paused,  and  the  little  flame  of  the  hand-lamp  was 
allowed  to  steady  itself,  it  burnt  much  more  clearly,  and  Father  Garvey,  attired  in 
iHsgown,  with  the  cowl  partially  drawn  over  his  face  and  head,  stood  revealed  to 
the  gaze  of  Duval 
.  It  appeared  by  the  attitude  of  the  confessor,  that  he  was  listening  to  the  sounds 
that  were  indicative  of  a  storm  without. 

During  the  few  moments  that  he  did  so  pause,  Claude  Duval  had  a  good  look 
about  the  chapel,  as  well  as  at  the  priest,  for  the  light  that  Father  Garvy  carried 
each  moment  burnt  with  a  clearer  flame. 

The  convent  chapel  was  in  good  truth  a  rather  gorgeous  place.  The  appoint- 
ments were  all  in  the  highest  style  of  florid  gothic  art,  and  from  the  glance  that 
he,  Duval,  took  at  the  altar  that  was  close  to  him,  he  could  see  that  it  was  quite 
a  blaze  of  gold  and  velvet, 

Duval,  however,  was  too  anxious  to  look  well  at  the  confessor,  and  to  watch 
him  and  his  movements,  to  waste  much  time  in  studying  the  appointments  of  the 
chapel,  although  he  would  have  been  well  pleased  to  have  done  so. 
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After  muttering  something  to  himself,  as  the  wind  roared  and  shrielced  over 
the  chapel  roof,  the  confessor  glanced  at  his  lamp,  and  came  slowly  on. 

Claude  was  afraid  that  he  was  on  the  point  of  coming  up  the  steps  of  the  altar 
to  the  very  spot  where  he  stood,  and  he  thought  it  desirable  to  creep  behind  the 
altar;  but  before  he  could  accomplish  that  movement  the  coafessor  turned  aside^ 
and  walked  up  to  a  portion  of  the  wall  of  the  aisle. 

Duval  watched  him  anxiously. 

The  confessor  placed  the  lamp  upon  a  little  bracket  that  was  fastened  to  the 
wall,  and  then  Claude  heard  a  rattling  sound,  like  that  which  might  be  produced 
by  a  key  in  a  lock,  and  then  in  a  very  mysterious  kind  of  way  the  confessor 
suddenly  disappeared,  and  all  was  darkness  in  the  chapel,  save  a  faint  kind  of 
reflected  halo,  that  came  from  the  spot  where  the  confessor  had  so  suddenly  and 
strangely  disappeared. 

Deeply  interested  at  all  this,  and  fearful  of  losing  sight  altogether  of  Father 
Garvey,  Claude  crept  forward  as  noiselessly  as  he  possibly  could  towards  the  place 
and  then  he  soon  got  a  solution  of  the  apparent  mystery. 

The  bracket  upon  which  Father  Garvey  had  placed  his  lamp  was  fastened  to  a 
small  iron  door  which  he  had  opened,  so  that  by  the  act  of  opening  it  the  lamp, 
had  been  carried  inwaids  with  the  door,  as  that  was  the  way  it  moved. 

The  confessor  himself  was  just  upon  the  threshold  or  the  top  of  a  small, 
narrow  flight  of  stairs,  as  Duval  afterwards  saw,  and  was  in  an  attitude  of  listen. 
ing  intently  with  his  hand  up  to  his  left  ear. 

A  Corinthian  column  that  was  close  at  hand,  and' which  formed  one  of  the 
supports  to  the  arched  and  richly  ornamented  rosf  of  the  chapel,  now  afforded  to 
Claude  Duval  a  very  convenient  place  of  hiding  in,  and  by  just  peeping  round 
its  convexity  a  little  he  could  watch  the  proceedingsof  the  priest. 

After  listening  in  this  way  for  any  sound  that  might  come  up  from  the  sub- 
terranean passage  beneath  the  chapel,  the  confessor  put  his  head  out  into  the  sacred 
building  again,  and  listened  for  about  the  space  of  a  minute  in  that  direction. 

To  hear  more  acutely  he  had  thrown  the  cowl  back  from  over  his  head  and 
face,  and  as  the  rays  of  the  lamp  fell  upon  him,  Claude  Duval  had  a  good  view 
for  once  in  the  way  of  the  undisguised  features  and  aspect  of  a  man  who  pro- 
bably never,  except  by  such  an  accident,  was  seen  by  human  eyes  unless  he  was 
playing  a  part  that  was  pleasing  to  his  real  feelings. 

Such  an  expression  of  frightful,  satyr-like  sensuality  upon  the  face  of  any 
human  being  Claude  had  never  seen.  The  low  forehead— the  thick  lips— the 
strange,  rolling  eyes,  and  the  general  expression  of  the  priest's  face,  were  those 
that  are  given  in  some  of  the  paintings  of  the  old  masters  to  the  grinning 
heads  that  are  represented  peepmg  through  clefts  of  trees,  or  peering  down  far 
amid  masses  of  luxuriant  foliage  at  some  nvmph  reposing,  and  seeking  a  bath 
in  some  refreshing  stream  in  the  depths  of  a  forest. 

Claude  Duval  shuddered  to  look  at  the  man,  who,  by  the  ignorant  and  the 
bigotted,  was,  no  doubt,  esteemed  quite  a  holy  person. 

But  here  we  would  not  h&^  our  readers  mistake  us,  and  suppose  that  in 
recording  the  fact  that  Father  Garve}^  who  lived  some  hundred  years  ago, 
was  a  real  type  of  the  Catholic  priesthood.  On  the  contrary,  we  believe,  and  we 
know  that  there  are  many  highly  intellectual  and  excellent  men  belonging  to  that 
fraternity  ;  but  what  we  do  mean  to  show  is,  that  the  conventual  system  per- 
mitted the  existence  of  such  men  as  the  confessor,  and  of  such  woman  as  the 
abbess. 

Having  satisfied  himself  that,  beyond  the  sound  of  the  rain  upon  the  roof  of 
the  chapel,  all  was  still,  the  confessor  turned  again,  and  taking  the  lamp  off"  the 
bracket,  he  descended  a  few  steps  further,  so  as  to  be  clear  of  the  door,  and  then 
closed  it, 

A  double  darkness  seemed  to  fall  upon  the  chapel. 

This  was^a  state  of  things,  of  course,  which  was  not  at  all  calculated  to  frus- 
trate Duvars  views,  so  he  at  once  stepped  forward  and  felt  for  the  keyhole  of  the 
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little  itoa  door.     For  a  few  moments  he  was  rather  puzzled  to  find  it,  as  a  loose     {J 
;  piece  of  ornamental  iron  hung  over  it ;  but  as  he  felt  that  yield  to  his  touch,  he 
1    guessed  at  once  that  it  was  only  a  shield  to  the  key-hole,  and  in  another  moment 
1    he  was  carefully  trying  the  key  that  the   lady   abbess  had  given  him  in  the 

lock. 

A  pang  of*disappointment  came  across  the  mind  of  Claude,  as  he  found  that 
I  the  key,  Instead  of  opening  the  door  for  him,  turned  round  and  round  in  the 
I  lock  without  exercising  the  slightest  influeocs  on  it.  At  the  moment,  he  forgot 
I  that  it  was  a  master-key  that  he  had  with  a  set  of  wards  at  each  end  ol  it ;  but 
!    it  was  only  for  a  moment  that  this  lapse  of  memory  took  place,  and  thee  he 

rapidly  turned  the  key. 
!       The  lock  yielded  in  a  moment,  and  the  little  iron  door  opened. 
'  •    Claude  Duval  now  felt  all  the  necessity  of  caution  for  more  reasons  than  one. 
In  the  first  place,  Father  Garvey  was,  no  doubt,   perfectly  acquainted  with  all 
tne  intricacies  of  that  underground  portion  of  the  convent ;  and   so,  if  he   had 
any  suspicions  that  he  was  watched,  might  easily  elude  him,  Claude. 
i       in  the  second  place,  if  he  were  only  once  to  discover  that  his  visit  to  Alicia 
i!   was  found  out  by  the  man  whom  he  believed   to  be   his  enemy,  there   was  no 
I    knowing  but  he   might    take    tha   life  of  the   innocent  young  girl  to  avenge 
himself. 

For  these  reasons,  Claude  Duval  was  as  cautious  as  it  was  possible  for  any 
human  being  to  be,  as  he  proceeded  upon  the  ticklish  and  somewhat  perilous 
adventure. 

Even  as  Father  Garvey  had  projected  his  head  from  the  narrow  passage  on 
the  other  side  of  the  secret  door  to  listen  in  the  chapel,   so   did   Claude   Duyal 
project  his  head  from  the  chapel  to  listen  in  the  secret  passage. 
All  was  still.  J   1    . 

A  new  dread,  however,  soon  came  over  the  heart  of  Claude  Duyal,  and  that 
Tvas,  the  possibility  that,  while  he  was  being  so  over«cautious  in  listening  that 
the  priest  did  not  suspect  his  presence,  he,  Garvey,  might  reach  the  victim  of 
the  persecutions  of  the  content,  and  torment  her  with  his  insolent  addresses, 
without  he,  Claude,  being  able,  amid  the  intricacies  of  the  place,  to  find  the 

No  sooner  did  this  notion  find  a  home  in  the  heart  of  Duval,  than  he  harried 
forward  at  once  after  the  confessor. 

Two  steps  from  the  entrance  to  that  mysterious  region  there  commenced  a 
flight  of  stairs—so  narrow  and  so  steep  were  those  stairs,  that  only  one  person 
could  descend  with  anything  like  ease  at  a  time,  and  that  one  required  to  be 
specially  careful  how  he  went  on  lest  he  should  slip  from  the  narrow  step  he  trod 
upon,  in  which  case,  the  probability  of  his  falling  all  the  way  was  very  strong, 

indeed.  .      1,1, 

Claude  was  very  careful ;  but  he  had  the  disadvantage  of  being  m  the  dark, 
so  that  be  shuddered  with  a  strange  sort  of  dread  as  he  went  step  by  step  down 
there,  as  it  were,  into  the  bowels  of  the  earth,  and  still  found  no  termination  to 

the  steps.  ^        ^t.    *. 

He  regretted  much  that  he  had  not  begun  to  count  the  steps  from  the  top ; 
but  now  it  was  too  late  to  do  so,  and  the  idea  of  going  back  for  such  an  object 
as  that  was  not  to  be  thought  of.  ^^    ^        ^  1      «. 

Down,  still  down  went  Duval,  till  he  made  sure  that  some  fifty  feet  at  least 
liad  been  descended  from  the  level  of  the  chapel  floor,  and  then  he  felt  that  he 
was  no  longer  on  the  stone  steps  that  he  had  wished  so  devoutly  at  an  end. 

He  drew  a  long  breath  of  relief.  ,    ,   ,     *    t    fi-u* 

^  **  At  last,"  he  whispered  to  himself—"  at  last  I  have  reached  the  foot  of  tUii 
staircase  ;  but  where  is  the  confessor?'' 

That  was,  indeed,  a  question,  for  the  place  in  which  Claude  Duval  now  found 
himself  was  profoundly  dark,  and  no  confessor  was  to  be  found  at  hand. 

The  floor  was  evidently  of  earth  merely.  No  doubt  it  was  hammered  down  hara 

P ,  -.-__- -, 
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and  fiat ;  but  still  it  was  on'y  earth.  The  air  was  very  cold,  erd  at  the  same  time  | 
there  was  a  siranga  sickly  odour  about  it  that  laid  hold  of  the  sens2i  of  Duval,  i 
and  seemed  to  deprive  him  of  one  halfisis  strength. 

"If^one  should  chance  now/'  le  thougbf,  "to  faij;t  in  such  a  place  as  this, 
there  would  be  no  further  hope,  Death  would  be  certain.  I  must  uot  think  of 
such  horrors."  j 

By  ao  effort  Claade  shook   off  the  strange  feelings  that  were  crowding  about  . 
his  heart,  and  he  lisleoed  intent  y. 
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CHAPTER  CCCLIII. 

THE  H0ER0R3    OT  THB    CONVENT   VAULTS   TRANSCEXD    CLAUDE's    IMAGINATION. 

As  Claude  Duval,  in  a  crouching  attitude  at  the  foot  ot  the  long  dreary  stairs, 
listened  for  any  sound  that  might  enable  him  to  guess  ihe  whereabouts  of  tne 
priest,  he  suddenly  heard  a  pattering  kind  of  noise. 

At  first  he  could  not  make  out  what  it  could  mean  ;  but  as  he  listened  he  felt 
convinced  that  it  -was  the  fall  of  water  from  some  great  height  in  drops  into 
some  pool  that  it  had  formed. 

I  That  afforded  him  no  indication  of  the  way  which  the  confessor  had  taken, 
and  he  was  about,  with  the  hope  that  chance  might  direct  him,  to  proceed 
cautiously  forward,  when  there  came  a  rushing  sound,  and  he  felt  something 
pass  over  his  feet. 

Some  unmistakable  squeaks  from  rats  engaged  in  a  fight  with  each  other 
convinced  him  that  what  the  abbess  had  said  of  the  reptile  inhabitants  of  that 
region  was  by  no  means  an  overdrawn  picture. 

And  yet,  much  as  Duval  detested  those  creatures  about  him,  he  felt  it  almost 
a  relief,  amid  the  stern  solitude  of  that  place,  to  find  aught  in  the  shape  of  life 
there. 

"  I  will  proceed, ''  he  said  to  himself.  "  Surely  I  shall  hear  something  of  the  I 
confessor.     This  place  cannot  be  so  very  large."  j 

At  that  moment  there  came  a  dim  flash  of  light  on  the  scene,  and  from  a  lon^  \ 
vaulted  passage  to  the  left  of  where  he  stood,  Claude  heard  the  sound  of  hasty  / 
footsteps.  ! 

The  light  increased  each  moment  in  power. 

That  th'is  was  Father  Garvej^  for  some  reason  or  another,  on  his  return  to  that  ! 
spot,  Duval  could  not  for  a  moment  doubt ;  and  as  he  did  not  wish  just  then  to  | 
encounter  the  priest,  he  glanced  around  him  for  some  place  of  shelter  [ 

The  vaulted  passage  along  which  the  confessor  was  coming,  went  past  the  end 
of  the  staircase,  and  so  right  on  into  an  obscurity  which  Claude  could  nor 
penetrate  with  his  eyes. 

Upon  rather  the  impulse  of  the  moment,  than  from  any  reflection  that  that 
would  be  the  best  thing  he  could  do,  Claude  ran  down  the.  darkest  portion  of  the 
passage,  and  finding  that  there  were  small  gothic  doors  upon  each  side,  he  pushed 
at  one  of  them. 

The  door  gave  way,  and  Duval  fell  headlong  down  a  height  of  about  three  feet, 
on  to  what  felt  like  damp  straw. 

Eearful  that  the  noise  of  his  fall  might  alarm  the  confessor,  Duval  would  not 
move,  but  he  listened  with  all  the  intensity  in  his  power  for  any  sound  that 
might  enlighten  hira  as  to  the  state  of  affairs  in  the  passage  he  had  leTt. 

The  gothic  door  that  Duval  had  pushed  open,  and  then  fallen  through,  was  not 
above  twenty  paces  from  the  foot  of  the-  stairs,  so  that  when  the  confessor  passed 
at  that  lat'er  point  with  his  light,  a  faint  ray  or  two  of  it  found  its  way  to  where 
Claude  lay. 

By  that  faint  ray,  he  could  jast  see  that  he  was  in  a  little   vaulted  apartment 
about  twelve  feet  square,  and  that  there  was  a  wide  bench  in  one  corner  on  which 
was  starijding  a  jug.  and  a  piece  of  stale  bread  ;  the  floor  was  covered  with  straw 
in  a  very  scanty  manner;  the  place  had  evidently  been  used  as  a  prison  for  s-'me 
unfortunate.  The  confessor  either  heaid,  or  fancied  he  heard  some  noise,  and  pro- 
ceeded cautiously  to  look  all  around  him,  holding  the  lamp  in  his  hand  above  his  j 
I  head,    and  endeavouring  to  pierce    the  gloom   that  reigned  in.  that  place.     He 
approached  the  passage  which  Claude  had  just  traversed,  and  began  to  exam'ne 
the  cells  in  a  very  cautious  manner,  and  if  he  had  continued  his  search  as  he  began 
lit,  without  doubt  he  must  have  found  Duval;  but   he  did  not. 
I      "I  certainly  heard  the  noise  ot   something  like   a  heavy   body  falling;  but 
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perhaps  it  was  some  of  the  old  plaster  giving  way.    I  do  not  like  searching 
these  vaults,"  he  said. 

As  he  spoke,  he  turned  slowly  round;  and  Claude  saw,  or  fancied  that  he  saw 
liim  tremble  as  he  did  so, 

**  The  fellow  is  a  coward,  after  all,"  thought  Duval. 

*'  I  am  certain  I  heard  some  sound  from  here,"  added  the  priest ;  '^  and  yet, 
what  or  who  could  it  possibly  be  ?  Not  the  abbess,  surely  ?  and  she  and  I  only 
couM  visit  these  places  at  such  an  hour  as  this." 

With  a  wild  rush,  a  whole  legion  of  large  grey  rats  now  darted  past  the  con- 
fessor, and  fled  screeching  and  squalling  along  another  passage  to  the  right. 

"  Curses  on  the  vermin  !"  be  said.  "  So  it  was  the  rats,  after  all,  that  once 
more  have  filled  me  with  fears  in  this  plaoe  ?  If  I  came  oftcncr,  wKich,  Lhank 
the  fates,  1  do  not,  I  suppose  I  should  get  a  little  used  to  them.  Confound  them  ! 
Well,  well,  it  was  better  to  come  back  and  know  what  it  really  was  before  I  went 
to  the  cell  of  Alicia." 

With  these  words,  the  confessor  slowly  moved  towards  the  direction  from 
^vhence  he  came. 

As  he  went,  Duval  could  stilfhear  him,  amid  the  intense  silence  of  that  place, 
muttering  to  himself—- 

'*  Yes  ;  she  shall  be  mine — mine  only !  We  never  yet  had  in  our  p")^'  'T"^ 
these  walls  any  one  to  be  compared  to  her  in  beanf-  ''  "  — ""^J-iul-wonder. 
ful  !"     . 

Claude  scrar^^-^~"*  ^^^  °^  ^^^  dungeon,  the  floor  of  which  was  so  much  lower 
tbe»»  *'*c  passage  which  led  to  it. 

"Is  it  wonderful  ?"  he  said  to  himself.  "  I  will  let  you  find  out  that  there  is 
something  more  wonderful,  still,  in  the  whole  proceeding  than  the  beauty  of 
Alicia.  1  feel  quite  obliged  to  the  rats  for  making  disturbance  enough  to  bring 
the  holy  father  back  again  to  this  spot,  for  now  I  can  with  ease  follow  him." 

Nothing  could  be  easier,  now,  guided  by  the  light  that  Father  Garvey  carried, 
for  Claude  Duval  to  follow  him  along  the  narrow  passage  he  was  pursuing. 

It  was  astonishing  now  with  what  complete  security  the  confessor  seemed  to 
proceed.  The  discovery  that  it  was  the  rats  that  had  made  all  the  noise  appeared 
50  completely  to  satisfy  him,  that  it  is  doubtful  if  anything  but  a  human  voice 
would  now  have  had  the  effect  of  inducing  him  to  turn  his  head. 

This  was  all,  so  far,  in  Claude's  favour. 

The  passage  was  about  sixty  feet  in  length,  and  then  it  suddenly  widened  out 
into  a  large  gloomy  looking  vaulted  apartment,  which  was  some  thirty  or  forty 
feet  across  it  in  one  direction,  that  is  to  say,  opposite  to  the  end  of  the  passage, 
while  right  and  left  it  was  quite  lost  in  the  darkness,  so  wide  was  it  in  both  of 
those  directions. 

The  confessor  paused. 

Claude  Duval  now  hoped  that  his  perseverance  In  following  Father  Garvey 
would  be  crowned  with  success,  for  it  was  evident  the  priest  was  near  to  the 
cell  he  meant  to  visif. 

Turning  round  slowly  the  confessor  held  up  the  light,  and  took  a  keen  glance 
around  him.     Then  he  muttered — 

i'  So  !  this  is  the  place  that  they  all  shudder  at,  and  pretend  is  haunted— 
haunted  with  the  spirits  of  the  nuns  and  tTe  novices  who  have  here  come  by 
death,  and  of  tl:e  children  who  have  perisl.eJ  in  the  Well,  Haunted  !  Ha!  I 
fear  not  these  idle  tales  of  superstition,  not  I.'* 

A  deep  groan  sounded  audibly  from  out  of  the  intense  darkness ;  but  whether 
it  came  from  the  right  or  from  the  left  Duval  could  not  say.  | 

The  confessor  appeared  to  be  equally  unable  to  fix  the  locality  of  the  sound, 
for  he  looked  about  him  rather  wildly,  and  then  uttered  a  cry  of  terror  as  he 
sunk  almost  to  the  damp  floor,  and  trembled  excessively. 

"  Serves  you  right,"  thought  Duval.  "  Ihe  more  frightened  such  a  rascal 
as  you  are  the  better." 
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"What  was   it?-what  was  it  ?"    said  the   confessor  in  a  thick  and  husky 
whisper.     "  I  thought  I  heard  a  something.     Oh,  what  was  it  V 

All  was  still  again  as  the  grave.  ....  .i,        * 

*'No— no!"    he   added,    "it   was  only  imagination,    or  the  rats   again— 
ves  the  rats  a<^ain.     Ob,  fool— fool  that  i  am  to  allow  myself  to  be  thus  played    ' 
upon  by  my  over-acute  seuses.     It  is  nothing— oh,  it  is  nothing !' 

He  rose  to  his  feet  again,   and  looked  rather  anxiously  at  the  lamp,  which    | 
was  burning  but  dimly.  r   r.    i  t    ' 

<'It  is  the  bad  air  here,''  he  muttered,  "that  affects  the  flame  of  the  lamp.  1 
will  <^o  to  the  cell  of  Alicia  at  once.  I  must  take  her  out  of  this  place,  ior  it  is 
paying  too  dear  a  pi  ice  even  for  her  sweet  society  to  visit  her  here.   . 

Aeaiu  the  dismal  groan  came  upon  the  dusky  air.  1,1  ■, 

The  confessor  did  not  utter  any  cry  this  time  ;  but  he  shrunk  back,  and 
Claude  could  see  his  eyes  glaring  into  the  obscurity  far  away  to  the  right  of 

where  he  stood.  ,         -         ,,       -t  i 

«  The  well— the  well !"  he  said.    "  Surely  it  comes  from  the  well.     No— no  ! 

Death  only  is  there.    This  place  should  be  still  as  death,  for  what  is  it  but  one 

great  grave  ?"  ,,■,'-,  ^-i.  ■ 

T.-'^.-^h  a  shuddering  horror  the  priest  now  looked  about  hira,  and  then  passing 
his  disen^g-^.-.  .      .°  l^ig  ^         he  muttered- 

<•  Let  me  think— oh,  ftc  ..,,-  .,  .^,.  ^^,^^  ^^y^^^  inhabitant  of  this  gloomy 
region  is  there  beside  Ahcia  ? 

After  a  few  moments'  thought  he  exclaimed — 

"  Oh,  fool  that  I  am  to  forget  !  the  young  girl  from  Ostend  is  here,  to  v» 
sure — she  who  would  not  consent  to  receive  the  fond  embraces  of  the  Prior  of  St. 
Mary's.  Ah,  yes,  how  could  I  forget !  She  is  but  a  child,  too,  to  utter  such  groans 
as  that.     Her  cell  is  yonder,  and  she  is  left  to  perish,  I  suppose." 

The  confessor  seemed  now,  as  he  looked  in  the  direction  of  the  cell  he  men- 
tioned,.to  be  consulting  a  little,  but  the  result  was  what  might  have  been  expected, 
for  with  a  toss  of  his  head,  he  said,  suddenly — 

**  Well,  let  her  perish  ;  Alicia  engages  my  attention  now  ;  and,  besides,  there  is 
no  comparison  between  then,  and  there  would  be  just  as  much  trouble  with  one 
of  them  as  with  the  other," 

With  this  speech  the  pious  man  strode  onwards  down  towards  the  deep  gloom 
that  lay  to  the  left  of  where  he  had  been  standing  and  looking  about  him. 

*•  You  scoundrel,"  thought  Duval,  "  I  will  follow  you  now  for  the  sake  of 
Alicia;  but  I  am  glad  you  have  given  me  information  that  there  is  another  victim 
in  this  place,  for  before  I  leave  it  I  will  rescue  her  likewise." 

Never  had  Claude  Duval  felt  greater  satisfaction  at  the  prospect  of  the  good  that 
he  might  do  in  the  carrying  out  of  any  of  his  adventures  than  he  did  now  at 
the  idea  that  by  coming  to  the  convent  to  save  Alicia  he  might  be  the  means  cf 
likewise  snatching  another  human  being  from  the  terrible  fate  that  awaited  her. 

Follpwing  the  confessor,  now,  rightly  but  silently,  and  being  himself  in  the 
deep  shadow  of  the  place,  while  Father  Garvey  was  plainly  visible  by  the  lamp 
that  he  carried,  Claude  saw  him  at  length  pause  at  a  portion  of  the  wall  of  the 
open  space. 

That  open  space,  to  which  the  narrow  vaulted  passage  had  led,  deserves 
something  like  a  description. 

*  Imagine  a  space  of  about  thirty  feet  in  one  direction  and  in  the  other  of  more 
than  a  hundred.  The  floor  is  partly  earth,  beaten  very  hard,  and  partly  covered 
with  flat  red  tiles.  The  roof  is  somewhere  about  twenty-five  feet  in  height.  In 
fact,  this  place  was  as,  nearly  as  possible  under  the  floor  of  the  chapel. 

Around  the  walls  appeared  at  intervals  low  arched  gothic  doors,  and  it  was  U> 
one  of  these  that  the  confessor  now  directed  his  attention;  and,  no  doubt,  there 
•was  the  cell  of  Alicia. 

The  heart  of  Claude  beat  rapidly. 

'*  Now,"  he  thought,  *'I  shall  indeed,  knowing  where  this  fair  young  creature 


turn  , he  key,  since  it  required  rhei;r';;gTorbXhirh°and-n°rt°:;' 
.  1  hen  ,t  was  evident  he  was  very  car'rul   les'  hi  s^mnM  i%    fl  '"■      • 
tions,  aDd  break  the  Icev  in  the  \JkZ    hl't'?,         ^^o^.d  defeat  h.s  own  inten- 

pense  both  to  bin,  and  Ic^JrDaval  before  4?  wk'^'^^  """'■''^  "'  -- 
rust,  wards  of  ti.  iock,  as  the,  ,ieUed  to'tlo'Z  'j^^.  fT^:::;:!^!:^. 

He  stooped  and  picked  up  the  lamp  from  ths  floor  before  ne  openea  me  aoor  ! 
of  the  cell,  and  then,  with  his  right  hand  he  opened  it  wide,  and  holding  up  the  P 
lamp,  he  cried — 

♦•  Girl  !  girl  !     Are  you  here  ?     Speak  !" 

"  Mercy  !"  cried  a  faint  voice. 

"  Good/'  said  the  confessor,  *•  good,"  and  he  at  once  crossed  theUireshold  of 
the  tell. 


CHAPTER  CCCLIV. 

FATHER    GARVEY    FINDS    AFFAIRS    ANYTHING    CUT  PLEASAN^T. 

In  one  moment,  Claude  Duval  was  at  the  door  of  the  cell  into  which  Father 
Garvey  had  stepped,  with  such  a  feeling  in  his  mind  of  perfect  security  from  all 
interception. 

The  Quoc  had  partially  closed  after  the  priest,  so  that  it  only  remained  open 
about  six  inches,  but  that  was  a' I  the  better  for  Daval,  as  in  the  darkness  he 
c.)uld  stand  close  to  it  and  look  iato  the  eel!,  without  much  chance  of  being  seen 
by  the  confessor. 

And  after  ail,  now,  Duval  did  not  a  great  deal  care  whether  he  was  seen  or  not, 
for  he  had  accomplished  the  principal  object  of  his  visit  to  that  underground  region 
io  finding  out  where  Alicia  was  imprisoned,  and  beyond  a  litLb  curiosity  to 
know  what  the  holy  father  might  want  [to  say  to  Al'cia,  he  had  nothing  to  do 
now  but  to  lay  ho  d  of  him,  and  dispose  of  him,  not  as  the  lady  abbess  had  in- 
tended, but  in  some  way  that  would  at  all  events  keep  him  out  of  harm's- way  for 
a  time. 

The  cell  in  almost  every  respect  was  like  ths  ether  one  in  which  Claude  had 
bef  n.     Tf  possible,  it  was  a  trifla  smaller,  and  the  roof  was  a  little  lower. 

The  lamp  that  the  priest  carried  was  ample  light  for  such  a  small  place,  so 
that  eve'ythmg  in  it  was  as  clearly  visible  as  possible,  so  that  Duval  had  no 
difficulty  whatever  in  beiog  a  spectator  of  all  that  occurred. 

Uh,  liow  little  did  the  terrified  and  agonized  Alicia  dreara  that  almost 
within  arm's  length  of  her  was  such  a  protector  as  Claude  Duval! 

In  the  farther  corner  of  the  cell  there  was  Alicia — pale  as  death  itself,  and  half 
reposing  upon  some  straw  ihat  was  on  the  floor.  The  beautiful  young  creature 
heid  out  both  her  hands  as  though  their  weak  force  would  be  sufficient  to  keep 
from  her  the  confessor,  and  there  was  upon  her  face  an  expression  of  the  most 
terrible  diead. 

The  priest  looked  at  her  in  silence  for  some  moment',  and  then  in  a  thick, 
husky  voice,  lie  said — 

*•  Girl  !  why  do  you  regard  me  with  such  looks  V* 

"  Oil  !  have  mercy  \" 

"  Mercy  {  \\  hat  have  I  done  that  yoa  should  doabt  my  mercy  ?  Why  am 
I  here  ?     Of  course  I  come  to  save  you." 

*'  To  save  me  ?" 

•'  Most  assuredly.     Do  you  think  that  I  could,  by  any  possibility,  permit  the 
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^^fJ^dTnTt'S^rsLfd  you,"  said  Alicia     V^^  VO-  words  arenot  a  .ockery 
_if  you  comprehend  them  in  the  same  sense  that  1  do,  >  oa  wiu 
from  this  dreadful  place."^ 

«' Well,  and  why  notr  ^^ 

«'  Can  I  hope  so  much  r" 
-  :}^^'r^^^^:rtlnieei.  you  have  repented  of  the  past  and   will 

*'  Tell  me  exactly  what  you  wish." 

"  Only  liberty.  All  I  wish  is  that  you  would  let  me  leave  the  convent.  '  Give 
me  leave  to  feel  that  I  am  free,  and  I  will  then  find  some  one  to  befriend  me. 
Place  me  in  any  street  in  London  that  you  like,  and  leave  me  to  my  own  fortunes," 

'*  Indeed  !   Perhaps  you  would  change  your  religion  V* 

'*  Religion  ?     Is  it  for  you  to  talk  of  religion  ?" 

**  Certainly.  I  am  a  priest — but,  at  the  same  time,  I  am  a  man.  Do  you 
think  that  because  I  am  a  priest  I  have  neither  eyes  nor  other  senses  ?  Do  you 
think  that  because  I  am  a  priest  I  do  not  see  that  you  arc  beautiful,  Alicia?" 

"  Then — then — "  again  she  moaned—*'  oh,  is  this  keeping  your  promise  to  set 
me  free  ?     No — no,  it  is  the  old  talk." 

*'  Silence  !  girl.  I  will  set  you  (ree  unknown  to  the  abbess — likewise  to  all  in 
the  convent.  I  came  here  for  that  very  purpose.  You  shall  find  that  there  is 
one,  at  least,  who  will  not  let  you  pine  in  such  a  place  as  this." 

Alicia  only  looked  at  him  now,  but  she  made  no  reply  to  him.  She  had  too 
good  reason  to  doubt  the  sincerity  of  his  statements. 

"Listen,"  he  continued.  "I  intend,  by  the  power  that  a  full  and  co^F^cte 
knowledge  of  this  place,  and  the  possession  of  a  key  which  will  opcu  all  its  seve- 
ral doors,  give  me,  to  take  you  out  of  the  convent  befoie  day  dawns.' 

"Can  this  be  possible  ?'* 

*'  Yes,  upon  conditions/' 

*'  Conditions  ? — Oh,  what  conditions  '?'* 

"  You  shall  hear.  They  are  not  hard  ones— on  the  contrary,  they  are  such  as 
ought  to  present  themselves  to  you  in  the  most  delightful  and  glowing  colours." 

*'  I  will  listen,"  said  Alicia,  sadly. 

"  For  some  time  past,"  said  the  confessor,  *'  I  have  been  tired  of  ray  residence 
in  England,  and  1  have  sent  letters  to  Rome  to  get  myself  removed  to  some  other 
country.  They  have  been  answered  to  the  effect,  that  if  I  so  liked,  I  might  take 
up  my  residence  at  Lisbon.  You,  no  doubt,  are  well  aware  that  that  city  abounds 
in  all  that  can  delight  the  senses.  The  climate  is  beautiful — the  wines  are  charm- 
ing—the women  !  — Hem  !  I  don't  mean  that;  but  I  mean  to  say  that  a  residence 
in  Lisbon  will  be  a  very  agreeable  change/' 

"Go,  then,"  said  Alicia  ;  "  and  lake  my  prayers  with  you,  if  you  release  me 
before  your  departure  fiom  this  place." 

"That  1  mean  to  do;  for  upon  your  release  will  depend  my  departure  alto- 
gether." 

"  I  do  not  understand  you." 

"Fair  girl,  I  make  you  the  offer  of  being  the  companion  of  ray  flight  to  Lisbon. 
When  there,  1  will  introduce  you  as  my  niece.  Most  priests  have  a  niece  ;  and 
nobody  is  so  ill-mannered  as  to  make  any  further  inquiries  about  such  a  person- 
age. Your  life  will  glide  away  in  tranquillity  ana  pleasure.  What  say  you  ?  Is 
the  condition  a  hard  one  ?'* 

•*  It  is  such  a  one  that  I  cannot  express  my  indignation  at.  I  prefer  death  to 
such  degradation." 

*•  Indeed?" 

*'  Oh,  yes  ;  and  I  now  only  pray  that  Heaven  will  take  me  to  itself,  and  save 
me  further  suffering."  ^^ 

*'  Rash  girl,  you  know  not  what  you  say.    Beware !— oh,  beware  V 
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**0f  what?  I  have  nothing  to  bevva'-e  of  but  the  wild  anger  of  the  abbess, 
"who  so  transgresses  the  commands  of  that  Heaven  she  aflfects  to  serve,  as  to  per* 
secute  where  she  should  protect." 

••  It  is  not  of  the  abbess  that  I  bid  you  beware.'* 

"  Of  whom,  then  ?" 

*'  Of  me.     I  am  all-powerful !     I  tell  you,  girl,  you  are  at  my  mercy." 

"  Your  mercy  ?  That  is  a  quality  you  do  not  possess;  so  it  cannot  come  into 
question." 

"Very  good/*  said  (he  priest.    "Then  you  consent,  of  course?'* 

"Never!" 

**  Pho  !  pho  !  You  see,  girl,  that  1  am  not  at  all  angry  at  this  little  coquetry 
on  your  part,  for  it  only  adds  a  zest  to  beauty,  as  sauce  does  to  some  delicate 
dish.  1  will  just  tell  you,  though,  what  would  be  your  fate  if  I  were  not  to  save 
you  frem  it." 

"  I  know  it.'* 

"  Oh,  no,  you  don't.  Did  you  never  hear  of  the  well  ? — the  convent  well,  I 
mean  ?'' 

I      Alicia  shuddered.     She  had,  indeed,  heard  of  the  well,  for  the  old  nuns  had 
threatened  her  with  death  by  being  cast  down  it  frequently  upon  fioding  that 
she  was  not  willing  to  consent  to  what  the  superior  desired  of  her. 
]      *•  You  need  not  answer  me,"  said  the  priest,      *' I  can  see  that  you  have 
heard  of  it.'* 

j  *•  If  death  is  to  be  my  fate,"  said  Alicia,  claspmg  her  hands  and  looking 
upward,  *'  it  is  easier  and  better  than  the  degradation  to  which  you  would  coQ- 
SJgn  roe.'* 

'*  Stop  a  bit ;  you  reckon  too  quickly.  The  abbess,  before  you  were  con- 
signed to  the  w^ell,  would  amuse  herself  by  submitting  to  you  such  punishments 
that  you  would  wish  for  any  death  to  escape  from  them  ;  and,  besides,  I  would 
ask  you  what  is  to  hinder  me  from  by  force  achieving  that  result  which  you  will 
not  from  love  accord  to  me  ?'* 

**0h,  Heaven  send  me  succour  now !" 

"Heaven?  Stuff!  Do  you  fancy  that  the  age  of  miracles,  if  there  ever  wa? 
one,  is  to  be  restored  specially  upon  your  account  ?  Why,  you  must  be  mad, 
girl.*' 

"  Still  I  have  a  hope  that,  as  Heaven  looks  down  into  this  dreary  cell,  and 
sees  the  danger  that  I  am  in,  something  will  yet  happen  to  aid  me— yes,  to 
deliver  me.'* 

"Despair  of  any  such  circumstance;  you  are  here  wholly  and  entirely  in 
my  power.  Your  cries— your  shrieks  would  not  be  heard  here  ;  or  if  they  did 
faintly  reach  the  ears  of  some  shrinking  nun,  she  would  but  cross  herself,  and 
"With  a  prayer  to  the  Virgin  compose  herself  to  rest  again,'* 

**Is  there  no  humanity  in  this  place  ?" 

"  No  ;  but  there  is  plenty  of  piety.** 

Alicia  sobbed,  and  wrung  her  hands; 

"  Girl,"  added  the  confessor,  "  I  begin  to  perceive  that  you  are  now  awakening 
to  the  hopeless  character  of  your  position.  Surely  it  is  better  to  be  friends  than 
foes  with  me.  Come,  let  me  clasp  your  wondrous  beauty  in  these  arms.  1 
want  you  to  rain  soft  kisses  upon  my  lips — I  want  to  hear  you  tell  me 
that  you  love  me;  and  you  shall  do  so.  Resistance  is  all  in  vain.  You 
may  shriek — howl — pray,  or  rave  as  you  please,  but  still  you  are  mine,  and  mine 
only.     Ha  !  ha !     You  are  weak,  and  I  am  strong." 

"  Help  !"  shrieked  Alicia. 

**  If  you  please,  sir,'*  said  Claude  Duval,  as  he  stepped  into  the  cell  and  placed 
his  hand  on  the  shoulder  of  the  confessor — "if  you  please,  sir,  I  beg  to  object 
'I  to  this  little  proceeding." 

Had  a  thunderbolt  suddenly  fallen  to  h's  feet,  the  confessor  could  not  possibly 
have  been  more  thoroughly  confounded  than  he  was   at  this  most  unlooked-for 
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interraptian.     It  so  staggered  him,  that  after  oae  crj^  of  surprise  and  fear,  he 
stood  like  a  raaa  turned  to  stone  for  a  few  moments. 

Trie  hand  of  Claude  Duval  was  still  upon  his  shoulder,  and  with  a  calra,  keen 
look,  he  looked  into  the  face  of  the  audacious  priest. 

Poor  Alicia,  who  had  really  thought  that  her  last  hour  had  come,  for  to  out- 
live disgrace  was  a  thouorht  she  could  tiot  for  one  moment  entertain,  still  ra- 
mained  upon  her  knees  in  the  corner  of  the  ceil,  and  with  her  arms  uplifted  to 
Heaven,  appeared  to  implore  that  divine  mercy,  which  alone  could  save  her. 

Alicia,  no  doubt,  at  this  moment,  could  not  conceive  that  the  lawyer,  aad 
friend  of  the  lady  abbess,  as  she  thought  Claude  Duval  to  be,  could  possibly 
come  there  as  her  champion.  It  rather  appeared  to  her  at  that  momeat  that 
his  appearance  was  part  of  the  plot  ajainst  her  peace. 

This  state  of  quiet  into  which  the  confessor  was  thrown,  was  not  likely  to  last 
very  lon^.     It  was  but  the  colna  whicii  is  too  often  a  prelude  to  a  storm. 


CHAPTEH  CCCLV. 

CLAUDE   BUVAL  VISITS    HIS     FRIEXD3.    A?fD     ARRANGSS     A     PLAN     OP 

PROCEEDINGS. 

If  anything,  as  a  mental  faculty  and  exercise,  is  paid  more  attention  to  than 
another  with  the  Catholic  priesthood,  it  certainly  is  that  presence  of  mind  which, 
however  estimable  a  quality  it  may  be  in  some  situations,  may  in  others  be 
denominated  nothing  but  brazen  impudence. 

The  holy  Father  Garvey  had  not  had  that  essential  portion  of  his  education 
neglected.  He  was  a  Jesuit!  That,  we  opine,  is  sufficient  evideaca  of  the 
fact. 

But  the  circumstances  into  which  the  holy  man  of  God  was  now  thrown,  were 
quite  perilous.  If  the  affair  had  been  one  of  an  ordinary  character,  he  might 
have  preserved  his  equanimity  ;  but  it  will  be  borne  in  mind,  that  his  passions 
were  concerned  in  the  matter  at  present  on  the  tapis,  so  nature  get  the  better 
of  t'le  force  of  education  and  culture,  and  with  a  howl  of  rage,  Father  Garvey 
awoke  from  the  sort  of  trance  that  had  come  over  him,  and  tuined  upon  his 
assailant. 

"  Wretch  !  Villain  I"  he  cried.  *'  What  do  you  here  ?  But  why  do  I  ask  ?— 
why  need  I  ask  ?    This  shall  suffice." 

As  he  spoke,  he  drew  from  some  sheath  that  held  it  elevated,  so  that  the  han- 
dle was  towards  his  hand,  a  dagger  of  about  eight  inches  in  length.  It  was,  in 
truth,  E,  most  murderous  and  formidable  looking  weapon. 

Making  a  srrange  circular  movement  with  it  round  his  head  to  give  force  to 
the  blow,  he  aimed  it  at  the  neck  of  Claude  Duval,  with  the  full  intention  of 
despatching  him. 

It  was  well  for  Claude  that  he  was  quick  of  eye  and  agile  of  limb,  or  he  might 
there  and  then  have  fallen  beneath  the  steel  of  the  murderous  priest.  As  it  was, 
he,  with  an  agility  and  precision  that  few  men  could  have  compassed,  caught  the 
descending  arm  of  the  confessor  by  the  wrisc  and  gave  it  such  a  wrench,  that, 
with  a  yell  of  pain,  the  would-be  assassin  dropped  the  dagger  to  the  floor  of  the. 
cell. 

"  Be  careful,*  said  Duval.  "  Another  such  attempt  will  cost  you  your  life. 
Do  you  understand  me?'* 

As  he  spoke,  Claude  took  from  his  pocket  with  his  disengaged  hand  a  pistol,  and 
quite  heedless  of  the  confusion  he  created  among  the  teeth  of  the  confessor,  he 
dashed  the  barrel  right  into  his  mouth,  and  held  it  there. 

"  One  touch,"  added  Claude  with  the  same  i-nperturbable  calmness  with  which 
he  had  spoken  all  along — "  one  touch  to  the  trigger  of  this  pistol,  and  your  brains 
are  scattered  on  yonder  wall.     How  do  you  like  the  prospect  T' 
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"M  urJerl" 

*'  Oh,  no,  it  would  not  amount  to  murder.  If  ever  in  this  world  there  could 
be  a  justifiable  homicide,  this  might  be  called  such." 

"Mercy!" 

"  Hold,  Sir  Priest !  How  dare  you,  who  knows  no  touch  of  such  a  god-like 
quality,  ask  for  mercy  ?" 

The  confessor  was  silent  ;  but  a  fit  of  trerabHng  now  took  possession  of  him, 
and  he  could  hardly  support  himself  upon  his  feet.  F:om  that  moment  Duval 
saw  that  even  his  vindictive  spirit  was  for  the  time  broken  by  abject  fear, 
and  he  did  not  consider  that  there  was  anything  further  to  apprehend  from  the 
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confessor.  Taking  the  barrel  of  the  pistol  from  his  mouth,  then,  Duval  pointed 
to  the  opposite  corner  of  the  cell  to  that  where  Alicia  still  knelt,  and  in  a  voice 
of  command,  he  said  to  the  trembling  confessor-— 

«*  Go  there." 

*«  Yes — yes.     What  do  you  mean  ?     Who  are  you  ?" 

"Obey  me.     Kneel!     That  will  do.     If  you  value  your  life,  you  will  be  still.'* 

The  confessor  shrank  to  the  corner  of  the  cell  pointed  out  by  Duval,  and  knelt 
down.  In  such  an  attitude  Claude  felt  that  it  was  not  very  likely  he  could  be 
suddenly  dangerous;  for  unless  he  had  fire-arms  it  would  be  quite  impossible 
for  him  to  make  any  aggressive  movement  unobserved. 

All  this  scene,  which  we  have  had  to  describe  in  its  details  at  some  length, 
bappened  with  great  rapidity.  So  much  so,  indeed,  that  Alicia  had  scarcely 
time  to  ask  herself  if  it  could  be  possible  that  the  man  who  had  been  introduced 
to  her  by  the  abbess  as  the  agent  of  the  Beachem  family  could  really  be  her 
friend  or  not. 

The  panic  of  the  confessor,  and  the  whole  of  the  scene  that  had  taken  place 
between  him  and  the  attorney,  as  she  thought  Claude  Duval  to  be,  was  too  real 
and  natural  to  be  a  piece  of  acting,  and  she  had  looked  upon  the  latter  part  of 
the  affair  with  mute  wonder. 

Having,  though,  disposed  in  some  sort  of  the  priest,  Claude  Duval  at  once 
turned  to  Alicia,  and  said  to  her — 

"Alicia,  let  me  as  soon  as  possible  say  sufficient  to  you  to  induce  you  to 
trust  me.  1  am  your  friend — I  am  the  friend  of  Mr.  Field,  who  loves  you,  and 
my  errand  here  is  to  protect  and  to  save  you-" 

With  a  cry  of  joy,  Alicia  rose,  and  springing  forward,  she,  with  a  childish 
confidence  that  was  irresistibly  enchanting,  flung  herself  into  the  arms  of  Claude 
Duval. 

It  was  but  for  a  moment,  though,  that  the  extatic  feelings  of  the  young  girl  at 
finding  Heaven  had  indeed  raised  her  up  a  friend  in  such  an  emergency  got  the 
better  of  her  prudence  and  her  womanly  reserve.  She  disengaged  herself  from 
the  arms  of  Claude  Duval,  and  burst  into  tears. 

Claude  could  very  well  guess  the  state  of  feeling  that  she  had  now  fallen  into, 
and  with  all  the  delicate  courtesy  of  tone  that  he  knew  so  well  how  to  assume, 
he  said — 

"Alicia,  calm  your  fears.  You  may  well  imagine  that  I  am  one  who  can  be 
"Well  trused  by  your  lover,  ,or  he  would  not  have  consented  to  allow  me  to  come 
upon  this  errand  alone.  Do  not  weep,  I  pray  you.  This  should  be  the  begin- 
ning of  joy,  rot  of  tears.'* 

*'Oh,  yes— yes,  it  should  !"  she  sobbed  ;  "but  when  the  poor  heart  is  full,  it 
must  find  relief  in  tears.  Save  me — oh,  save  me  from  that  dreadful  man,  and 
from  this  terrible  place.  Save  me,  and  I  will  prav  for  you,  and  bless  you  while 
I  live." 

'      **  Hush  !  All  shall  be  wel'.     But  you  must  have  a  little  patience,  yet,  Alicia^ 
and  it  is  necessary  in  the  first  place  to  get  rid  of  this  encumbrance.'* 

As  he  spoke,  Claude  pointed  to  the  confessor,  who,  thereupon,  with  a  deep 
groan,  fell  flat  upon  his  face,  for  he  construed  those  words  of  Claude's  inta 
nothing  less  than  a  sentence  of  death  against  him. 

"Spare  him  ! — oh,  spare  even  him  !"  said  Alicia. 

Claude  approached  close  to  her,  and  whispered  in  her  ear,  so  that  the  priest 
should  not  bear  him,  saying— 

"I  would  not  soil  my  hpnds,  nor  afflict  my  soul  by  his  murder  for  the  world. 
If  he  remain  non-reaisting  as  he  is  now,  he  is  safe  enough  from  me  at 
present ;  but  it  will  be  necessary  and  highly  proper  to  secure  him  somewhere 
where  he  can  do  no  mischief  either  by  detailing  what  has  taken  place  here  to 
others,  or  by  taking  active  steps  hjraself  to  thwart  us  in  oar  future  proceedings." 

"Dear  friend   what  do  you  purpose  doing  with  him  ?" 

**  Placing  hina  in  one  of  the  cells  and  leaving  him  there  for  a  time  a  piisoner, 
I  have  from  hie  own  lips  heard  thatneither  cries,  nor  shrieks,  nor   prayers^   have 
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any  effect  upon  the  inhabitants  of  the  convent  when  coming  from  these  dreary 
cells ;  so  upon  his  own  showing  he  will  be  safe  enough.  You  have  no  objectioa 
to  his  being  so  located  ?'' 

**0h,  no — no.  But  tell  me— is  he  quite  well  and  happy — Mr.  Field,  I 
mean  ?'* 

It  was  with  downcast  looks  that  Alicia  ventured  to  ask  this  question  con- 
cerning her  lover,  and  Claude  Duval  could  easily  inoagine  how  many  more  she 
•would  gladly  have  given  utterance  to,  but  that  maidenly  reserve  held  her  back 
from  so  doing. 

"  Well,  in  bodily  health,  doubtless  he  is,"  said  Duval,  "but  happy  he  is  not 
since  you  are  from  him." 

<•  Oh,  no— no  ;  but— but " 

"  What  doubt  is  it  that  haugs  upon  your  lips  ?" 

"  He  might  himself  have  come  to  my  rescue." 

Claude  sjoiled  as  he  replied — 

"  And  so  he  would,  but  I  prevented  him." 

"  You  prevented  him  ?" 
'  *' Yes,  for  his  own  sake  as  well  as  for  yours,  I  would  not  let  him  come,  and  I 
■will  tell  you  the  reason.  Love,  Alicia,  is  a  feeling  that  in  its  intensity  swallows 
up  all  others.  It  would  have  been  out  of  the  question  for  him  who  loves  you  as 
Field  does  to  come  here  and  play  the  part  that  1  have  played  and  that  I  still  have 
to  play,  for  your  rescue.  His  feelings  would  have  overcome  him  on  the  instant 
that  he  saw  you,  and  vou,  too,  if  you  had  suddenly  been  introduced  to  a  room  in 
■which  you  saw  him  as  you  saw  me,  could  you  have  so  far  restrained  your  feelings 
as  to  seem  to  know  hina  not  r" 

"No- oh,  no." 

*'  So  I  could  have  sworn,  Alicia.  Do  not,  then,  for  one  moment  blame  y®ur 
lover  for  not  himself  coming  here  to  manage  your  escape.  I  prevented  him  from 
so  doing." 

**  1  owe  you  the  more  thanks.  You  have  convinced  me  that  you  have  pur- 
sued the  best  course.     But  what  do  you  propose  now  ?" 

"  Stop  !     The  confessor." 

Father  Garvey  upon  hearing  himself  now  spoken  of,  uttered  a  deep  groan,  and 
.piteously  looked  up.  Alicia  understood  what  Claude  Duval  meant,  which  was, 
that  they  should  put  him,  the  confessor,  in  some  place  of  safety  before  they  pro- 
ceeded further  in  their  plan  of  escape,  or  even  before  they  spoke  further  of  the 
mode  by  which  that  desirable  end  was  to  be  accomplished. 

"  Come,  holy  and  accomplished  sir,"  said  Claude  Duval,  as  with  his  foot  he 
::Stirred  up  the  attention  of  Father  Garvey,  "  I  will  trouble  you  to  rise  and  follow 
me  forthwith." 

**  Have  mercy  upon  me  !  What  good  will  it  do  to  you  to  take  my  life  ?  You 
have  conquered  me,  1  freely  admit.  Oh,  be  just  and  merciful  to  me,  now!  If  it 
be  your  wish  to  leave  the  convent  with  this  young  lady,  only  say  so,  and  1  will 
smooth  the  way  )or  you.  I  will  take  you  past  all  the  dangerous  places,  and  see 
you  safely  in  the  open  air.  But  do  not — oh,  do  not  slay  me,  1  beg  of  vou  !" 

"  Follow  !" 

*'  Mercy  !  mercy  !  Oh,  Alicia,  bid  him  spare  me  !  To  you  I  appeal  !  You 
are  gentle  and  good.  You  do  not  wish  to  see  blood  shed,  or  to  know  that  it  is 
fihed." 

He  tried  to  take  hold  of  her  hand,  but  Alicia  shrunk  from  him  with  horror. 

"Abstain  from  appealing  to  her,"  said  Claude  Duval.  "  Recollect  the  cha- 
racter of  your  answers  to  her,  when  only  a  short  time  ago  she  appealed  to  you, 
and  you  thought  that  no  help  was  nigh.  I  wonder  that  with  all  your  priestly 
cunning  you  are  foolish  enough  not  to  draw  such  a  parallel.  Follow  me  at  once !" 

"  Yes,  yes — oh,  yes!  I  will  follow  you  ;  but  you  will  yet  spare  my  hie  ?  Help  I 
help!   mercy!     Oh,  murder  I     Help!  mercy!" 

The  confessor  lost  all  self-control,  and  shrieked  aloud. 
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CHAPTER  CCCLVT. 

FATKER  GARVEY  HAS  A   TASTE  OP  THE  CONVENT   CELLS,  WHICH   HE   DOES   NOT 

ADMIRE. 

The  sound  of  the  cries  of  the  confessor  echoed  through  the  open  space  outside 
the  cell ;  and  notwithstanding  he  had  binaself  assured  Alicia  that  no  cries,  how- 
ever loud,  that  might  be  uttered  in  that  place  would  reach  any  ears  in  the  con- 
vent, and  that  if  they  did,  such  sounds  would  be  paid  no  attention  to,  Claude 
Duval  was  afraid  that  the  racket  and  confusion  he  made  while  the  fear  of  deatk 
was  80  strong  upon  him,  wou/d  be  fatal  to  the  future  plans  of  himself  and  Alicia. 

Under  these  circumstances,  it  became  necessary  to  let  the  half-mad  wretch 
know  that  his  life  was  safe. 

Clutching  hina  by  the  throat  with  a  force  that  at  once  stDpped  his  cries,  by 
nearly  stopping  the  whole  of  his  breath— for  Claude  Duval  felt  quite  certain  that 
there  was  no  other  mode  of  quieting  him — he  spoke  calmly  and  deliberately— 
I  **  I  would  not  soil  my  hands  nor  my  conscience  by  takiag  your  life-  That  is 
safe ;  but  you  w'ill,  for  security,  occupy  one  of  the  cells  for  a  time.  Do  you  under- 
stand that  r' 
j     '*  I  do,"  said  the  priest,  in  half-choked  accents; 

Claude  then  took  his  hand  from  his  throat,  and  permitted  the  half-strnngleJ 
wretch  to  breathe  again,  when,  casting  himself  at  the  feet  of  Duval  and  Alicia,  he 
cried  out  in  abject  accents — 

*'0h,  what  clemency — oh,  what  tokens  of  mercy  is  this!     How  can  I  pos- 
sibly  thank   you  both  sufficiently  for  my  life— how  can  I  say  or  do   enough  to 
thank  you  V* 
I     *'  Silence — silence  !* 

f     "Nay,  but    I  will  tell   you  all.     You  cannot   escape  the  intricacies  of  the 
convent.     All  the  routes  that  lead  from  it  are  too  well  guarded  for  you  to  escape. 
,  There  are  several  men  employed  by  the  Jesuit  Committe  who  keep  guard,  auti 
,  there  are  some  of  the  old  nuns  who  know  the  use  of  fire-arras.     It  will  be   im- 
possible for  you  to  leave  ihe  place  except  you  encounter  the  whole  convent.  You 
I  will  be  crushed  in  the  attempt  if  you  had  twenty  lives  unless  you  take  me 
with  you.'* 

*'No.** 

'*  Yes — oh,  yes  I  With  knives  and  with  every  kind  of  weapon  that  they  can 
possibly  use  the  nuns  will  oppose  you.  You  will  have  to  fight  women — you  will 
have  to  slay  them.  You  cannot  leave  the  convent  without  giving  the  alarm,  for 
there  are  alarms  in  the  shape  of  bells  find  of  explosive  substances,  so  placed 
that  you  must  disturb  them.  Do  you  wish  to  fight  your  way  through  a  mass  of 
alarmed  women — do  you  wish  to  kill  them  ?  Oh,  no!  But  you  will  save  your* 
self  all  this  if  you  take  me  with  you," 

"  No.'* 

*'  Yes— oh,  yes,  let  me  advise  you — let  me  implore  you!'* 

"Not  another  word.  Follow  me.  Alicia,  do  you  take  the  light  ;  I  shall  not 
feel  at  ease  till  [  have  this  fellow  under  lock  and  key." 

The  confessor  gathered  enough  from  the  tone  in  which  Claude  Duval  spoke 
to  feel  that  it  was  quite  useless  to  urge  him  further,  and  so,  despite  his  horror 
at  being  shut  up  in  one  of  the  cells,  he  hai  to  reconcile  his  mind  to  it  as  best  he 
could,  and  he  only  shook  his  head  now  and  then  as  he  followed  Claude  Duval 
and  uttered  deep  sighs. 

Duval  took  good  care  to  let  Alicia  go  first  for  fear  the  rascally  priest  should  be 
seized  by  some  sudden  feeling  of  desperation  and  seek  to  take  her  life,  thinking^ 
possibly  that,  after  all,  by  so  doing  he  could  not  be  making  his  own  situation 
worse  than  it  was  in  reality. 

In  this  way,  then,  they  left  the  cell,  and  Alicia  held  the  light  as  high  as  she 
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could,  so  that  Claude  Duval  might  get  a  good  look  at  the  open  space  from  which 
the  cell6*t)peDed. 

**  There  is  one,"  said  Alicia. 

**  Yes,"  replied  Duval,  as  he  pushed  open  the  door  of  the  cell,  *'this  one  will 
do.     Now,  holy  and  pious  sir,  walk  in,'* 

*' In— there?*' 

"  Precisely." 

**  But— but—you  will  not " 

"Will  not  what?'* 

•'  Lock  and  bolt  and  bar  the  door,  surely,  if  I  give  you  my  sacred  word  of 
honour,  and  further  fix  that  fast  and  strong  by  oaths,  that  I  will  not  stray  from 
this  cell  till  yoH  say  I  mav  do  so.     You  can  trust  rae.'* 

•«  What  !  trust  a  priest  ?     Oh,  dear,  no.     Walk  in." 

**  Not  yet,'  said  the  confessor,  and  turning  shaiply,  he  fled  across  the  open 
space  with  great  speed. 

*'  We  are  lost  !"  cried  Alicia. 

'*  No,'*  said  Claude.     "  Wait  whtre  you  are.*' 

On  the  moment  Duval  dashed  after  the  priest ;  but  the  latter  would  probably 
enough,  considering  the  intimate  knowledge  he  had  of  the  locality,  have  got 
oflP,  but  that  he  turned  his  head  for  a  moment  to  see  where  was  his  pursuer. 
That  movement  decided  his  fate,  for  he  ran  agamst  one  of  the  columns  that  held 
up  the  roof,  and  recoiling  with  the  shock,  he  fell  to  the  ground. 

In  another  moment  Claude  Duval  was  upon  him  with  a  shock  that  nearly 
killed  him. 

"  So,  holy  sir,"  said  Claude,  *'  you  would  escape,  would  you  ?" 

'•  Oh— oh !     Oh,  mercy  1" 

**  Rise,  man,  at  once." 

'•I  cannot." 

"  Try  it.  Oh,  you  cannot,  or  you  will  not.  Well,  we  shall  see  if  we  cannot 
find  some  mode  of  helping  you.'* 

Duval  looked  around  him,  but  could  see  no  means  of  annoying  the  holy  father 
ready  at  hand ;  so  he  drew  from  his  pocket  a  pistol,  that  had  attached  to  its 
barrel  a  spring  bayonet  with  so  very  fine  a  point  that  nothing  could  resist  it. 

*'  Try  and  get  up  now,"  said  Claude  Duval,  as  with  the  point  of  the  bayonet 
he  gave  the  confessor  rather  a  sharp  touch  or  two  about  the  region  of  the 
ribs. 

The  glibness  with  which  the  sharp  point  of  the  little  bayonet  slipped  through 
his  clothing,  and  some  couple  of  inches  of  his  flesh,  had  a  most  startling  effect 
upon  the  priest,  and  he  sprang  to  tiis  feet  with  a  speed  and  dexterity  worthy  of  a 
tun.b'er. 

'*  What  the  devil  is  that  ?"  he  said. 

*'Oh,  nothing  particular,"  said  Claude,  as  he  gave  him  another  touch  with 
the  bayonet  that  male  him  cut  a  most  extraordinary  caper.  "Nothing 
particular  ;  but  I  am  rejoiced  to  see  you  so  much  better." 

Laving  hold  of  him  now  firmly  by  the  back  of  the  neck,  Claude  Duval  led  him 
along  till  they  came  to  the  door  of  the  cell,  and  then  by  the  aid  of  a  kick  that 
vas  not  to  be  resisted,  he  sent  him  right  away  to  the  farther  extremity  of  it. 

To  close  the  door,  lock  it,  and  put  up  the  heavy  iron  bar  across  it,  was  the 
work  of  the  next  half  minute,  and  Father  Garvey  was  at  all  events  for  some 
tinr.e  out  of  the  way  of  doing  any  further  mischief. 

Alicia,  during  the  short  race  that  had  taken  place  after  the  runaway  confessor, 
had  remained  trembling  by  the  cell  door.  She  felt  that  if  the  priest  made  his 
escape,  that  there  would  not  only  oe  no  hope  for  her,  but  that,  in  all  human 
probability,  he  who  had  ventured  to  that  dismal  place  to  rescue  her  would  not 
esc;ipe  from  it  with  his  life.  It  was,  therefore,  a  great  relief  to  her  to  see  the 
confessor  brought  back  so  quickly,  and  in  such  good  custody.  1 

When  he  was,  however,  fairly  thrust  into  the  cell  and  the  door  was  fastened. 
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Alicia  felt  able  to  breathe  freely;  and  looking  with  eyes  swinaraing  in  tears  in 
Claude's  face,  she  said  — 

*'  The  grateful  feelings  of  a  life  will  not  be  sufficient  even  to  repay  you  for  what 
you  have  done  for  me." 

*'  Don't  think  of  that,"  said  Claude.  *'  What  I  wish  now  to  see  to  is  your  es- 
cape; and,  in  the  first  place,  tell  me  if  you  have  been  long  enough  here,  or  if  you 
have  seen  enough  of  the  mysteries  of  this  convent,  to  come  to  any  opinion  regard- 
ing the  truth  or  falsehood  of  what,  in  his  fright,  the  confessor  said  about  the 
difficulty  of  leaving  the  convent  ?'* 

"  Alas  !  it  is  true." 

"  You  are  sure  of  that  ?" 

"Yes,  I  have  eveiy  reason  to  be  sure  of  it.  The  one  person  in  all  this  estab- 
ilsbment  who  uttered  many  words  of  sympathy  to  me,  told  me  the  same  thing  ; 
and  I  fear  she  has  suflfered  for  it." 

''  Who  is  she  ?" 

**  A  young  girl,  a  novice,  who  feels  that  happiness  is  not  to  be  obtained  here  ; 
and  that  the  vices  of  the  conventual  system,  even  if  it  were  properly  administered, 
far  exceed  any  good  that  can  possibly  accrue  from  it.  Alas  I  I  tremble  to  think 
what  has  become  of  her  !" 

*'  What  do  you  suppose  has  become  of  her?'* 

"  She  disappeared.'' 

**  Disappeared  ?  Stop !  That  puts  me  m  mind  that  I  have  an  idea  some  one 
is  ia  one  of  ths  cells  close  at  hand  to  this  one.  It  may  be  your  young  friend,  for 
all  we  know." 

*'  Oh !  if  it  should  be,  what  a  joy  it  will  be  to  me  to  rescue  her  from  death  and 
despair !" 

'•  Come  on,  Alicia ;  we  will  see  to  this  at  once.  This  way.  And  now  while 
I  am  here,  I  will  not  leave  one  of  these  cells  unsearched ;  and,  if  I  can  help  it», 
there  shall  be  no  victim  of  Catholicism  left  in  this  terrible  abode  but  those  who 
are  obstinately  foolish  enough  to  stay  in  spite  of  reason." 

fe  At  this  moment  the  confessor  kicked  loudly  upon  the  door  of  his  cell ;  but 
so  thick  was  the  door,  and  so  heavily  plated  with  iron  on  both  sides,  securea  by 
nuts  and  screws,  that  the  blows,  although,  no  doubt,  they  were  given  with  great 
force,  only  sounded  hollow  and  muffled. 

"  He  thinks  I  am  gone,"  said  Claude.  '*  It  will  be,  perhaps,  as  well  to  un- 
deceive him  on  that  head." 

Duval,  in  order  to  let  the  priest  know  that  he  was  still  there,  gave  the  door  a 
great  kick,  and  then  all  was  quiet  within  the  cell.  It  was  tolerably  clear  that 
the  holy  father  had  an  opinion  it  was  better  not  to  provoke  his  captor  too  far. 

**  Now,  Alicia,"  said  Claude  Duval,  *'  let  us  commence  an  examination  of  the 
'Cells ;  aud  when  that  is  concluded,  we  will  consider  what  is  best  to  be  done  in  the 
way  of  escape." 

The  cells  were  easily  got  at ;  bot  in  none  of  them  did  they  find  any  prisoner, 
till  they  came  to  one  from  which  there  issued  a  scream,  as  of  some  person  in  great 
agony,  as  Claude  took  down  the  iron  bar  that  held  the  door  shut. 

*'  Some  one  is  here,"  said  Claude. 

"  Oh,  yes,  yes  !  if  it  should  be  Margaret,  how  happy  I  shall  be  that  she,  too, 
will  be  rescued  by  you  from  this  dreadful  place." 

*'  Is  Margaret  the  name  of  the  young  novice  who  spoke  kindly  to  you  V* 

"Yes;  oh,  yes." 

Claude  Duval  flung  the  door  of  the  cell  wide  open,  and  then  a  voice  cried  out 
in  a  tone  of  pain  — 

**  Oh,  spare  me! — spare  me,  I  beseech  you!  Only  let  me  go  forth  into  the 
world,  and  1  will  say  nothmg  of  the  terrors  of  this  house.  I  swear  that  much  to 
you  by  all  that  I  hold  sacred  I" 

"  Margaret — Margaret,"  ciied  Alicia,  "  it  is  I!     Oh!  come  forth  and  let  me 
-embrace  you,  ray  dear  friend,  and  weep  that  you  have  suffered  lor  my  sake  I" 
Claude  Duval  took  the  light  from  the  bauds  of  Alicia,  who  then  sprang  into 
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the  cell,  and  folded  a  young  girl  in  her  arms,  who  sobbed  aloud  from  joy  at  find- 
ing that  it  was  not  the  abbess  or  the  confessor  who  had  sought  her  cell. 

*'  Oh,  Alicia,  Alicia,'*  she  said,  *'  it  was  old  Sister  Bertha  who  listened  to  what 
I  said  to  you,  and  then  informed  the  abbess,  who  ordered  me  to  be  imprisoned 
in  the  cells.     But  how  is  it  that  you  are  able  to  come  to  me  V* 

"  1  owe  that  dear  privilege  to  this  gentleman,"  said  Alicia,  pointing  to  Claude 
Duval.     *'  He  will  save  us  both,  and  rescue  us  from  this  place." 

"  I  will  try  to  do  so,"  said  Claude.  "  But  time's  precious.  Let  me  ask  of  you 
both  again  if  you  think  that  it  would  be  possible  for  us  to  leave  the  convent  now 
at  once  without  observation?" 
**No — no,"  they  both  said. 
"  By  force,  then,  could  it  be  done  ?" 

*'  Ah,  no,  '  said  Alicia.  *'  I  think  not.  We  could  help  you  but  little ;  and  the 
..  vindictive  rage  of  the  elder  nuns  would  make  each  a  fury." 
II  **  Well,"  said  Claude,  *'  listen  to  me,  then,  both  of  you.  By  exerting  a  little 
li  patience,  I  can  bring  a  force  into  the  convent  which  will  put  all  resistance  out  of 
I  the  question.  Can  you  bear  with  this  place  for  a  few  hours  longer,  while  I  go 
*(  foi  such  aid?  I  have  no  less  than  three  friends  upon  whom  I  can  fully  rely.  The 
('  abbess,  as  yet,  thinks  me  in  her  power;  and  all  1  have  to  do  is  to  make  to  her  a 
sufficient  excuse  to  leave  the  convent,  and  then  come  back  again  with  my  friends 
over  the  wall  of  the  garden.  I  think  I  can  mduce  the  abbess  to  tell  me  how  that 
can  be  done  with  safety.     What  is  your  reply  to  this  ?" 

It  was  not  without  some  reluctance  that  Margaret  and  Alicia  agreed  to  this 
arrangement  of  Duval's  ;  but  it  did  not  require  much  reflection  to  convince  them 
both  that  he  was  quite  right  in  it,  and  that  it  was  far  better  to  suffer  a  little 
further  the  inconvenience  of  being  in  that  dismal  portion  of  the  convent  than  to 
1:   sacrifice  possibly  all  chances  of  escape, 

'•  Besides,  as  Claude  Duval  at  least  found  it,  it  was  hardly  possible  for  them  to 
I     do  otherwise  than  adopt  his  views. 

!i       "  You  ha^e  only  both  of  you,"  he  said,  "  to  tell  me  that  you  prefer  risking 
■f  crerything  in  an  attempt  now  at  once  to  leave  the  convent  to  any  delay,  and  I 
!  will  try  it.    I  am  well  armed.    I  can  provide  each  of  you  with  fire- arms,  and  we 
i  might  possibly  succeed." 
I       "  No,  no,"  said  Alicia,  "we  will  wait.'* 

.1  *' We  "will  wait,"  said  Margaret,  as  she  embraced  Alicia,  and  hid  her  sweet 
H  tearful  face  in  her  bosom.  *'  God  bless  you,  dear  friend,  and  prosper  you.  We 
'  *  "will  wait  in  patience." 

I        Claude  Duval  felt  deeply  affected  by  the  conduct  of  these  two  young  girls  in 

such  cruel  circumstances  as  they  were  placed.     The  manner  in  which  they  had 

[i    such  great  confidence  in  him,  a  total  stranger  to  them,  would  at  any  time,  even 

j    if  he  had  rot  had  the  precise  resolution  to  do,  have  inspired  him  to  do  wonders 

-.  in  their  defence. 

••  Trust  to  me,  implicitly,"  he  said.  "  I  will  soon  return  to  you  both,  you  may 
depend  ;  and  until  I  do,  I  recommend  you  to  make  the  time  you  have  to  pass 
together  as  light  as  possible  by  such  discourse  as  will  engender  hopes  of  happy 
days  in  store. ' 

''  We  will— we  will." 

"  Do  so  ;  and  now  farewell  for  a  time.  The  lady  abbess,  if  I  did  not  soon  make 
my  appearance  would,  1  feel  convinced,  seek  me  even  in  this  spot." 

Tiiis  was  an  idea  that  so  much  alarmed  Alicia  and  her  y<'ung  friend,  the  novice, 
that  they  were  both  as  anxious  for  Duval  to  go  as  they  had  been  for  him  to  stay. 
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CriAPTER  CCCLVII. 

THE    LADY    ABBESS    IS    QUITE    DELIGHTED    WITH    DUVAl's    CONDUCT. 

Go  at  once,"  said  Alicia,  *'  We  will  not  attempt  even  to  thank  you  for  what 
you  have  already  done-*,  but  the  time  may  come  when,  with  minds  more  free  from 
the  shadow  of  present  evils,  v.e  may  be  able  to  do  so." 

Claude,  with  an  assuring  smile  to  them,  waived  his  hand  ;  and  then,  with  the 
lamp  in  his  hand,  v^ithout  which  he  felt  that  he  could  never  have  found  his  way 
to  the  chapel  again,  he  took  his  route  back  to  that  portion  of  the  conventual 
■edifice. 

Ir  was  sorely  against  his  feelings  and  inclinations  to  leave  those  two  young 
creatures  in  so  gloomy  a  region  ;  but  the  more  anxious  he  telt  for  their  release, 
t  ;e  more  he  decided  that  it  should  depend  wholly  upon  himself. 

The  reasoning  by  which  he  brought  himself  to  temporise  with  this  adventure, 
and  to  act  with  a  greater  degree  of  caution  and  forethought  towards  danger  than 
he  had  e\tr  done  in  his  life  before,  simply  arose  from  the  full  consciousness  he 
had  that  if  he,  unaided,  were  to  attempt  the  escape  of  the  two  young  girls,  and 
ii  he  was  to  be  killed  in  that  attempt,  their  fates  would  be  sealed. 

Such  a  contingency  might  happen  if  he  were  to  make  the  attempt  alone ;  but 
if  there  were  several  with  him,  the  death  of  one  would  not  be  a  death-blow  to 
the  whole  party. 

This  was  the  feeling  with  which  he  now  made  his  way  back  to  the  convent 
chapel,  and  to  the  lady  abbess,  to  give  her  a  report  of  his  proceedings  as  regarded 
the  holy  father  confessor. 

That  that  amiable  lady  was  waiting  with  no  small  amount  of  impatience  for 
news  of  the  death  of  the  confessor,  hs  did  not  for  a  moment  doubt. 

At  any  other  time,  alone  as  he  now  was,  and  without  the  dread  of  any  inter- 
ference with  his  life  and  liberty,  Claude  Duval  would  have  been  glad  to  have 
taken  the  opportunity  of  examining  more  minutely  the  underground  place  in 
which  he  was  ;  but  he  felt  that  the  very  existence  of  the  two  young  creatures 
w'io  had  placed  implicit  reliance  upon  his  honour,  and  his  exertions,  were  at 
stake,  and  therefore  he  would  not,  although  sorely  tempted  so  to  do,  tarry  by 
the  way. 

"  I  msy  yet  have,"  thought  he,  "  another,  and  a,still  better  opportunity  of  dis- 
covering ec-tne  of  the  mysteries  of  this  monastery,  and  if  1  do  I  will  take  good 
care  to  avail 'myself  of  it  most  thoroughly.' 

As  he  passed  the  mysterious  looking  well  in  the  court-yard  adjoining  the  cell, 
he  ca?t  down  it  a  shuddering  glance,  and  he  thought  how  convenient  it  rdust  be 
to  such  api  establishment  to  have  such  a  place  in  which  to  get  rid  of  the  remains 
of  those  who  become  obnoxious,  either  by  their  obstancy  in  clinging  to  their 
earthly  possessions,  or  by  their  virtue  to  the  authorities  of  the  convent. 

With  such  thoughts  as  these  busy  at  his  brain,  Claude  Duval  made  his  way 
rapidly  towards  the  flight  of  steps  that  led  up  to  the  chapel  of  the  establish- 
ment. 

Nothing  happened  to  disturb  the  even  tenor  of  his  way,  as  he  went,  and  he 
reached  the  little  door  that  opened  into  the  chapel,  close  to  one  of  the  confes- 
sionals without  hearing  a  sound. 

To  open  the  door  was  the  work  of  a  moment,  and  then  he  was  about  to  step 
into  the  chapel,  when  a  hand  was  laid  upon  his  arm,  and  a  voice  cried  to 
bim — 

"  Hush  !    Not  a  word." 

It  was  the  voice  of  the  Lady  Abbes. 

Before  Claude  Duval  could  reply,  a  loud  shriek  burst  upon  the  still  air,  and 
then  as  the  Lady  Abbess  pulled  him  into  the  chapel,  and  without  any  ceremony 
da-hed  him  headlong  into  lue  confessional,  he  saw  a  flash  of  light,  and  heard 
the  eonfused  tread  of  feet. 
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CLAUDE,   DISGUISED    AS    A    I.A^VYEU,    INTRODUCED    TO    THE    LAdY    ABDESS. 

It  was  a  moment  or  two  before  Duval  could  Qiake  up  his  mind  as  to  how  much 
or  how  liitle,  he  was  fully  interested  in  what  was  going  on  ;  but  in  the  course  of 
a  short  tima  he  found  cut  pretty  well  what  was  proceeding,  although  the 
cause  of  it  was  to  him  a  mysterj-. 

,  There  was  a  piece  of  gauze  over  one  of  the  panels  of  the  confessional,  through 
which  no  one  could  ?ee  from  without,  because  to  do  so  was  to  look  for  lii^ht  into 
the  absolute  darkness  of  the  confessional;  but  nothing  was  easier  than  for 
tlaude  fJuval  to  see  through  it,  from  the  obscurity  of  the  place  in  which  he  was 
into  the  chapel;  it  was  q  lite  light  now  Irom  the  flare  of  some  half  dozen 
torches. 
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The  scene  that  presented  itself  to  him  was  now  a  most  wild  and  singular  one. 

Advancing  from  the  further  end  of  the  chapel,  through  a  doorway  which  con- 
nected with  a  passage  that  lead  to  the  cells  of  the  nuns,  came  about  twenty  of  the 
elder  sisterhood,  dragging  with  them  a  young  novice,  whose  -age  could  not  have  been 
above  nineteen.  Among  all  that  dragged  her  along,  Claude  Duval  could  see  none 
of  the  younger  sisterhood  of  the  convent. 

The  Lady  Abbess  stood  upon  the  steps  of  the  altar,  and  Kept  calling  out  in 
perfectly  demoniac  accents, — 

"  To  the  cells  with  her  !  To  the  cells  with  her  !  She  is  possessed  by  a  fiend ! 
Drag  her  along  !     To  the  cells  !     She  shall  never  see  the  light  of  day  again  !"' 

The  young  girl  shrieked  aloud,  and  then  some  of  the  old  nuns  about  her  dealt 
her  several  blows  upon  the  face  with  their  fists,  and  others  tore  her  cheeks  with 
their  nails. 

They  seemed  delighted,  did  those  old  hags,  who  no  doubt  had  been  compelled 
from  their  vices  to  retire  from  a  world  that  would  no  longer  tolerate  them, 
to  have  it  in  their  power  to  inflict  injury  upon  that  young  and  helpless  creature. 

Without  being  so  fair  and  engaging  in  her  beauty  as  Alicia,  this  young  girl  was 
still  of  very  prepossessing  appearances,  and  delicate  form.  It  was  quite  out  of  the 
question  for  her  to  do  any  good  by  attempting  to  defend  herself  against  the  host 
of  foes  that  surrounded  her. 

And  yet  with  the  feeling  of  desperation  which,  no  doubt,  the  knowledge  of 
the  fate  to  which  she  was  about  to  be  to  consigned  engendered  in  her  mind,  she 
struggled  to  the  extent  of  her  ability  against  the  old  nuns,  and  several  of  them 
"Were  hurt  in  the  great  squabble. 

"  Drag  her  along  !"  screamed  the  abbess.  "Oh,  fools  that  you  are!  will 
one  girl,  a  mere  chi!d,  get  the  better  of  you  all  ?" 

Upon  this  the  old  hags  surrounded  her  like  furies,  and  in  a  few  moments  there 
was  hardly  a  ra^;  of  clothing  left  upon  the  novice. 

*"'  Mercy  ! — Oh,  mercy  !"  she  cried. 

**That  will  do,"  said  the  abbess.  "  Place  her  in  one  of  the  cells,  and  we  will 
see  how  she  looks  and  thinks  at  this  time  to  morrow  night.  We  will  give  her 
twenty-fours  for  reflection.      Ha!  hal" 

"Help! — Oh,  help!"  screamed  the  girl, 

"Hal  ha!"  laughed  the  Lady  Abbess.  "You  would  hardly  believe  it,  my 
dear  sisters,  but  this  child  came  to  me  and  demanded  to  be  let  out  of  the  convent, 
and  to  go  to  her  friends  ;  because  she  said  she  had  been  hidden  in  the  chapel, 
and  had  seen  me  in  here  with  a  man,  and  had  heard  me  say  strange  things  to 
him." 

"  Oh,  mother  !"  cried  all  the  old  nuns, 

".  She  is  mad  !'*  said  one.     "  Mad  1" 

*'  Yes,  dear  sister  Margaret,  she  is  mad,"  said  the  Lady  Abbess  ;  "  but  if  she 
got  out  into  the  world,  the  are  people — enemies,  I  mean,  of  our  holy  faith — who 
would  pretend  to  believe  her,  particularly  wretches  connected  with  newspapers, 
so  drag  her  along." 

"  Oh,  Heaven  !"  cried  the  young  girl ;  "  is  there  no  hope?  Is  there,  indeed, 
no  hope  for  me  in  this  world.*' 

"  None,"  said  the  abbess. 

Oh,  how  gladly  would  Claude  Duval,  if  he  could  have  but  for  "one  moment 
thought  it  prudent  to  do  so  with  reference  to  the  safety  of  others  as  well  as  that 
of  the  young  girl  herself,  have  rushed  out  of  the  confessional  and  told  her  that 
he  would  protect  her  ;  but  the  idea  of  having,  single  handed,  to  fight  the  whole 
convent  was  too  much  of  a  good  thing,  and  he  kept  quiet  from  the  conviction  I 
that  he  would  be  able  soon  to  rescue  this  young  novice  as  well  as  Alicia  and  her  ^i 
young  friend.  I 

Tlie  abbess  herself  descended  from  the  elevated  station  she  had  taken   on  the  ) 
altar  steps,  and  opened  the  door  leading  to  the  vaults,  j] 

"  Away  with  her,"  she  cried,  "  away  with  her  !"  '' 

The  nuns  dragged  the  girl  along,  but  what  with  the  ill-usuage  she  had  received  J 
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and  the  exhaustion  consequent  upon  her  struggle,  she  faintetJ,  so  they  had  to 
cairj'  her  through  the  doorway,  which  they  did  with  as  little  care  of  Avhether 
they  hurt  or  not  as  if  she  had  been  a  bundle  of  hay. 

As  the  young  creature  was  earned  through  ihe  door-way  the  abbess  struck 
her  several  blows  with  her  clenched  hand,  and  stamped  with  rage  at  the  idea  that 
she  had  bf  en  retorted  to  by  one  so  young  and  so  bold. 

Gradually  the  old  nuns,  with  the  girl  in  their  charge,  disappeared  down  the 
staircase,  and  then  a'l  was  still,  and  the  abbess  after  one  hasty  glance  around  her 
opened  the  fioor  c  f  the  confessional  and  said,  in  a  low  tone  of  voice-— 

•'  Mr.  White— Mr.  White?" 

"Yes,"  said  Claude,  "  I  am  here." 

"  Come  out  then  and  leave  the  chapel,  you  know  the  way?'' 

"  Where  to  r" 

*'  To  ray  room.** 

*'  Oh,  ves,  I  ihink  I  do,  ray  charming  raadam." 

*•  Stop'." 

"  At  your  pleasure.     What  would  you  say  V* 

"  I  cannot  contiol  my  impatience  to  know  if  i'ather  Garvey  is  at  all  likely  to 
trouble  us  more  ?" 

*'  Nut  at  all.  You  may  take  my  word  for  it,  madam,  that  you  need  be  under 
no  uneasiness  at  all  regarding  the  pons  father." 

"  W  hat  ?     You  then  accoiuplished  your  purpose  ia  the  vaults?" 

"I  did." 

"You  are  a  man  after  my  own  heart — go  at  once  to  my  room,  1  beg  of  you. 
Tlie  night  is  still  young,  and  I  will  come  to  you  soon.  1  do  not  want  the  old 
nuns  to  see  you  here.     Oh,  what  a  narrow  escape  I  have  had," 

"As  how?" 

"That  abominable  novice,  she  actually  saw  you  here,  and  heard  all  that  passed, 
and  if  it  bad  not  been  for  her  own  simplicity  she  miglit  at  some  inopportune 
moment  have  escaped,  and  so  brought,  by  her  tales,  ruin  upon  us  all." 

"What  a  pity!" 

"A  pity  !  It  would  have  beendes'ruction  worse  than  death  itself  to  me.  But 
fortune  has  favoured  us,  Mr.  V/hite,  and  all  is  well.  You  shall  tell  me  all  that 
passed." 

"  Nay,  you  know  that  best." 

"  You  misunderstand  me.  1  allude  to  Gavvey's  visit  to  the  ceUs.  Oh,  tbe  villain  ! 
How  well  I  knew  that  he  wouUi  make  such  a  visit.  But  go  to  my  room  now  at 
once  and  wail  for  me  theie.  Vou  Avill  find  the  way;  I  must  stay  here  till  the 
sisters  come  up  from  the  vaults  again.    Go  at  once,  for  I  hear  them." 

Duval  feit  that  it  was  anything  but  politic  to  remain  longer  in  the  chapel,  for 
of  all  things  thai  he  had  now  to  dread,  so  far  as  the  safety  of  the  persons  in 
the  vaults  was  concerned,  was  that  the  abbess  should  have  any  suspicions  con- 
cerning his  intentions. 

"  I  go,"  he  said,  "  and  await  you  with  incpatience." 

"  You  Vvill  not  have  to  wait  long.'* 

Claude  Duval  glided  p^st  the  altar,  and,  without  much  difficulty,  he  found  the 
door  in  the  wall  which  led  by  the  secret  and  circuitous  passage  to  the  lady 
abbess's  room. 

Til-.?  determination  of  Claude  Duval  was  now  made  to  leave  the  convent  as 
quickly  as  possible,  and  seeic  his  frieiids,  informing  them  of  the  state  of  affairs 
il.ere,  and  getting  them  to  make  such  (irrangoraents  with  him  as  sh'>u'd  enable 
him  and  them  to  make  a  vigorous  systema'ic  attempt  to  rescue  the  unfor.unates 
who  were  in  the  vaults. 

'J  hat  there  were  three  now  to  rescue  from  that  horrible  state  of  imprisonment 
Claude  Duval  knew,  and  thit  there  mij^ht  be  vet  more  to  be  found  was  a  likely 
enough  preposition,  reasoning  upon  the  facts  that  he  already  knew. 

Vi  ith  such  thoutihts  he  hurried  to  the  abbess's  room. 
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CHAPTER  CCCLVII. 

CLAUDE    DUVAL    LEAVES   TllE     CONVENT     AND     RF.PORTS    PROGRESS    TO    HIS 

FRIENDS. 


It  was  not  very  likely  that  iathe  state  of  mirid  he  vv-as  now  in  Claude  Duval 
wo  ilii  pay  much  attention  to  ihe  litile  disagreeables  of  the  narrow  passage  in 
which  he  found  himself  after  leaving  the  chapel  Oy  the  secret  door  at  the;  back  of 
the  altar  ;  but  he  found  himself  in  the  course  of  a  few  moments  amid  such  a 
cloud  of  dust,  and  so  completely  enveloped  in  spiders'  webs,  that  he  paused  in 
surprise. 

'•Surely,"  ho  thought,  ''tha'lady  abbess  comes  much  too  often  along  this 
passage  for  it  to  be  in  this  condition." 

Tiie  further  he  advanced  the  more  untrodden  and  strange  did  the  place  appear, 
until  at  length  he  found  his  course  arrested  by  a  door,  such  as  he  was  quite 
certain  he  had  not  seen  before. 

This  at  once  led  Chrade  Duval  to  the  conclusion  that  he  had  taken  some  wrong 
turf;in2,  and  had  wandered  away  from  the  route  that  would  lead  him  direct  to 
the  room  of  the  abbess. 

Such  a  state  of  things  under  existing  circumstances  was  not  exactly  wdiat  he 
could  have  Vv'ished,  although  as  regarded  the  grand  notioa  of  making  what  dis- 
coveries he  could  in  the  convent  it  might  be  all  very  well. 

*'l  must  retrace  my  steps,"  said  Duval,  *'  for  this  will  never  do.  If  anything 
more  than  another  will  arouse  the  suspicions  of  the  abbess,  it  will  be  not  finding 
me  in  her  room  v.hen  she  herself  rei)airs  to  it." 

It  was  not  difficult  at  all  to  get  into  the  right  track  again.  Claude  Duval 
found  that  he  had,  without  thiukinj^  of  it,  taken  a  turn  to  the  left  instead  of 
going  straight  on,  and  so  found  his  way  into  that  unused  portion  of  the  secret 
passage  that  terminated  at  the  door  v>'hich  had  aroused  him  to  a  sense  of  his 
error,  and  barred  his  further  progress. 

The  other  portion  of  the  pass?.ge  was  clear  enough  from  any  of  the  en- 
cumbrances in  the  shape  of  dust  and  spiders'  webs  with  w^hica  the  unused 
pojlion  was  so  filled  up,  and  in  the  course  of  a  few  moments  more  Claude 
Duval  was  in  the  abbess's  room. 

it  is  frequently  from  some  trifling  mistake,  though,  that  \ve  elaborate  a  new 
idea,  and  so  now  was  it  in  this  instance  wi:h  Claude  Duval.  He  thought  it  highly 
probable  that  the  door  he  had  come  to,  and  which  had  stopped  his  cjurae  in 
the  direction  he  had  inadvertently  taken,  might  possibly,  if  it  weie  opened,  dis- 
close some  other  of  the  secrets  of  the  convent. 

"  I  will  not  forg  t  that  there  is  such  a  door,"  hs  said,  "  and  I  can  reserve  the 
knowledge  of  it  for  future  consideration.'* 

B^ing  now  a'one  in  the  abbess's  room,  Claude  Duval  had  ar;  opportunity  of 
looking  about  him,  v.diich,  had  she  been  there,  he  could  hardly  have  availed  him- 
self of  with  such  facility. 

He  was  quite  surprised  when  he  came  to  look  closely  at  the  furniture  and 
fittings  of  the  apartment  to  see  the  amount  of  wealth  and  luxury  that  it  really 
contained  within  its  not  very  lurge  dimensions. 

The  chairs  were  inlaid  with  plates  of  gold,  silver,  and  pearl,  and  the  hangings 
were  all  of  the  most  rich  and  costly  description.  Upon  a  beaufet  in  one  corner 
there  were  cups  and  tankards  of  g  jld  and  silver,  and  upon  every  table  and  shelf 
in  the  room  there  was  quite  a  cro.vd  of  little  objects  of  art  and  taste,  all  of  the 
most  cost'y  character. 

"  These  are  the  spoils  of  monasteries/'  said  Claude  Duval  to  himself.  "  I 
woniicr  whether  it  would  be  safe  now  to  lay  hands  on  a  few  of  these  relics  of 
the  past  ?" 

There  was  one  square  box  of    sohd  gold  that  struck  the  eye  of  Caude  Duval. 
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In  the  centre  of  the  lid  of  it  there  shone  a  ruby  of  great  size  and  beauty,  and    an 
inscription  upon  the  side  of  the  box  was  as  follows— 

"Here  Enshrined  is  a  Nail   op  the  Toe  of  the  Holy  St.  Anthony." 

'•Confound  his  toe,"  said  Claude  Duval.     *'  I  should  like  the  box  very  much. 
Ah!  1  hear  a  footstep.'* 

The  panel  in  the  wall   opened,  and  with   a  flushed   countenance  the   abbess 
made  her  appearance  in  the  room. 

•^  Oh,  you  are  here  ?"  she  said.' 

"  Certainly,"  replied  Claude,     "  The  way  was  short  and  easy.     You  expected 
me  here,  did  you  not  ?" 

"  To  be  sure  I  did.     I  am  fatigued." 

•'  Pray  be   seated,"  said  Claude  Dnval,  as  he  very  politely  handed   her  a 
chair. 

•'  Thank  you.     My  malediction  light  upon  that  wretch  !'* , 

"  What  wretch,  may  1  ask  ?" 

"Oh,  you  saw  her.  The  novice  I  allude  to,  who  is  now  safe  in  the  vaults. 
Ha  !  ha  !     She  will  not  be  very  likely  to  see  daylight  again." 

•'  Serve  her  right,  too." 

"  You  really  think  so,  Mr.  White  ?" 

"  Of  course  I  do.     The  girl  is  a  fool." 

"  Ah,  she  is — she  is.  Why,  Mr.  White,  I  do,  indeed,  begin  to  think  that  you 
are  a  person  after  my  own  heart." 

•*  I  am  sorry  for  tliat." 

*'  Sorry — sorry  1" 

*'  Yes,  that  you  only  begin  to  thftik  so.  I  really  had  hopes  that  you  had 
settled  that  in  your  mind  to  your  complete  satisfaction  a  long  time  ago." 

"  Well— well,  perhaps  I  have  ;  but  what  made  you  call  tlie  novice  a  fo(d  ?" 

"Just  because  I  think  everybody  is  a  fool  who  sees  the  way  to  any  enjoy- 
ment, and  don't  at  once  take  advantage  of  it.  She  saw  that  if  she  had  chosen 
she  might  have  led  a  placid  enough  lifeheie;  but  with  her  stupid  prejudice, 
which,  forsooth,  she  will  call  virtue,  she  would  not  do  so  ;  and  behold  what  is 
the  result." 

"  True — true,"  cried  the  abbess,  clappmg  her  hands  together.  "  You  are  a 
dear  man,  Mr.  W^hite." 

Claude  Duval  bowed  in  reply  to  the  compliment.  Of  course  he  had  said  what 
he  had  for  the  express  purpose  ot  making  the  abbess  thoroughly  and  entirely 
trust  him,  so  that  he  might  with  a  greater  certainly  succeed  in  defeating  her 
in  her  abominable  cruelties  and  deceptions. 

*' Go  to  that  beaufet,"'  she  said.  "  You  will  see  a  long-necked  bottle  there 
with  some  yellow  wax  round  the  cork." 

*'  With  all  the  pleasure  in  the  world." 

*•  It  is  some  of  the  finest  wine  in  the  world  even  now.  You  will  find  glasses 
there.     I  feel  that  I  want  something  to  refresh  me." 

"No  doubt  of  it,"  said  Duval,  as  he  coolly  knocked  the  top  of  the  neck  of 
the  bottle  off  against  the  edge  of  the  table,  and  then  poured  out  a  glass  of  rich 
sparkling  Burgundy  for  the  lady  abbess,  and  a  glass  for  himself — "  i  have  no 
doubt  you  are  fatigued." 

"  I  am,  indeed." 

She  drank  the  wine  at  a  draught ;  and  as  Claude  Duval  felt  quite  sure  that 
no  trick  in  the  way  of  drugging  was  played  with  that  bottle,  at  all  events,  he 
followed  her  example. 

The  wine  was  truly  delicious. 

•'  This  wine,"  he  said,  "  merits  all  the  en.comiam3  you  can  possibly  pass  upon 
it,  madam." 

"  No  doubt  of  that.  I  expect  that  it  is  exceedingly  fine.  But  no^v  tell  me 
how  you  sped  with  Father  Garvey.  Keep  nothing  from  me,  1  would  like  t^ 
hear  all  that  passed." 
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"  I  can  have  no  motive  ia  coGcealing  anything  from  you.  You  shall  hear 
all,  and  I  think  you  will  then  admit  that  no  one  can  possibly  have  mure  dis- 
position than  i  have  to  do  you  all  the  service  you  can  require  of  me." 

"  Go  on  — goon." 

"  You  gave  me  a  poniard,  and  you  told  me  to  follow  him.  I  did  so  follow  him, 
and  as  1  went  I  had  twenty  opportunities  if  I  had  chosen  to  embrace  them  of 
compassing  the  rascal's  destruction." 

"  Why  did  you  not— oh,  why  did  you  not?' 

*'  I  thought  it  more  consistent  with  your  wishes  and  your  intentions  that  I 
should  follow  him  and  see  what  he  was  about.  1  knew  that  at  any  time  1  could 
at  once  spring  upon  him  and  do  the  deed." 

'*  Ah,  true  ;  that  was  quite  light.  J  had  forgotten.  My  head  is  rather  in  a 
whirl  to-night.     Go  on." 

*'  1  followed  him,  then,  to  the  gloomy  passage  at  the  foot  of  the  secret  stairs, 
and  then  he  traversed  a  rather  large  open  space." 

"  Yes— yes;  I  know  it  well," 

The  abbess  shuddered  as  she  spoke,  and  Claude  Duval  continued — 

"He  reached  the  cells  or  dungeons,  call  t!  era  \\hat  you  will,  and  opening 
one  of  them  he  began  a  threatening  discourse  with  Alicia." 

"Ah,  as  I  suspected.     The  villain  !" 

"  I  listened  for  a  little  time,  just  sufficient  to  hear  from  Mm  the  most  alrocious 
calumnies  against  you,  and  the  vilest  proposals  to  the  young  girl ;  and  then  at  the 
moment  that  he  was  threatening  her  with  force  I  interfered." 

"  You  killed  him !"  cried  the  abbess,  springing  to  her  feet;  "tell  mc  that  you 
killed  him  I" 

'*  Why  he  would  not  be  quiet,  and,  under  such  circumstances,  I  can  safc'y  say 
that  he  lies  in  one  of  the  cells  now,  and  will  trouble  you  no  more.* 

*•  'Tis  well :    I  breathe  freely  now." 

She  resumed  her  seat  again,  and  then,  after  a  few  moments'  silence,  she  said, 
suddenly— 

"  Did  you  speak  to  Alicia?'* 

*'Idid." 

"  Ah  !  and  what  did  you  say  to  her  ?" 

"Bearing  in  mind  the  object  of  my  visit  here,  and  the  duty  that  I  owe  to  the 
Beachem  family,  I  thought  it  was  a  good  opportunity  cf  asking  her  to  sign  the 
deed  that  will  divide  her  fortune  equally  between  the  church  and  her  dear 
relations." 

*•  Well,  so  it  was.     What  said  she  ?" 

**1  think  from  what  she  said,  and  from  the  fright  she  experienced  by  the 
threats  of  Father  Garvey,  that  we  shall  succeed  with  her  ;  and  the  sooner  we  place 
the  documents  before  her  the  better." 

*'  This  very  hour  1     Do  it  now  1" 

"There  is  only  one  little  objection." 

"Objection  !     What  objection — what  possible  objection  can  there  be  ?" 

"Just  this,  that  1  have  not  the  deed  with  me.  Do  not  look  surprised.  It  is 
not  fcir  off;  1  left  it,  1  find,  in  my  travelling  vallise  at  the  inn  at  Exiling  where  f 
put  up  before  coming  on  here  to  the  convent.  My  own  feeling  is  that  the  bist 
thing  I  can  possibly  do  is  to  go  now  at  once  and  get  that  important  documen% 
and  lay  it  before  Alicia  to  sign,  while  fright  at  Father  Gaivey  and  gratitude  to  me 
occupy  her  mind." 

"This  is  very  provoking,"  said  tt^.e  abbess. 

"It  is  so." 

She  played  with  her  fingers  up  on  the  table,  and  looked  at  Claude  Duval  for  a 
few  moments  in  silence,  and  then  she  said — 

"Well,  well,  it  cannot  be  helped,  now;  go  you  must  for  this  deed.     The 
Beachems  are  too  good  friends  to  us  for  us  to  neglect  their  interests.     I  think 
with  you  that  the  sooner  the  girl  is  raadCj  by  fair  means  or  by  foul,  to  siga  the 
deed,  the  better," 
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"Decidedly  so." 

*'  And  then,  Mr.  White,  T  do  hope  that  \ou  and  I  will  understand  each  other, 
and  tbat  your  visits  here  will  be  as  frequent  as  your  wishes  may  dictate." 

*'  1  should  stay  here  altogether,  then,"  said  Claude,  "  if  that  were  to  be  the 
case." 

"  Ah,  flatterer !" 

**No,  indeed,  I  do  not  flatter.  But  I  may  truly  say  that  the  man  who  can  really 
tell  himself  that  he  has  awakened  an  intere'st  in  the  breast  of  such  a  person  as 
yourself,  with  such  a  world  of  attractions,  may  well  feel  flattered.'* 

•*  Are  you  sincere  ?'*  t 

*'  Oh,  on  my  honour  !'* 

**  Well,  then,  go  and  get  the  deed,  and  then— oh  !  come  back  to  me  as  soon  as 
you  can,  for  the  time  will  feel  very  long  till  I  see  you  again.  Now  that  1  hav3 
got  rid  of  that  detestable  Father  Garvey,  you  do  not  know  how  truly  1  feel  for 
you." 

"  Yes,"  thought  Claude,  *'  you  have,  as  you  think,  got  him  murdered,  and  you 
are  willing  that  I  should  step  into  his  situation.  I  quite  understand  vou,  my 
lady."  ^ 


CHAPTER  CCCLVIII. 

I'HE   LADY  AfiBBSd   IS    COMPLETELY   DECEIVED  BY  CLAUDE  DUVAt. 

Under  no  other  circumstances  than  those  now  present  would  the  lady  abbess 
of  the  convent  have  been  taken  in  by  Claude  Duval ;  but  it  is  no  uncommon 
phenomenon  in  human  nature  for  the  passions  completely  to  blind  the  judgment 
for  a  time. 

The  fact  is,  she  was,  we  were  going  to  say,  in  love  with  Claude  Duval,  only 
that  we  feel  it  would  be  a  desecration  of  the  word,  love,  to  apply  it  to  the  coarse 
and  despicable  vices  of  the  abbe?s. 

No  doubt,  however,  can  exist  but  that  it  was  the  existence  of  the  strong  feel- 
ing of  partiality  for  Claude  Duval  that  had  the  effect  of  making  her  the  easy 
victim  of  the  deceit  that  was  being  practised  by  him. 

Although  she  had  given  him  leave  to  go  to  Ealing  and  get  the  deed,  yet  she 
did  not  seem  to  like  him  to  go  out  of  her  sight ;  and,  with  quite  a  die-away  sort 
of  look,  she  said — 

"  You  will  soon  be  hack  ? — you  will  really  soon  be  hack,  dow  ?" 

*'  Certainly  1  will.    Of  course." 

*'  Ah,  you  are  a  dear  man  1" 

*'  Thank  you.  I  will  go  at  once  j  because,  you  see,  the  sooner  I  do  so  the 
sooner  I  shall  be  back." 

"  Yes,  of  course — of  course.  I  assure  you  that  all  the  advantages  that  the  late 
Father  Garvey  possessed  you  shall  possess." 

♦'  That  is  very  delightful  to  think  of/  said  Duval, 

*'  Ah,  yes,  vou  would  say  so  if  yovi  knew  all." 

•'All?     Do  1  not  know  all  ?" 

<'  I  don't  think  you  do.    Father  Garvey  was  not  a  priest." 

"Indeed?" 
•^  *♦  No.    But  he  was  a  friend  of  mine,  and  you  may  be  that  friend,  too,  if  you 
like." 

"If  I  like?    Ah,  can  you  doubt  it  ?" 

"  Very  well ;  then,  you  will  understand  that  when  all  this  affair  of  the 
Beachems  with  the  girl,  Alicia,  i?,  settled,  and  you  come  here  regularly  three  or 
four  times  a  week,  which  I  hope  you  will,  I  shall  introduce  you  as  the  confessor 
of  the  novices  and  the  young  bos.rders." 

"Oh!" 
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"  You  understand  me,  don't  you  ?" 

'*  Hang  roe  if  I  do,"  said  Claude  Duval. 

"  Oh,  how  dull  you  are  !  As  their  confessor,  you  know,  yon  will  have  so  many 
nice  little  opportunities  of  gathering  accounts  from  your  situation;  and  in  the 
way  in  which  you  cau  impose  penances,  and  so  on,  you  can^  if  you  are  so 
minded,  rather  enjoy  the  situation  and  the  power  you  will  possess— eh  ?  Do 
you  understand  me  now?'* 

"  Well,  I  think  I  do." 

"  You  think  you  do?  Bali!  you  know  you  do.  Well— well,  we  will  talk  of 
all  that  another  time  ;  but  if  you  like,  yoii  can  have  good  sport  in  a  convent. 
Father  Garvey  had." 

*' Lucky  dog!" 

"  Poh ! — poh !  Now  go  and  get  the  document  which  you  ought  to  have  had 
with  you,  and  be  back  again  as  quickly  as  you  can.     Stop  !  I  have  a  thought." 

*•  What  is  it  r"  i         .       ^ 

"Why.  I  will  put  you  in  the  way  of  reaching  this  room  without  the  necessity 
of  ringing  at  the  cuter  gate  of  it,  leaving  word  with  the  portress,  and  any  one  that 
you  may  meet,  that  you  are  here." 

'*That  will  be  a  great  advantage,"  said  Claude;  ''and  I  assure  you,  that  such 
a  mode  of  reachini,'  the  convent  will  have  the  effect  of  increasing  the  number  of 
my  visits  threefold." 

•'  Will  it,  indeed  ?  Then  I  am  glad  I  thouglit  of  it.  Follow  me,  now,  and  I 
will  show  you  the  way.  It  is  a  route  that  has  not  been  used  for  some  time  now  ; 
for  although  Father  Garvey  knew  it,  he  took  a  superstitious  fear  of  it,  and  of 
late— I  mean  for  the  last  year  or  so — he  always  came  by  the  regular  porter's 
gate.     You,  I  don't  think,  are  the  sort  of  man  to  be  afraid  of  a  ghost,  are  you?" 

*'  Certainly  not." 

"Follow  me,  then.    This  way." 

The  abbess  led  the  way,  carrying  a  lamp  in  her  hand,  into  the  same  passage 
that  led  to  the  chapel  ;  but  instead  of  going  there,  she  turned-  off  into  the  very 
same  portion  of  the  passage  into  which  Claude  Duval  so  recently  had  turned  by 
mistake. 

Upon  reaching  the  iron  door  which  had  stopped  his  fuiiher  progress,  she 
said — 

"  Your  key  which  I  gave  you  will  open  this  door.  Have  you  it  about 
you?" 

"  Certainly.    I  would  not  pare  with  it  on  any  account.'* 

"  Try  it,  then." 

The  lock  of  the  iron  door  from  disuse  was  rather  rusty  and  difficult  to  turn  ; 
but  in  a  few  minutes  Claude  Duval  succeeded  in  opening  it,  and  the  door 
creaked  upon  its  hinges  as  he  opened  it.  All  seemed  involved  in  impenetrable 
darkness  beyond  it. 

"  Ther-e  is  a  staircase,*'  said  the  lady  abbess.  "  Follow  me,  and  mind  how 
you  go." 

She  preceded  Claude  Duval,  and  he  counted  that  they  descended  no  less  a 
number  than  thirty  stairs,  and  then  they  came  to  another  door  very  similar  to 
the  one  which  was  at  the  head  of  the  steps. 

Claude  Duval  opened  this  door  likewise  with  his  master-key,  and  then  a 
sudden  rush  of  cold  air  blew  out  the  lamp. 

The  darkness  was  most  excessive  at  that  moment  i  but  the  abbess  said  in  a 
low  tone  of  voice— 

"Wait  a  little.  This  darkness  is  the  ^{loom  of  contrast.  When  we  get  a 
little  round  to  it  you  will  see  pretty  well  enough  about  you.  I  ought  to  have 
left  the  lamp  in  the  passage." 

**  Where  arc  we  :"  said  Claude. 

*•  In  the  convent  gaiden  now.  You  will  ha\'ato  go  along  one  of  the  gloomiest 
walks  of  it,  and  it  will  lead  you  to  a  portion  of  the  wall,  over  which  you  will  be 
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able  to  get  with  ease,  and  it  ^vlll  conduct  you  to  a  lane.     By  turning  to  your 
riaht  there  you  will  reach  the  high  road  again  with  ease. 
'^"  This,  then,  will  be  my  route?'  said  Claude.  r      .    »      •      r.o.v,  ;f 

"Yes;  but  let  me  impress  upon  you  ^he  necessity  of  not  slraymg  from  it 
upon  any  account,  for  if  you  do,  you  will  be  des'roycd  1" 

"Destroyed!     How?'''  .  i.i,„<.  ^^rfo'.r, 

"There  are  pitfalls,  and  there  are  traps  and  spring  guns  ;  so   that  certain 
death  would  be  the  result  of  any  one  unacquainted  with  the  route  attempting  to 
get  to  the  convent  in  this  way." 
I      **  I  will  be  careful." 


2^0.  1S6, 


"And  they  do  say,"  added  the  abbess,  with  a  shudder,  and  with  a  slight 
change  of  tone— "they  do  say— but  that  is  all  a  delusion— that  at  times  an 
apparition  has  been  seen  in  this  gloomy  portion  of  the  premises.'* 

"  You  may  depend,"  said  Claude,  "  that  it  was  the  guilty  and  the  cowardly 
fancy  of  Father  Garvey  that  occasioned  such  an  appearance." 

"It  may  be  so." 

"  At  all  events,  I  am  not  afraid  of  it ;  for  I  swear  to  you  that  if  a  legion  of 
ghosts  were  to  take  up  their  stations  here,  nothing  of  the  sort  should  prevent  me 
from  returning  to  the  convent  as  quickly  as  1  could  with  what  I  go  now 
to  seek." 

*•  Hush  I  speak  lower.  I  wonder  how  I  shall  find  my  way  back  in  the  dark  ? 
It  is  very  provoking  to  have  let  the  light  go  out." 

*'I  can  relieve  you  from  that  difficulty,"  said  Claude  Duval.  "I  have  the 
means  of  relighting  it  about  me," 

"  Ah,  have  you  so?" 

"  Yes,  some  phosphorus  matches,  which  I  luckily  have,  VfiW  put  that  difficulty 
at  rest.    Where  is  the  lamp  ?" 

*•  Here— here.'* 
•"^  Claude  Duval  lit  the  lamp  for  the  abbess,  who  took  care  to  place  it  on  one  of 
the  stairs  out  of  the  draught  of  the  open  door. 

"I  thank  you  for  this  accommodation,"  said  the  abbess.  "  I  own  that  I  have 
no  liking  to  traverse  any  of  the  gloomy  passages  of  the  convent  in  the  dark.  You 
are  better  provided  than  I  expected." 

**It  i»a  great  satisfaction  to  me,"  said  Duval,  "  that  I  am  able  to  be  useful 
•  to  so  very  charming  a  person," 

"Go  to— -you  don't  mean  what  you  say,  Pm  sure!" 
'■     •*  Indeed,  but  I  do.    Let  me,  however,  go  as  soon  as  possible  for  the  deed 
that  I  want,  if  it  be  only  for  the  one  reason  that  I  shall  the  sooner  be  back 
again." 

*•  Go,  then— go." 

**  "Will  you  not  show  me  the  way  ?" 

The  abbess  hesitated  a  moment,  probably  from  the  distaste  she  had  to  come 
back  again  alone  through  the  dismal  garden  walk  in  the  dark,  but  it  was  only 
for  a  moment,  and  then  she  said  io  a  firm  voice— 

"Yes,  I  will  see  you  safe  to  the  garden- wall.  Come  on  with  me.  This  is  the 
way  we  must  take.  Do  not  deviate  to  the  right  or  to  the  left  more  than  you  can 
possibly  help,  for  there  is  danger  in  so  doing," 

Claude  Duval  did  not  implicitly  believe  all  that  the  abbess  said  about  the  pit- 
falls, and  the  steel-traps,  and  the  spring-guns  in  the  convent  garden.  As  re- 
garded the  guns,  they  would  require  the  charge  to  be  too  often  removed  in  con- 
sequence of  the  damp  that  would  get  to  the  powder  to  make  it  at  all  probable  that 
they  were  used  in  such  a  place,  so  he  looked  upon  the  whole  as  a  fable,  though 
he  did  not  say  so  to  the  abbess. 

The  soft  rain  that  had  so  recently  fallen  had  made  the  vegetation  in  the  convent 
garden  smell  exceedingly  fresh  and  pleasant,  but  the  path  upon  which  they  were 
was  so  completely  covered  in,  that  it  would  have  taken  a  rain  of  many  hours' 
duration  before  it  could  have  found  its  way  to  it. 

On  one  side  of  this  path  there  was  a  row  of  cyoress-trees,  planted  very  closely 
to  each  other,  and  of  great  height.  On  the  other'side  there  were  elms,  together 
with  some  very  fine  specimens  of  the  mountain  ash,  and  the  branches  of  both 
species  of  trees  had  been  artificially  bent  over  towards  the  cypresses,  so  as  to 
form  quite  a  canopy  overhead. 

It  was  beneath  this  all  but  impenetrable  shade,  then,  that  Claude  Duval  slowly 
^^TK  ^  K^  ^^^  wicked  and  unscrupulous  abbess  of  the  convent. 

J  he  abbess  had  been  right  in  saying  that  the  intensity  of  the  darkness  was 
owing  to  the  sudden  contrast  from  the  extinguishing  of  the  light,  for  every 
moment  enabled  them  to  see  better  about  them,  and  by  the  time  they  reached  the 
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convent-'wall  there  was  no  longer  any  diflSculty.in  distinguishing  large  objects,  at 
all  events,  one  from  the  other. 

*'Tbi3  is  the  spot,"  said  the  abbess.  "  You  will  find  that  there  are  branches 
removed  in  some  places  and  protruding  in  others  on  this  side  of  the  wall,  which 
will  enable  you  to  reach  the  top,  and  when  you  get  there,  you  will  creep  along 
till  you  come  to  the  trunk  of  a  chestnut-tree.     Do  you  attend  V* 

"Yes.    The  trunk  of  a  chestnut-tree.'* 

''Exactly.  When  you  get  to  that  spot  you  will  find  that  there  is  the  same 
mode  of  descending  the  wall  to  the  lane." 

'*  Which  way  do  I  take  the  route  to  the  chestnut-tree  ?     Right  or  left?" 

•*  To  your  left.  I  was  rather  confused,  or  I  should  have  told  you  that.  Now, 
go  on  as  quickly  as  you  can,  and  believe  me  I  shall  expect  you  with  impatience,** 

*'  Not  more  so  than  I  shall  look  forward  to  my  return." 

**  How  Jong  do  you  really  think  you  shall  be  now  ?'* 

Claude  Duval  thought  there  would  be  no  great  diflSculty  in  getting  back  with 
his  friends  in  an  hour  from  that  time,  but  he  did  not  by  any  means  wish  the 
lady  abbess  to  be  upon  the  look-out  for  him,  so  he  said  after  a  little  considera- 
tion— 

"  I  do  not  think  it  possible  for  me  to  be  upon  this  spot  agam  in  less  than  two 
hours  and  a  half  from  now." 

"That  IS  a  long,  long  time." 

*•  It  is,  but  I  cannot  help  it.  May  I  hope  that  you  will  sit  up  till  my 
return  ?" 

"  1  shall  certainly  do  so.    What  is  the  time  now  ?" 

Even  as  the  abbess  spoke,  the  church  clock  at  Ealing  struck  the  hour  of  one. 
Claude  Duval  had  thought  it  later,  and  he  was  agreeably  surprised  to  find  that 
it  was  not  so.  The  fact  is,we  are  accustomed  to  think  of  time  with  reference  to 
incidents  that  take  place  in  it,  rather  than  to  its  actual  progress;  but  the  events 
which  have  taken  us  some  time  to  detail  as  taking  place  in  the  convent,  had  in 
reality  proceeded  with  great  quickness. 

*'  It  is  but  one,  you  hear,"  said  Claude  Duval,  as  he  approached  the  wall, 
and  began  its  ascent;  "  you  may  expect  me  before  four  at  the  latest." 

"  I  will  be  here  at  this  spot,*'  said  the  abbess,  '*  at  three,  and  I  will  wait  for 
you  from  that  hour;  so  you,  knowing  that,  will  be  quicker  if  you  can." 

*•  I  will-     Farewell  for  the  present." 

Claude  Duval  obeyed  the  directions  of  the  abbess,  and  in  a  few  moments  he 
was  quite  safe  in  the  lane  that  ran  along  the  side  wall  of  the  garden  of  the 
convent. 


CHAPTER  CCCLIX. 

DUVAL    AND    HIS    FRIENDS    MAKE  THEIR  WAY  TO  THE   CELLS  OP  THE  CONVENT. 

The  fact  which  the  abbess  had  taken  care  to  announce,  that  from  the  hour  of 
three  she  meant  to  be  upon  the  spot  where  she  and  Duval  had  parted,  waiting 
for  him,  had  in  one  sense  all  the  effect  she  intended  it  to  have,  namely,  in  inducing 
him  to  make  greater  speed. 

She  did  not  think,  though,  that  that  speed  would  be  for  the  purpose  of  getting 
back  again  a  full  hour  before  the  time  mentioned. 

After  a  glance  around  him,  to  be  certain  that  he  was  going  in  the  right  direc-r 
tion,  Duval  set  off  at  a  swinging  kind  of  trot.  He  knew  that,  in  the  long  run, 
he  should  gei  over  the  ground  that  lay  oetween  him  and  his  friends  much  easier 
at  some  such  pace  as  that  than  as  if  he  had  made  a  violent  rush  at  once,  and  so 
lost  breath  and  strength  in  the  effort. 
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Nothing  occurred  to  interrupt  Claude  Duval  ia  the  least,  and  he  reached  the 
outskirts  of  the  cluster  of  tiees  where  he  had  left  his  little  party  in  perfect  safety. 
Just  as  he  did  so,  a  voice  called  out — 

"  Who  goes  there?" 

It  was  the  voice  of  Jack,  and  Claude  immediately  replied  to  it— 

"  Hilloa,  Jack,  is  that  you?" 
\       *•  Ah,  it  is  Claude  !*\£aid  Jack.    *'A  thousand  times  welcome  back  again, 
and  in  safety  too." 

*'  Yes,  Jack,  all's  right.     AVhere  are  the  others  V 

"  Close  at  hand." 

*'  That  will  do.  Lead  me  to  them.  There  is  no  time  to  lose,  I  can  assure  you 
now." 

**  This  way,  then,"  said  Jack.  "  I  was  keeping  watch  here,  that  was  all." 

"  For  anything  special.  Jack  ?' 

"  Why,  I  hardly  know  v.rhat  to  say  to  that,  Claude.  The  fact  is,  that  servant 
of  Mr.  Field's  has  been  here,  and  hud  a  quarrel  with  his  master,  who  sent  him 
off,  and  I  don't  like  tke  fellow.'* 

"  Dennis,  you  mean  ?" 

"  Yes.  That  is  his  name.  He  don't  seem  at  all  to  like  what  he  suspects  is 
going  on." 

"  Confound  his  impudence !     Upon  what  ground  does  he  presume  to  dislike  ill* 

*' That. I  cannot  tell  you ;  but  1  meant,  if  he  tried  to  interfere  with  us  any 
further,  to  give  him  a  hint  that  he  woald  get  into  danger  by  so  doing,  if  he  did 
not  mind  what  he  was  about." 

"And  so  he  will  too.  In  good  truth,  I  would  not  advise  him  to  be  too 
troublesome." 

Young  Mr.  Field  and  Dick  Turpin  were  close  at  hand,  and  Claude  Duval  was 
very  soon  with  them.  He  rapidly  related  all  that  had  passed  at  the  convent,  and 
then  added— 

"  You  see  from  this  there  is  no  time  to  lose." 

**  You  saw  my  Alicia  ?"  cried  Mr.  Field.  "  Oh,  tell  me,  did  she  look  ill  ?  Was 
she  dying?" 

*'  Dying  ?     Nonsense  !     What  put  that  into  your  head,  Mr.  Field  r" 

*'  I  thought — that  is,  I  am  afraid — that — that — "- 

**  Come,  come,  you  must  have  no  fears.     1  assure  you  that  all  will  be  we^.l,  if  '. 
you  will  come  with  us." 

*'  Take  me  where  you  will,  so  that  it  lead  to  Alicia,  and  I  am  with  you,  even 
if  death  were  certain  to  be  ray  doom  afterwards." 

"There  will  be  no  occasion,  my  good  friend,  for  any  such  sacrifice,  I  assure 
you,"  said  Claude  Duval.  "  I  have  every  reason  to  believe  what  I  sincerely 
hope  will  come  to  pass,  and  that  is,  that  yoa  will  soon  see  your  Alicia  quite 
free." 

"  Oh.  joyous  thought  1" 

"Well,  ii  is  so.  Uut  now  listen  to  me,  all  of  you,  and  don't  say  one  word  till 
1  have  finished  ray  story." 

They  listened  with  silent  attention  to  what  Claude  Duval  said  now,  as 
though  their  very  lives  had  depended  upon  every  word  that  lell  from  his  lips, 
and  then,  with  the  feeling  strongly  upon  his  mind  that  there  was  really  not  a 
minute  of  time  to  throw  away,  Claude  Duval,  with  wonderful  perspicuity  and 
strictness,  related  the  heads  of  all  that  had  happened  at  the  convent. 

At  its  conclusion  young  INlr.  Field  made  a  spring  forward,  and  clasped  Claude 
Diival  in  his  arms,  exclaiming — 

"  My  friend,  ray  brother!  oh,  how  can  I  ever  hope  to  repay  a  hundredth  part 
of  the  deep  obligations  that  I  owe  to  you  !" 

*'  Don't  think  of  it,"  said  Claude  ;   **  it  is  not  worth  thinking  of  in  that  way.'* 

*•  You  are  too  good — too  generous  !" 

"  No  at  all.     Believe  me,  that  it  is  a  great  pleasure  tome  to  rescue  Alicia  and 
he  other  victims  of  priestly  and  conventual  tyranny  and  oppression  from  the 
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dreadful  state  in  which  they  are  in  the  convent ;  so  now,  without  any  more  ado 
about  it,  let  uie  beg  of  vou  all  that  you  will  follow  me." 

"We  will— we  will.''' 

"Hush!"  said  Jack.     "Ah,  I  have  you." 

Jack  made  a  dash  among  the  trees,  and  there  was  a  howl  as  of  some  one  in 
great  distress  and  trouble,  and  Jack  called  out  — 

"  No,  you  rascal,  you  don't  get  away  from  rae  quite  so  easy,  I  assure  you. 
Come  on — come  on,  or  must  I  provide  you  with  a  pislol  bullet  in  your  head  ?" 

**  Oh,  good  jontilmen,"  said  a  voice,  "  have  mercy  upon  me,  I'm  as  int:ocent 
as  a  babby  that's  never  to  be  born." 

"  Why,  it's  Dennis  again,"  said  Mr.  Field. 

"Confound  him  !"  cried  Turpin,  **  what  the  devil  shall  we  do  with  that 
fellow  ?     He  positively  haunts  us." 

*'  And  for  no  good,  I  expect,"  said  Claude  Duval. 

*'  Here  he  is,"  said  Jack,  as  he  dragged  Dennis  forward,  '"  here  is  the  rascal 
who,  1  suspect,  has  been  playing  the  spy  upon  us  all  along.  Now,  Mr.  ritld,  I 
have  but  oue  piece  of  advice  to  offer  you  regarding  this  man.'* 

*'  What  is  it  ?" 

**To  hang  hira  out  of  hand  at  once,  I  feci  quite  certain  if  you  don't  some- 
thing serious  will  happen  all  through  his  pig-headed  stupidity  and  his  treachery. 
Hang  him,  say  I,  and  then  he  will  be  off  your  mind." 

"  i  don't  know  what  to  do  with  hira,  but  I'm  afraid  hanging  hioa  would  uot 
have  the  effect  of  taking  him  off  ray  mind.** 

*'  I'm  afraid  not,"  said  Claude. 

"Oh,  master,"  whined  Dennis,  "it's  yourself  that  knows  I'm  the  faithful 
Dennis,  any  way,  and  my  ancestors  were  kings  of  old  Ireland,  bedad  an'  sure 
they  were,  and  it's  meself  that  would  scorn  the  dirty  action." 

*'  I  don't  see  that,  Dennis,  when  you  have  not  scorned  to  disobey  my  orders 
and  to  turn  spy." 

*'  Is  it  disobey  5'our  orders  that  I  did  ?* 

"Surely  so.  Did  not  I  tell  you  to  go  to  the  Lion  Hotel  at  Charing  Cross  and 
there  to  wait  for  me  ?'* 

•'  The  Lion  was  it,  sir  ?" 

*•  You  know  well  that  it  was,  you  rascal." 
^  "Faith,  sir,  then  wasn't  I  going  to  that  same  Lion  when  this  pretty-looking 
gentlemen  came  at  me  like  a  tiger  and  stopped  me?** 

•*  But  you  were  hiding  and  listening.** 

*'  Is  it  listening  you  say,  sir?" 

"To  be  sure  I  do,  and  you  know  you  are  guilty," 
?  "Is  it  guilty  you  say,  sirl'* 

**This  is  insolence,"  said  Claude  Duval,  impatiently ;  "I  cannot  and  will  not 
waste  time  upon  this  fellow.  I  have  quite  made  up  my  raind  that  in  the  affair 
we  have  in  hand  he  cannot  be  connected.  The  only  thin?  we  can  do  with  l»ira 
short  of  taking  his  life  is  to  tie  him  up  here  until  we  come  back." 

"Oh,  sir,  and  sure  you  wouldn't  think  of  tying  up  the  faithful  Dennis  ?  It's 
myself  that  will  go  with  the  master,  and  fight  like  a  bravo  !' 

*' Fight  the  priest,  do  you  mean,  Dennis?**  said  Turpin.  ;   ^ 

**Is  it  the  praste  you  sav,  sir?" 

"I  do." 

*'  Glory  be  to  the  saints  and  the  pras  te  !  I  shouldn't  like  to  fight  the  praste. 
It  isn't  the  praste  that  can  do  anything  wrong,  if  I  said  or  did  anything 
against  the  praste,  bedad  he'd  raav  be  put  the  curse  upon  me,  and  then  what 
would  I  do  ?*' 

"Just  so,"  said  Claude  Duval.  "Secure  this  fellow.  Jack,  as  effectually  as 
you  can.  I  must  be  off.    I  am  getting  mad  at  the  delay." 

Dennis  raised  a  howl  as  Jack  tied  him  to  a  tree  in  such  a  manner,  that  escape, 
unless  some  one  came  to  his  aid,  was  out  of  the  question,  and  then  saluting  him 


■t"ii.gnf  i"i.ijn'">  If. 


1486  GENTLEMAN  JACK;  OR, 

with   three   or  four  hard   slashes  across  the  back,  with  a    riding  whip.  Jack 
said— 

*'Now,  Dennis,  if  you  wish  to  preserve  yourself  in  a  whole  skin  you  will  be 
quiet,  and  wait  here  till  we  come  back,  for  so  sure  as  I  am  a  living  man,  if  you 
make  any  disturbance  I  will  hunt  you  out  and  shoot  you." 

•'  On,  on,"  cried  Claude  Duval.     "  Follow  me." 

They  all  darted  from  the  wood  now,  and  left  Dennis  to  himself,  who  after 
making  all  the  efforts  he  could  to  free  himself,  and  finding  that  by  so  doing  he 
only  made  the  rope  with  which  Jack  had  bound  him  sink  deeper  into  his  flesh, 
he  set  to  blubbering  like  a  great  school  boy. 

*'  Oh,  dear,  if  I  could  only  get  away  ;  but  L  can't.  It's  the  blessed  praste  that 
they  may  do  a  mischief  too.  What  if  he  did  go  to  the  young  lady,  and  wish  to  be 
kind  to  her?  He  was  the  praste  !  What  if  he  does  take  just  the  drop  too  much 
of  wine  ?  He  is  the  praste  ■  What  if  he  does  put  them  as  won't  do  just  what 
he  wants  'em  into  a  cell,  and  keeps  'em  on  bread  and  water,  and  now  and  then 
drops  one  or  two  of  them  into  a  well — isn't  he  the  praste  ?  The  Lord  be  good  to 
him  !    Sure,  judgment  will  come  upon  them  if  they  meddle  with  the  praste  !" 

Such  was  Dennis's  idea  of  the  power  and  the  influence  of  the  priesthood  of 
his  creed  ;  and  we  doubt  not  but  that  even  now,  when  knowledge  and  civiliza- 
tion have  made  such  rapid  strides  among  all  other  classes  of  the  community,  the 
besetted  ignorance  and  degraded  subserviency  of  the  lower  order  of  Irish  to  their 
priests  remains  much  the  same  as  it  did  in  the  time  of  Gentleman  Jack.] 

We  do  not  mean  to  say  but  that  th?re  are  good  priests.  We  know  that  there 
are  men  in  that  capacity  who  are  a  credit  to  human  nature,  and  the  blessing  of  all 
around  them  ;  but  they  are  the  exceptions  unfortunately ;  and  as  in  the  case  of 
absolute  monarchy,  which  is  the  very  best  form  of  government  under  the  sun 
provided  you  can  get  a  good  and  exalted  despot,  so  is  it  the  most  hazardousr  on 
account  of  the  rarity  of  such  characters. 

For  good  or  for  evil,  the  catholic  priesthood  wield  an  awful  power.  Pity  it  is 
that  the  evil  seems  so  largely  to  predominate,  that  the  lesson  taught  to  human 
nature  by  it  is,  to  trust  no  human  bemg  with  any  such  authority  lest  it  be  cruelly 
abused. 

The  reader  will  pardon  us  for  this  little  digression,  as  the  subject  seemed  in 
an  inoperative  manner  to  call  for  it;  and  we  now  resume  our  narrative  in  its 
legular  course. 

Having  so  recently  threaded  the  road  from  the  convent  wall  to  the  little  wood 
in  which  he  had  left  his  friends,  Claude  Duval  was  well  qualified  to  take  them 
back  to  the  convent  again  by  the  most  favourable  route. 

His  impatience  to  get  back  again  had  all  its  efi'ect  upon  those  who  were  with 
him,  and  it  was  astonishing  in  how  shore  a  space  of  time  they  got  bacfe  to  the 
lane,  from  one  side  of  which  rose  the  wall  of  the  convent. 

They  were  rather  better  pleased  with  the  soft  rain  that  now  fell,  and  with 
the  derse  clouds  that  obscured  the  sky,  than  as  if  the  night  had  been  one  of 
clearness  and  of  beauty,  for  the  dingy  aspect  of  everything  had  the  efi'ect  of 
completely  enshrouding  them  in  obscurity. 

*♦  There  is  the  wall,"  said  Claude  Duval,  "  and  I  think  we  are  close  to  the 
spot  at  which  it  will  be  quite  safe  to  scale  it." 

Duval  Id  the  way,  and  with  that  strength  and  agility  for  which  he  was  so 
remarkable,  and  which  upon  more  than  one  occasion  had  surprised  his  foes,  and 
had  the  effect  of  saving  his  life,  he  sprang  up  to  the  low-hanging  branch  of  a 
tree,  and  catching  it,  he  in  another  moment  stood  upon  the  convent  wall. 

"Bravo!"  said  Turpin. 

"  Hush!  hush!  I  can  now  help  you  all  up.  You  come,  Mr.  Field,  if  you 
please." 

Young  Field  did  not  want  for  strength  or  agility ;  but  still,  without  the  aid 
of  Claude  Duval,  he  mjght  have  found  it  rather  a  troublesome  job  to  get  to  the 
top  of  that  rather  high  wall. 

In  the  course  of  a  few  moments  they  had  all  reached  the  wall's  top,  which 
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was  sufficiently  wide  to  let  any  one  stand  upon  it  with  ease.  Claude  found  the 
part  where  the  abbess  had  shown  him  that  a  descent  might  be  made,  and  a 
minute  more  saw  the  party  in  the  garden. 


CHAPTER  CCCLX. 

CLAUDE  AND  HIS  FRIENDS  REACH  THE  CONVENT  IN  SAFETY. 

"  So  far  all  is  right,"  whispered  Claude.  «Now,  don't  move  either  of  you 
hand  or  foot,  till  I  reconnoitre  the  way  a  little,** 

Bearing  in  mind  what  Duval  had  told  them  the  abbess  had  said  of  the  means 
taken  to  prevent  intruders  from  making  their  way  through  the  garden,  they  did 
not  think  this  excessive  caution  of  Duval's  to  be  at  all  necessary,  but  rather 
regarded  it  as  quite  proper ;  so  there  they  stood  like  statues,  while  he  crept 
cautiously  on. 

Of   course,   Claude's  object   was  to   get  into  the   same   path   that  he  had 
traversed  with  the  abbess,  for  he  did  not  wish  to  lose  time  in  the  garden,  as  the 
secret  passage  that  led  to  the  chapel  was  what  he  wanted  to  reach* 
*'  All  is  right,"  he  said.     "  We  are  in  the  path.     Come  on." 
"  D— n  it,  what's  this  V  said  Dick. 
"  Hush  !  not  so  loud,  Dick.     What  is  the  matter  V 
'*  Something  is  round  my  leg." 
'*  Be  quiet,  then." 

Claude  Duval  lit  a  match,  and  stooped  down,  shielding  it  as  well  as 
he  could  from  the  rain,  and  then  he  saw  that  a  piece  of  copper  wire  was  twisted 
round  Turpin's  foot ;  but  it  was  easily  removed.  ^ 

*«  You  may  depend,"  said  Turpin,  "  that  this  belongs  to  part  of  the  abbess  s 
man-traps,  and,  thank  the  fates,  the  apparatus  must  be  out  of  order,  or  I  might 
have  suffered." 

"  You  kept  the  path,  Dick  ?" 

••  I  can't  say  I  did.  An  infernal  great  frog  or  toad,  as  large  as  a  dinner-plate, 
crossed  my  feet,  and  J  naturally  set  my  right  foot  on  to  the  grass  edging  of  this 
flower-bed,  and  that  did  it,  I  suppose." 

"  No  doubt  of  it.     Come  on,  and  be  more  cautious,  I  beg  of  you,  Dick,  and 
never  mind  the  frogs  or  the  toads.    The  rain  has  brought  them  out,  no  doubt, 
in  the  old  garden." 
"So  it  seems." 

They  now  went  on  for  some  short  distance,  and  Claude  Duval  was  congratu- 
lating himself  that  all  would  be  well,  when  a  voice  said  suddenly— 
«  Hush— bush  !" 

Claude  stopped,  and  so  did  the  party  behind  him. 
"  Is  it  you,  Joseph  ?"  said  the  voice. 
"  Yes,"  said  Claude. 
**  Dear  me,  what  a  cold  you  have  got." 
*' I  rather  have." 

"  Well,  Joseph,  you  can't  come  into  the  buttery  to-night,  although  it  has 
some  splendid  pie  and  cold  game  in  it.  The  fact  is,  that  the  abbess  is  up  still, 
and  seems  as  restless  as  the  very  devil,  she  does.'' 

*'  Oh,"  said  Claude.  , 

*'  So  you  must  go,  Joe  ;  but  mind  you  come  to-morrow  night.    Don  t  stop 
now,  I  beg  of  you,  for  I  don't  know  what  the  abbess  is  about.    She  seems  half 
out  of  her  wits  to-night.     Good-bye." 
*' Good-bye,"  said  Claude. 
"  Well,  you  have  got  a  cold !"  said  the  voice. 

They  heard  a  light  footstep  make  its  way  rapidly  in  the  direction  of  the  con- 
vent, and  when  it  was  safe  to  speak,  Claude  said — 

■  ■ ^ ,'? 


1488  GENTLEMAN  JACK. 

'*  So,  it  seems  that  others  of  the  lioly  sisterhood,  besides  the  lady  abbess, 
have  their  little  indulgences." 

>*?  "Of  course,"  said  Turpin,  "  nobody  ever  doubted  that  fact  in  connection 
■with  convents.  We  may  thank  the  lain,  and  the  wind,  and  the  darkness  of  this 
night,  Claude,  for  your  being  mistaken  for  Joe  somebody." 

"  Yes,  combined  ^'ith  that  sort  of  feeling  of  security  which  is  the  product  of 
long  impunity.  -I  have  no  doubt  but  that  the  lady  who  spoke  to  me  never  dreamt 
of  the  possibility  of  it  bein*  any  one  but  her  Joe." 

How  cold,  and  sloppy,  and  dreary,  the  convent  garden  now  was.  The  rain 
dropped  from  leaf  to  leaf  until  it  reached  the  lowest  stratum  of  them,  and  then 
with  melancholy  splashes  sought  the  soddened  ground. 

Now  and  then,  a  bird,  disturbed  from  its  roost  in  some  old  tree  by  the   wet, 

would  fly  staggering  and  uncertain-like  across  their  path,  and  occasionally  a  gentle 

wind  would  stir  the  old  tree  tops,  and  scatter  particles  of  water  in  all  directions. 

It  was  anight  admirably  adapted  for  the  expedition  Claude   Duval  aud  his 

party  had  come  upon,  on  account  of  its  many  discomforts. 

The  old  convent  clock  struck  something,  but  the  wind  at  the  altitude  of  the 
clock-tower  appeared  to  be  restive  and  shifty,  so  that  the  sounds  were  vague 
and  confused,  and  some  of  them,  no  doubt,  did  not  reach  the  ears  of  Duval  «nd 
his  friends  at  all ;  but  by  calculation  of  time  he  well  knew  that  it  could  not  be  yet 
near  the  hour  for  the  lady  abbess  to  expect  him. 

The  uncertainly  of  the  path  they  were  pursuing — the  report  from  Claude  of 
what  the  abbess  had  said  of  unknown  dangers  being  on  all  sides  of  them,  and 
strange  sighing  sounds  that  the  wind  made  now  and  then  among  the  trees,  all 
combined  to  infuse  an  odd  feeling  into  the  minds  of  the  quiet  little  line  of  figures 
that  crept  so  noiselessly  along  the  garden  path. 

;  They  looked  more  like  spectres  than  living  people  at  that  solemn  hour  and  in 
that  strange  place.  , 

It  was,  probably,  upon  the  constitutionally  serious  character  of  Jack  that  ths 
greatest  effect  was  produced;  but  he  did  not  let  the  feelius  show  itself  in  any 
,  way  that  could  interrupt  the  progress  of  the  expedition. 

'  The  pathway  in  which  they  were  became  more  and  more  gloomy,  and  Claude 
Duval  felt  confident  that  they  had  got  to  that  part  o(  it  which  he  had  noticed 
when  he  was  with  the  abbess,  and  where  the  tall  trees  interlaced  their  branches 
overhead,  and  prevented  the  least  vestige  of  the  sky  from  being  visible,  and  must, 
even  at  mid-day,  have  converted  all  below  ihem  into  an  impenetrable  shade, 

•*  Are  YOU  sure  you  are  in  the  right  track  ?"  whispered  Jack. 
I      "Quite,  Jack."' 

j      "  That  is  well.     And  your  key,  Claude  ?" 

'  "  I  have  it  here.  We  are  now  quite  close  to  the  mysterious  litth  door  that 
opens  into  the  secret  passage  of  the  convent.  1  will  try  to  do  without  a  light  if 
1  can  ;  but  I  rather  think  1  shall  have  to  ignite  a  match  to  enable  me  to  find  the 
key-hole." 

<      "  It  may  take  some  time  to  do  so." 

I     *'  It  may ;  and  I  don't  think  that  there  will  be  any  danger  in  it." 
I     They  now  suddenly  emerged  from  the  dreary  pathway  in  whhh  they  were, 
and  came  upon  a  small  open  space  close  to  the  building,  which,  amid  the  darkness 
ol  the  night,  in  consequence  of  having  its  outline  so  completely  blended  with  that 
darkness,  looked  of  uncommon  size. 
I     "  This  should  be  the  place,"  whispered  Claude, 

j  After  feeling  about  the  wall  for  some  time,  he  feared  that  he  might  be  a  long 
time  findiag  the  door  that  he  had  to  open  witk  his  master-key;  so,  as  every  mo- 
ment was  now  valuable,  he  determined  upon  risking  the  faint  light  of  a  phos- 
phorus match. 

It  would  be  very  unlikely  that  any  one  would  be  sufficiently  upon  the  look-out 
to  see  it,  so  Claude   at  once  ignited  it;  and  then  he  saw  the  little  low-arched 
door  in  the  wall. 
*'  This  will  do,"  he  said,  aa  he  placed  his  hand  upon  the  key-hole,  and  threw 
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down  the  match.  "  Now,  my  friends,  silence  as  profound  as  death  must  be  the 
order  of  the  day,  for  in  another  moment  we  shall  be  within  the  convent." 

The  master-key  that  Duval  had  did  its  duty,  and  the  little  door  in  the  wall 
slowly  creaked  open  upon  its  seldom  used  hinges. 

**  Come  on,"  whispered  Duval,  "  I  wi'l  leave  the  door  dose  shut,  but  not  locked, 
remember,  and  I  will  as  we  go  on  leave  all  the  doors  that  I  open  in  the  same 
state,  and  iben  if  anything  should  happen  to  me  in  the  event  of  a  tumult  you 
will  require  no  key  to  aid  you  in  escaping  in  this  direction.*' 

••  Don't  think  of  that,"  said  Mr.  Field.  *'  I  for  one  will  live  or  die  with  yoo, 
my  friend." 


No.  isr, 
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Neither  Dick  nor  Jack  said  a  word.  It  was  not  exactly  the  time  of  day  for 
them  to  make  any  protestations  to  Claude  Duval.  They  both  felt  that  he  knew 
them  too  well  to  need  any. 

They  all  passed  into  the  little  secret  passage,  and  Duval  closed  the  door,  but 
did  not  lock  it. 

**  Now,"  he  said,  "  before  we  go  a  step  further  I  think  it  will  be  as  weJJ  that 
we  determine  upon  what  we  are  to  do  if  attacked  by  a  host  of  these  hags  of 
women,  who  in  this  establishment  lead  a  life  of  vice,  and  who  think  that  they 
are  called  upon  to  obey  the  orders  of  the  wretch  who  presides  over  them." 

"  1  have  been  thinking  of  that,"  said  Dick,  **  and  I  for  one,  if  it  can  be  at  all 
avoided,  don't  like  shooting  a  womafl,  let  her  scratch  ever  so." 

"Nor  do  I,"  said  Jack. 
'  "But,"  added  Dick,  ♦*  I  recollect  what  was  once  done  in  a  case  where  an  attack 
of  women  took  place." 
•'What  was  it,  Dick?'* 

**  Pistols  were  loaded  with  powder,  well  ranamed  down  with  a  good  hard  bit  of 
wadding,  and  it  was  found  thai  every  one  wJEiQia  lye  fired  at  went  down  at  once, 
and  gave  herself  up  as  shot." 

"  Let  us  do  it,  then,  with  soffit  of  our  arms.  It  will  be  well,  though^  JtQ  i^eep 
about  us  some  pistols  properly  loaded." 

•*  No  doubt  of  that,  for  there  js  no  knowing  what  may  happen,  ajod  it  is  as  well 
lo  be  on  the  safe  side." 

Dick  Turpin  and  the  others  now  loaded  each  a  pistol  with  rather  an  over- 
charge of  powder,  and  rammed  in  very  hard  a  bit  of  le£d;her  instead  of  a  bullet, 
so  that  it  would  hit  any  one  a  good  rap,  but  not  in  reality  do  any  fatal  injury. 
They  then  considered  themselves  prepared  for  any  contingency  that  might 
occur. 

It  was  quite  impossible  that  darkness  could  be  more  intense  than  it  was  now 
as  they  entered  this  gloomy  passage  leading  to  the  convent  chapel.  Claude 
Duval  now  paused  for  a  moment,  and  spoke  iu  a  v^ry  low  tone  fo  his  friends. 

"Remember,"  he  said,  "that  in  the ^urse  of  our  progress  now  we  shall 
pass  within  half-a-dozen  paces  of  the  abbess's  room-door,  and,  therefore,  that 
any  sound  coming  to  her  ears  will  assuredly  have  the  effect  of  bringing  her  out 
to  see  what  it  is,  1  don't  mean  to  say  th?rt  even  then  her  appearance  would 
have  the  effect  of  putting  a  stop  to  our  plan  of  o|)erations,  but  it  might  delay  us.* 
"  We  should  have  to  quiet  her,"  said  Jack, 

"Yes,  Jack,  we  would  do  that,  but  we  don't  know  exactly  what  means  she 
may  have  of  giving  an  alarm  to  the  rest  of  the  convent ;  and  what  I  specially 
wish  to  avoid  is,  a  conflict  with  the  nuns." 

*'Just  so,"  said  Dick;  "it  would  be  ^]^  kj^s^^^  find  scratching,  you  may 
depend  upon  it." 

*'  Come  on,  then,"  said  Claude.     **  I  think  you  understand  me  now.     All  yofii  ' 
have  to  do  is  to  follow  me  in  single  file,  and  each  of  you  to  tread  as  lightly  as  he 
possibly  can,  so  that  his  footfall  may  make  no  perceptible  sound." 

In  this  way,  then,  they  went  into  the  dreary  passage,  which  led  round  by  the 
route  the  abbess  had  shown  to  Duval  to  the  chapel  of  the  convent.  Claude 
considered  that  it  still,  with  all  the  delays  that  had  taken  place  on  account  of 
Dennis  and  other  matters,  wanted  an  hour  to  the  time  when  the  abbess  would 
be  expecting  him  to  make  his  appearance  with  the  deed. 

What  might  not  be  done  by  four  determined  men  in  an  hour  ?  And  by  such 
men,  too,  as  those  who  were  now  within  the  convent  walls.  If  the  abbess  had 
but  had  the  least  idea  to  whom  she  had  opened  the  secrets  of  her  establishment, 
she  might  well  have  trembled  for  its  future  stability. 

But  it  was  passion  that  had  blinded  that  woman,  who,  under  ordinary  cir- 
cumstances, would  never  have  been  deceived  by  the  slight  plot  that  had'  been 
brought  to  bear  against  her. 

It  she  had  not  taken  the  unnatural  liking  that  she  had  to  Claude  Duval,  she 
would  never  have  so  far  stultified  her  reason  as  to  think  that  all  was  right  in  the 


)^ 


LIFE  ON  THE  ROAD.  ^491 


vrky  that  it  was  going  on ;  but  when  we  find  that  she  could  go  the  length  of 
asking  Duval  to  take  the  life  of  Father  Garvey,  so  that  he  should  not  be  in  the 
wAy  of  her  new  amour,  we  may  judge  how  iar  gone  the  abbess  was  in  the 
criminality  of  her  passions. 


CHAPTER  CCCLXI. 

THE   RESCUE    OF    ALICIA  AND   THE  TWO   NOVICES,   AND   THE   FATE   01  DENNIS. 

The  necessity  now  for  preserving  the  most  cautious  demeanour,  if  they  would 
be  successful  in  what  they  were  meditating,  was  impressed  strongly  upon  the 
minds   of  all   those    who    were    with   Claude   Duval    upon  this   momentous 
i'  occasion. 

^^  He  had  told  them  that  in  the  course  they  would  pursue  they  would  have  to 
pass  so  near  to  the  chamber  in  the  actual  occupation  of  the  lady  abbess,  that 
the  least  noise  might  have  the  effect  of  calling  her  forth  to  challenge  them. 

Claude  went  first,  feeling  his  way  as  best  he  could,  for  he  was  afraid  to  have 
a  light,  lest  some  wandering  ray  of  it  should  reach  the  abbess's  observation  ; 
.and  jet  he  found  it  exceedingly  difficult   to  get  on  with  anything  like  facility 
I  without  one. 

Nevertheless  he  went  on  as  best  he  could,  and  reached  the  foot  of  the  flight 
of  steps  which  he  had  before  counted,  upon  the  occasion  of  descending  them  in 
company  with  the  abbess. 

It  was  then  only  that  Claude  turned,  and  whispered  softly— 
"  Be  cautious.     Here  are  stairs." 
"Descending?"  asked  Turpin. 
*'  No — no — they  ascend." 
••  All's  right,  Claude.     Go  on." 
**Hu5h!  hushl" 

The  stairs  were  passed,  a  door  was  opened,  and  then  Claude  Duval  felt  certain 
tha«-  he  was  in  the  winding  passage,  which,  in  a  very  short  time,  would  lead  him 
;  close  to  the  door  of  the  abbess's  room. 

i      ** Caution  !  caution  ! — much  caution,  now!"  he  whispered, 
J      They  all  understood  him  and  made  the  best  possible  reply  they  could  to  him 
.  by  ubeyicg  the  injunction  in  silence,  and  then  on  they  we'nt,  till  Duval  suddenly 
found  something  in  his  way,  over  which  he  fell. 

If  he  had  not  been  going  so  exceedingly  slow,  with  his  hands  stretched  out 
before  him,  he  certainly  must  have  fallen  ;  but,  as  it  was,  although  he  made  a 
:  slight  noise,  it  was  not  sufficient  to  give  anything  like  an  alarm. 

Feeling,  however,  convinced  that  there  was  some  obstruction  now  to  his  pro- 
gress which  it  would  not  do  to  tamper  with  in  the  dark,  Claude  Duval,  although 
he  was  very  much  averse  to  such  a  course,  felt  that  he  must  have  a  iight. 

The  hope  he  had  was,  that  as  the  abbess  would  not  be  sitting  m  the  dark,  she 
would  not  sec  any  ray  from  the  little  match  which  he  proceeded  to  ignite,  since 
it  would  present  no  contrast  to  the  light  in  her  own  room. 
"  Dick  I'*  whispered  Claude,  *'  there  is  something  in  the  way." 
"The  deuce  there  is  !  ' 

*'  I  am  gomg  to  light  a  match  just  for  a  moment." 
"  Ah,  do  so." 

The  phosphorus  match  lit  noiselessly ;  and  when  the  wood-work  was  in  a  flame 
Claude  saw  that  a  stool  wasplaced  exactly  in  the  centre  of  the  passage,  with  a 
large  gliass  goblet  dpon  it.  The  goblet  had  been  only  slii^htly  moved  by  the  touch 
he  had  given  to  the  stool ;  but  another  such  slight  touch  wuuld  have  sent  it  to 
the  floor,  when  it  must  have  made  quite  noise  enough  in  breaking  to  alarm  the 
abbess. 
There  could  be  no  doubt  but  she  had  placed  that  obstruction  ia  the  way  of 
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Claude's  return  ia  order  that,  without  the  trouble  of  waiting  for  him,  she  might 
be  let  know  when  he  was  near  at  hand. 

"  Cunning  enough,  but  it  won't  do/'  said  Duval,  as  he  placed  the  goblet  close 
to  the  wall,°and  put  the  stool  out  of  the  way. 

•'  Does  she  suspect  you  ?"  whispered  Mr.  Field. 

"  I  think  not.'' 

"And  I  hope  not." 

*'  Come  on,  now— the  match  is  out ;  and,  whether  she  suspects  me  or  not,  wo 
will  rescue  those  whom  we  came  here  to  save." 

Claude  Duval,  while  he  had  had  the  phosphorus  match  alight,  had  taken  a 
glance  in  advance  of  him,  and  had  been  quite  convinced  that  there  was  no 
further  obstruction  to  his  progress,  so  now  he  advanced  in  the  dark  with  much 
greater  confidence  than  before. 

A  few  moments  sufficed  to  enable  him  to  reach  the  turn  in  the  secret  passage, 
which  would  bring  him;past  the  panel  in  the  wall  of  the  abbess's  room. 

To  get  past  that  point  was  everything,  for  when  once  that  was  done,  every  step 
would  take  them  further  from  the  chances  of  any  interruption,  and  nearer  to  the 
gloomy  cells  in  which,  with  more  or  less  patience,  rested  the  victims  that   they 

had  come  to  save.  ,.     r  i    ,    ^ 

"  More  caution  still,"  whispered  Claude,  for  he  was   fearful  that  not  bemg 

cognisant  of  the  exact  spot  where  the  danger  lay,  one  or  other  of  those  he  had 

with  hkn  might  say  something.  ^  ,.  ,  ^     , 

Claude  started  back  a  step  or  two,  for  suddenly  a  gleam  of  light  shot  across 

the  passage. 


jj,  "  Down  !"  he  said. 


They  all  crouched  down  to  the  floor,  and  then  the  panel  in  the  wall  of  the 
abbess's  chamber  was  opened  about  eight  inches  or  so,  and  she  looked  out. 

The  gleam  of  light  did  not  come  from  any  lamp  she  carried  in  her  hand,  but 
from  the  tall  candle  that  was  burning  upon  the  table  in  ihe  room. 

Claude  Duval  could  see  her  face  quite  plainly,  and  her  hand,  as  she  held  the 
edge  of  the  panel  with  it. 

"  All  still,"  she  said,  *'  all  still.  He  comes  not  yet,  but  he  will  come.  I  am 
foolish  to  expect  him  so  soon,  or  to  be  so  very  anxious  about  him.  No  doubt  he 
will  come,  and  he  mentioned  to  me  the  shortest  possible  space  of  time  that 
would  elapse  before  I  saw  him  again.    L  must  be  patient— patient.    All  is 

still.'* 

She  closed  the  panel.  . 

What  a  relief  it  was  to  Duval  when  he  heard  the  click  of  the  spring  of  the 
panel  go  into  its  place  again,  and  saw  a  very  thin  pencil  of  light  that  shone 
through  a  crevice,  and  just  revealed  where  the  panel  was  ;  nothmg  was  observable 
of  the  opening  in  the  wall. 

^'  An  escape,"  he  said,  in  a  whisper,  "  quite  an  escape.  Come  on  now  slowly 
and  surel)'— come  on."  ,       ,     ,  •,  j 

They  did  not  dare  any  of  them  tb  speak  to  him,  but  they  had  not  advanced 
many  paces  when  they  heard,  or  thought  they  heard,  for  they  could  not  feel  quite 
sure  about  it,  the  feint  ringing  of  a  bell  as  if  a  long  way  oflL 

Claude  paused  and  listened  intently,  for  something  came  across  him  to  toe 
effect  that  that  ringing  of  a  bell  had  something  to  do  with  the  aflFair  he  had  on 

Not  many  moments  elapsed  before  he  was  convinced  that  it  not  only  had 
something  to  do  with  it,  but  that  the  something  was  of  great  importance. 

The  abbess's  voice  came  rather  sharply  upon  the  silence  of  the  night,  being 
only  on  the  other  side  of  the  panel,  as  she  said —  ^ 

•♦  What  is  it  now  ?  Am  i  never  to  be  left  to  myseU?  How  dare  you  intrude 
upon  me  at  this  hour?"  ,        i-  u  * 

Claude  Duval  and  his  party  remained  as  still  as  death  itself  to  listen  to  what 
might  now  take  place  in  the  abbess's  room,  . 

In  a  very  bumble  voice,  indeed,  9om  mQ  replied  to  the  imperious  abbew,  and  ( 

-  -  -  ■■  ■  '    »' ■  J  ■   ■  "^       ■  ■■  f   !■  ,■      — rwi    ■."^r*' 
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the  tone  ia  which  the  reply  was  made  was  so  low,  that  neither  Duval  nor  any 
of  those  who  were  with  him  could  catch  the  purport  even  of  the  words. 

When  the  abbess  again  spoke,  however,  in  her  full,  round,  commanding  voice, 
there  was  no  sort  of  difficulty  in  catching  every  word  she  uttered. 

*'  A  man  wants  to  see  rae  ?'*  she  cried.  *'  What  do  you  mean  by  dislurbinjj 
me  about  him  ?  Who  and  what  is  he,  pray,  that  I  am  to  be  roused  even  from 
my  devotions  at  such  an  hour  as  this  to  see  him  ?'* 

Again  the  voice  said  something  in  reply  in  the  same  low  tone  as  before,  and 
which  Claude  Duval  was  very  much  annoyed  to  find  that  he  could  not  catch  ; 
but  the  abbess  was  kind  enough  to  relieve  him  from  that  difficulty,  for  she  cried 
out  in  an  angry  voice— 

'♦  Speak  up,  idiot !     Am  I  to  trouble  myself  to  listen  to  your  whimpering  ?'* 

"Thank  you,*'  thought  Claude. 

Upon  this  command,  the  person  who  had  brought  a  message  to  the  lady 
abbess  spoke  up  cleaily  enough,  saying — 

"Holy  madam,  I  don't  pretend  to  know  who  it  is  at  all,  nori3o  I  take  upon 
myself  to  say  that  you  ought  to  have  been  disturbed  ;  but  Sister  Mary  thought 
that  it  was  worth  while  bringing  the  message  to  you,  as  it  might  be 
important.'* 

••Well—well,  what  is  it?" 

"  A  man,  then,  at  the  outer  gate,  who  says  that  his  name  is  Dennis,  wishes 
to  see  you  in  order  to  tell  you  that  there  is  a  plot  going  on  for  the  purpose  of 
taking  a  novice  from  the  convent  this  very  night.'* 

"Absurd!     What  plot?     What  novice  ?" 

"  He  declared  that  he  would  not  tell  any  one  but  yourself,  or  a  priest.'* 

"  A  priest  ?  Why,  what  sort  of  a  man  must  he  be  who  waits  for  a  priest 
before  he  can  make  a  confidence  ?     Who  and  what  is  he  ?'* 

"  He  is  an  Irishman,  and  by  his  language  belongs  to  the  lower  order  of 
society. '* 

"Stuff!     1  won't  see  him." 

*•  Very  well,  holy  mother.     I  will  have  him  sent  away  from  the  gate  at  once." 

"Stop— stop  !  A  plot  to  take  away  a  novice?  Stop  a  moment.  Can  it  be 
possible?  No— no,  surely  no — it  cannot  be.  What  am  I  to  think?  This 
foolish  communication  has  the  effect  of  distracting  me,  whether  it  be  true  or 
false.    Did  he  give  no  further  information  than  what  you  have  told  me  ?' 

"  None  whatever.'* 

"  But  you  say  he  is  an  Irishman.  Could  you  not  manage  to  get  from 
him  what  he  has  to  say  without  my  being  troubled  with  him  ?" 

*'  I  fear  not,  holy  mother.  Like  the  rest  of  his  class,  he  makes  up  for  the  want 
of  education  and  its  advantages  by  the  possession  of  that  low  cunning,  which  is 
taught  to  him,  and  to  such  as  he,  from  their  earliest  infancy." 

"  You  are  right  there.  I  don't  think  that  there  is  anything— I  don't  think  that 
there  can  be  anything  in  this  pretended  communication  that  he  has  to  make  to 
rae  ;  but,  still,  there  are  circumstances  which  make  it  desirable  that  I  should  luu 
no  risks  just  now,  so  I  will  see  him.  I  have  still  half  an  hour  to  spare,"  mut- 
tered the  abbess  to  herself,  as  the  attendant  left  the  room. 

When  the  abbess  was  alone,  she  paced  the  room  to  and  fro  for  its  whole 
length — and  that  was  no  trifle — with  disordered  steps.  It  was  quite  evident  that 
the  communication  which  had  been  made  to  her  had  had  the  effect  of  distracting 
her  mind  very  much,  and,  probably,  of  giving  her  doubts  of  the  good  faith  of  the 
Mr.  White  of  whom  she  had  thought  so  much. 

"  What  can  it  mean  ?"  she  said—"  what  can  it  all  mean  ?  A  plot  for  the  es- 
cape of  a  novice  from  this  convent  ?  Oh,  impossible  i  We  are  too  well  protected 
here.  But,  yet,  I  will  hear  what  this  man  has  to  say.  It  is  possible  that  his 
arrival  here  may  be  the  beginning  of  the  plot." 

The  abbess  stopped  short  in  her  peregrinations  to  and  fro  in  the  room  ^s  this 
idea  »truck  her.    It  was  not  a  very  unnatural  one,  con^ideripg  ?ll  things. 

'♦  Ye*,"  she  added,  "  there  may,  indeed,  be  a  plot,  and  thi»  matj^s  arrival  hew 
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the  commencement  of  it.  He  may  be  in  disguise  !  Ah  !  let  him  beware  !  Let 
him  attempt,  by  finesse,  to  gain  any  purpose  here,  and  1  think  he  will  find  me  a 
match  for  him,  1  will  hear  him,  and  then  woe  be  to  hini  if  I  suspect  him  eyen !" 


CHAPTER  CCCLXH. 

DENNIS     MAKES     ALL    THE     MISCIIIKF    HE     POSSIBLY    CAN    IN   HIS    INTERVIEW 

WITH    THE    ABBESS. 

*"  This  inopportune  visit  of  Dennis  at  the  convent  was  to  Claude  Duval  and  his 
party  one  of  the  most  serious  cross  accidents  that  could  possibly  have  happened 
to  them.  It  was  of  the  utmost  importance,  too,  that  they  should  find  out  how 
much  Dennis  knew  of  the  projected  escape  from  the  convent  of  Alicia,  for  the 
amount  of  that  knowledge  would  be  a  good  index  of  the  amount  of  his  powers  of 
mischief. 

Feeling,  therefore,  that  there  was  but  little  time  to  spare  in  the  matter,  and 
that  each  minute  that  Alicia  and  the  other  young  creatures  who  were  imprisoned 
in  the  cells  beneath  the  convent  must  seem  as  hours  of  anxiety  and  suspense,  \et 
Claude  Duval  was  assured  that  he  could  not  do  better  just  then  than  rem  lin 
■where  he  was,  and  endeavour  to  find  out  the  full  extent  of  the  powers  of  mischief 
of  Mr.  Dennis. 

The  angry  and  excited  way  in  which  the  abbess  was  now  again  marchin::  to 
and  fro  in  the  room  gave  Claude  Duval  an  opportunity  of  speaking  to  his  friends 
without  the  fear  of  being  overheard,  for  the  abbess  made  by  far  too  much  noise 
by  her  perambulations,  and  was  by  far  too  much  occupied  by  her  own  thouf^hts  and 
muttered  suppositions,  to  hear  a  cautiously-uttered  whisper  or  two  un  the  other 
side  of  the  panel  in  the  wall. 

"Turpin,"  whispered  Claude  Duval,  "where  are  youl" 

*•  Here,  Claude ;  and  Jack,  and  Mr.  Field  are  close  to  me.  We  can  all  hear 
anything  you  have  to  say." 

**  Did  you  all  hear  what  passed  in  the  abbess's  room  ?'* 

"  We  did,  indeed." 

"  Then  such  being  the  case,  I  hope  you  will  agree  with  me  that  the  best  thinq 
Vfe  can  all  of  us  do  now  is  to  wait  a  liitle,  and  hear  the  end  of  it." 

*'  Not  a  doubt  of  that,"  said  Jack. 

Mr.  Field  sighed  deeply,  and  Duval  hearing  him,  said  to  him— 

"It  is  with  very  great  regret,  Mr.  Field,  that  I  council  any  delay  in  your  and 
in  our  proceeding.  If  I  acted  just  up  to  my  own  feelings  in  the  matter  without 
thought,  I  should  go  on  at  once  and  seek  Alicia  in  the  cells  beneath  the  convent; 
but  icflection  tells  me  that  it  will  be  much  better  we  should  know  what  is  the 
amount  of  information  your  man,  Dennis,  possesses,  and  what  is  the  amount  of 
credence  given  to  it  by  the  abbess.'* 

"You  are  right — you  are  right,  Duval.'* 

"  I  am  glad  you  think  so,  and  I  don't  think  vou  would  say  so  if  you  did  not 
think  it." 

"Indeed,  I  would  not.  My  reason  tells  me  you  are  right,  although  you  may 
easily  imagine  that  my  feelings  are  a  little  at  war  with  that  conclusion." 

•'  I  can  easily  imagine  it,  and  I  assure  you,  sir,  that  you  shall  not  ficd  me 
delay  one  moment  longer  than  necessary.* 

"Hush!"  said  Turpin,  who  had  placed  his  ear  close  to  the  nanel.  "Her 
ladyship,  the  abbess,  is  going  to  give  us  some  further  information.* 

The  fall  of  a  glass  in  the  abbess's  room  at  that  moment  attracted  the  atten- 
tion of  Duval  and  his  friends,  and  then  they  heard  her  say— 

"  How  nervous  I  am  to-night,  I  tremble  so  that  I  cannot  even  hold  a  glass. 
Who  is  there  P* 
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Tl>e  voice  of  the  attendant  now  sounded  upon  ttie  ears  of  the  listeners, 
saying — 

*'The  man  is  here,  holj'  mother." 

"Admit  him,  but  do  yoa  remain  close  to  the  door  in  the  passage  yonder,  so 
that  you  may  have  no  difficulty  in  hearing  my  bell  if  I  should  sound  it." 

"Yes,  holy  mother.*' 

There  was  aslight  bustle  at  the  door  of  the  abbess's  room,  and  then  thelisteners 
heard  Dennis,  in  a  whispering  manner,  saying— 

•'  Oh,  by  all  the  holy  saints,  and  isn't  it  a  mighty  great  thing  for  me  to  have 
the  honour  of  an  interview  with  yoi\r  mightiness.  The  saints  be  good  to  us  all! 
Amen  !  amen!  amen  !'* 

"  Silence." 

"  Yes,  ma'am,  if  you  please,  ma'am,  it's  silent  I'll  be.  I  come  of  a  silent 
family,  ma'am.      The  Ballgudries    of  Tipperary,  ma'am.    Saints  look  down 


on  us 


**  You  profess  our  holy  faith?" 

"  Surely,  ma'am,  yes,  i  do.  What  the  priest  says  is  right,  ma'am,  so  you  see 
it  saves  a  poor  man  a  world  of  trouble,  you  see,  ma'am." 

*'That  is  true.  You  take  quite  a  correct  view  of  the  case.  And  now,  they  tell 
me  that  you  know  something  of  a  plot  to  take  a  novice  from  the  convent." 

"  Faith,  then,  I  do,  ma'am.  They  say  that  this  convent  is  no  better,  ma'am, 
than  it  ought  to  be,  but  what's  the  odd's  as  long  as  it  is  a  holy  place,  raa'ara  ? 
And  sure  if  the  prastes,  and  the  abbesses,  and  the  likes  of  yourself,  ma'am,  choose 
to  do  anything  by  way  of  a  little  amusement,  it's  all  right  with  the  saints  and 
the  holy  people,  you  see,  ma'am,  and  it  isn't  for  the  likes  of  me  to  say  black  is 
the  white  of  your  eye,  you  know,  ma'am,  an'  I'm  quite  sure  that  no  luck  comes 
from  going  to  thwart  the  praste  or  the  ladies  of  the  convent,  ma'am.  Thai's 
what  1  think,  ma'am." 

"  Your  thoughts  do  you  credit  so  far  as  they  go ;  but  tell  pie,  who  is  the 
novice  you  suspect  is  to  be  taken  from  the  convent  ?" 

'*  It's  Alicia,  ma'am,  they  call  her.* 

"Alicia?'' 

"Truth,  ma'am,  and  that  same  was  the  name  I  heard  'em  call  her  over  and 
over  again,  ma'am,  and  it's  myself  would  scorn  to  tell  you  a  lie,  ma'am j 
about  it." 

"  Go  on — go  on,  I  wish  to  hear  all." 

*'  Well,  ma'am,  they  wanted  to  make  out  that  you  wanted  to  get  her  money, 
and  that  the  holy  man  of  a  praste  was  rather  fond  of  her,  ma'am;  but,  as  I  sayj 
if  you  do  wish  to  get  her  money  I'd  like  to  know  who  has  a  greater  right  to  it 
than  the  holy  church  that  saves  souls  ?  and  if  the  praste,  blessed  man,  does  look 
with  the  corner  of  his  holy  eye  at  a  pretty  girl,  where's  the  harm  ?  and  it's  quite  a 
sin  of  anybody  to  interfere  with  his  reverence's  little  amusements,  and  she  needn't 
be  so  nr.ighty  particular." 

"True — true,  that  is  all  correct ;  but  who  are  the  people  you  speak  of  that  say 
Buch  thmgs?" 

*♦  Well,  my  lady,  I  tried  to  find  out,  but  they  began  to  talk  about  something 
else  just  as  1  was  getting  all  the  news.  My  master,  ma'am,  has  got  them  to  help 
him  and  no  mistake,  though," 

"Who  is  your  master?" 

"Truth,  ma'am,  and  it's  Mr.  Field  that's  me  master." 

"Field?  I  know  that  name.  Then  there  is  some  truth  in  your  communi- 
cation. I  remember  that  name  well.  I  rather  think,  though^  that  I  have  an 
ally  in  Mr.  White,  the  attorney,  who  will  get  the  better  of  him.  But  tell  mp, 
what  is  Mr.  Field's  plan  of  operation  ?'* 

"The  operation,  ma'am  P" 

«*  Yes —yes." 

"The— a— the  plan,  ma'am?" 
i     ^  Yes ;  do  you  not  understand  me  ?    You  say  they  intend  to  try  to  get  tfai 


» 
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Alicia.  want  to  kaow  Uow   ticv   mtaa  tj  trr 

k      "O^ji^aa^M.   Vfi^lte»t&atlaga*tkaQw;* 

'•BvMwkm'Mk    TWoMMgof  Va^m'te.UtettU  tie  w«rid.tMl 

tHib  sitai  tik»  at!k«r  lohr  pet^kk*  X  doat  iiov  )m«  ilk«y  MMt  to  do  ic** 

"  K'tt  yx>iL  hA<««  &m^  aic  th*  eoil  oT  jvur  ctMUttuaicsUioa  ^* 

:r  statcmenL**  "* 

.-:>.    T|»  «B(i  of  it(M  fQ«  aiq^  Mi.'^nt    Which  eai.  ma'tai  r* 

*^  Qi^  fc^  aiarua--tlLit  3  ic  b  i^  smTmi?  W^  c&ea,  all  I  kaw  to  sav  is,  t^C 

tkne\  ter  of  '(Hd  now,  aloo^  witik  tib»  mmhit    thttS  Mr.  Fie(4»  a«  I  toU  you, 

nd  thev  ataoe  to  trv  scMMdMw  ti  iigfcl'^  as  safe  aa  pntalar  i^  ma'am ;  so 

tfaiC  hia  lohp  ftthM,  £M  cimm  aad  teU  vxmu  uui 

Wf  dboasb  -t«ce  diiMia  to  dk«  sam^,  af^  a!!.**  ' 

••JlBtt^rtfcaiav-   .    :_.  _     ^      .   i a  Wd case iai^\. . ,   ,.  -.acaa'c 

tiumseiTes  i  Lttle  widi  a  il««tic  of  a  ^  buc  Uier;  ic  to  be  a  not  oai  j 


3a'iAP    Hniifcim !    WkMp!    Teat  «&*«■»  Fa  of  dM  rale 

riifa  it  ev«rToafoc^  orfife  it  is  yoor  AirtT  to  fi^t  for  yoor  church." 

Y«^  mmLMOt.  ubi  1  wiu,  i^ui.    Tkere  is  qoIt  aw  q£  tbe   fietiowa  wi4k  ike 

tk«k  aw  aty  Vt  Mdk  ateid  qC  and  tntkl  &ta.  ke  seem  to  be  a  taro 

*  I  (iQ«^  kamr  wbo  he  is>  my  Uy,  hot  W  a  a  fiSow  that  it*s  WKk  Wter 
10  imt  a  Vtt&e  ia  from  hdUAd  *a  hedge  qokC  aai  ea?  thaa  to  coaa  to  iety 

"  r>  be  <o  7cww6tl  aaua?* 
Vt' J  r    13 ;  .aJv.  pcatae  he  to  tic  satats»  he  ia  safe  M  M^kty  k^p  ts  Ve  k  a  cute 
«iiikea«ia»4aakaBf  autoftttov,  aadkeiBfaBUaikHi^aH^  iahs  war.  vrjj. 
kb  Ua^  b^  af  Iqb(  kvr,  asd  kia  ina  ainniTB  k«f.  ay  lady,  and  his  ee^a: 
iwTi  cravat^— »** 

"H.xd'    WkiK  ^  ]«issy{    TTii  ■iiiMrMkiii  r    E^  he  laAer  inqp  u^ 

^  True  iia  T«a«  ka  la^  Bf  lai^.** 
/'AaJadatkhatciMrrnii^ihTfWi?  Aad  vlui  ke  Muks  does  ke  look 


«  Then  Liac'a  the  aaae  asm  Bf  }^,mfwtff»  wti  ke  iatitokftfarcflke 
v:..<^  ..  ^ea»aodiateaiagaf*eaawkaCtodfl^aad«aitfhtTag^cac«Cae»ra 

-laaed!     Laft-4atfjBMMdP*  airiikai  tito  dU»B»ataka  daaped  ' 

•iBitxanedyvB  ve,Bu*aia^    WdL  I  ala^to^^jn  ^lO^itiL'* 
"^0^ hiwrnr    ftmiiii  !    AH  ia «i«B— ai« aov f* 

^*^aB«tkermiafiKaiBe5  vereaiaiKtotkBi,   I  ksre  kfld  aia^vtaae^  ka£ 
tka  aae  ia  the  wont  of  aa.** 
**  -^  yon  liave  kad  aaafiatoKV  a^'i^  mi^  aa#  ?    Dvi  asy  rf  'ca 

-2irS    Wkacdaymaeafti*^ 
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THE    LADY    ABBESS    POINTS    OUT    THE    SECRET    PASSAGE    TO    CLAUUi;, 

"The  misfortunes,  ma'am.  We  call  'em  misfortunes  in  ould  Ireland,  ma'am* 
whether  they  are  girls  or  boys,  ma'am." 

**  Wretch,  how  dare  you  insult  me  !  My  vengeance  shall  at  least  reach  you. 
If  I  cannot  be  revenged  upon  the  villain  that  I  would  fain  have  in  my  grasp,  J 
will  at  least  embrace  the  one  that  is  so." 

•'  Oh,  murder,  my  lady  !  Don't  be  after  making  a  victim  of  me !  Murder  ! 
Oh,  there,  be  easy." 

*•  Stop  I"  '     ■     ^i 

"Yeg,  my  lady." 

'♦  You  say  you  can  fight  V*  x- 
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"  Bedad,  yes,  my  lady." 

"  You  shall,  then.** 

"  With  all  the  pleasure  in  life,  my  lady.  Only  put  me  ia  the  way  of  it,  and 
it  is  myself  that  "will  fight — only  show  me  the  thick  hedge  to  get  behind,  and  a 
gun  m  my  hand,  and  then  won't  I  fight  like  a  lion,  my  lady,  and  hit  down  the 
man  that  little  expects  it  as  he  goes  along,  fine  and  aisy,  on  the  other  side." 

The  abbess  rose  and  paced  to  a  remote  corner  of  the  room,  and  opening  a 
cupboard  that  was  there,  she  took  from  it  a  double-barrelled,  rather  short  guo, 
and  placed  it  in  the  hands  of  Dennis. 

"Go/*  she  said.  "There  is  not  a  moment  to  lose.  Go  down  the  lane  till 
you  see  the  branches  of  a  tree  projecting  over  the  wall.  Hide  yourself  any  way 
you  can,  and  wait  till  the  man  you  have  described  comes  to  that  spot.  Let  him 
get  to  the  top  of  the  wall,  and  then  shoot  him." 

«  Shoot  him  ?" 

"Yes,  shoot  him.  He  will  fall  into  the  garden  if  you  manage  well,  and  I 
shall  have  the  pleasure  of  looking  at  his  dead  body.  Go.  When  the  deed  is 
done,  come  to  me  here  again  for  your  reward.'* 

**  Trust  me  for  that,  my  lady." 

«^Go  at  once.  Take  this  ring.  The  production  of  it  to  the  porter  at  the 
gate  will  pass  you  here  again  upon  your  return.  You  will  find  an  attendant 
in  waitmg,  who  will  show  you  out.     There  is  not  a  moment  to  lose." 

Dennis  left  the  room,  and  the  abbess,  with  a  scream  of  rage  and  disappomtraent, 
fell  to  the  floor. 


CrtAPTER  CCCLXIII. 

TUB  HORROES  OP  THE  CONVENT  WELL   ARR   BROUGHT   TO   LIGHT, 

This  mode  of  tactics  that  was  adopted  by  the  abbess  happened  to^  suit 
,    Claude  Duval  and  his  friends  very  well  indeed,  considering  that  they  had  made 
y  good  their  entrance  to  the  convent,  and  stood  in  no  sort  of  fear  of  the  gun  with 
which  Dennis  was  armed  to  repel  any  attack  from  without  with. 

If  Dennis  had  happened  to  have  arrived  at  the  convent  a  little  sooner,  say 
an  hour  or  so,  they  might  have  ran  some  risk  from  the  murderous  way  in  which 
he  Would,  no  doubt,  have  carried  out  the  abbess's  orders. 

•*  Now,"  whispered  Claude  to  his  friends—**  now  that  we  know  all  that 
ther^  is  to  know  regarding  Dennis  and  his  operations,  let  us  at  once  proceed  on 
our  mission.  It  is  evident  that  the  abbess  has  no  notion  that  we  have  already 
got  within  the  convent  walls." 

"Not  the  least,"  said  young  Field,  in  a  tone  of  joy,  although  he  took  eood 
care  at  the  same  time  not  to  speak  loud  enough  for  there  to  be  any  danger 
of  his  being  overheard  by  the  abbess — "  not  the  least ;  and  I  do,  indeed,  now 
think  that  I  shall  soon  behold  my  Alicia." 

They  now  passed  the  secret  little  panelled  door  leading  from  the  abbess's 
room  to  the  dark  and  dreary  passage  with  which,  no  doubt,  the  convent  was,  as  j 
such  placfes  usually  ^are,  well  provided  ;  and  as  at  each  step  that  they  now  took 
they  discovered  the  danger  of  being  overheard  by  the  abbess,  they  felt  their 
heads  grow  lighter,  and  a  strange  and  more  fearful  assurance  growing 
upon  them  that  they  would  not  succeed  in  rescuing  the  fair  victims  of  the 
conventual  system  from  the  terrors  that  surrounded  them. 

Claude  Duval  quickened  his  pace  now  each  moment  and  soon  reached  the  door 
that  opened  into  the  chapel  behind  the  altar.     The  moment  he  opened  it,  a  rush 
of  cool,  grateful  fresh  air  came  upon  their  faces,  and  they  stepped  from  the  now     V 
gloomy  passage  with  a  feeling  of  thankfulness  to  escape  from  it.  J 

A  strange   feeling   of  awe  came  over  Turpin  and  Jack  and  Mr.  Field  a«?  they     jj 
now  found  themselves  in  what,  ia  truth,  was  the  rather  large  extent  of  the  chapel.    U 
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There  was  a  dreamy  sort  of  stillness  in  the  air  which  might  have  produced  that 

effect,  or  was  it  from  the  fact  that  places  dedicated  to  the  worship  of  the   Great 

Being  who  is  the  Creator  and  the   Lord  of  Heaven  and  ef  Earth  carry  with 

them  a  feeling  of  sanctity,  which  even  the  most  wicked  and  corrupt  cannot 

shake  off?  ,  i 

;i^  It  may  be  so. 

;Jb,  **  And  this  is  the  chapel  ?"  said  Dick.  i  '  ;[  ; 

I     '*  It  is,"  whispered  Claude.  v--« — - 

|g«  How  still  and  solemn  I"  ^  1^ 

j     " My  flesh  creeps  upon  my  bones/'  said  Jack.' "'"' 

j     •*  How  chill  the  air  is,  too." 

'     •'  Come,  come,"  said  Claude  Duval,  *'  don't  let  the  silence  and  the  strangeness 

of  this  place  infect  you  both  with  unknown  fears.'* 

"No,  no." 
^  **  Forward  !    Follow  me !    We  are  behind  what  they  call  the  high  altar,  now; 
but  there  is  no  possible  occasion  for  us  to  linger  in  this  place." 

*•  On— on,  then  !"  said  Jack. 

Claude  Duval  went  forward  carefully,  for  he  recollected  that  there  was  a  short 
flight  of  stairs  to  descend  from  the  place  m  which  he  was  in  order  to  reach  the 
body  of  the  chapel.  Fearing  that  his  comrades  might,  if  not  in  time  warned  of 
their  existence,  fall  over  them  and  so  make  more  noise  than  would  be  at  all 
desirable,  he  turned  and  said-"^ 

"Steps!" 

That  one  word  was  sufficient  to  induce  them  to  use  the  greatest  caution  in 
proceeding,  so  that  they  all  descended  from  the  raised  portion  cf  the  chapel  on 
which  the  altar  stood  with  perfect  safety. 

"  Now,"  said  Claude,  "  we  are  not  far  from  Alicia." 

"  Oh  !  joyful  thought  1"  said  Field. 

**Hushl"  said  Turpin;  "  I  am  not  accustomed  to  this  place,  of  course,  and  it 
is  possible  that  some  accidental  noise  may  have  deceived  me,  but  I  thought  I 
heard  a  j^roan." 

"  Let  us  all  listen."    ' 

Jack  bent  his  head  right  down  to  the  floor  of  the  chapel  to  listen ;  and  then 
they  al!  heard  very  clearly  and  distinctly  a  deep,  hollow  groan, 

Claude  Duval  started. 

*'  Li  id  you  hear  it,  Turpin  P'* 

*'  1  did." 

"Andyou,  Mr.  Field  ?'» 

"Yes,  yes." 

"  Can  any  of  you  fix  the  locality  of  it  V* 
jj       They  were  all  at  fault  in  that  particular.    They  had  all  heard  the  groan,  but 

I*  it  seemed  as  if  it  floated  in  the  very  air  of  the  chapel ;  and,  at  all  events,  it  was 
}  quite  impossible  that  any  of  them  should  take  upon  himself  to  point  out  any 
i    paiticuiar  spot  and  say,  "  It  is  from  there." 

After  listening  for  a  few  moments  longer  and  finding  that  the  groan  was  not 
repeated,  Claude  Duval  spoke  in  a  low  and  cautious  tone  of  voice. 

"  I  do  not  think/*  he  said  '*  we  ought  to  let  this  circumstance  stop  us  in  our 
enterprise.     Heaven  only  knows  to  what  an  extent  these  villanous  conventual 
'  J  mysteries  are  carried  on  in  this  place,  and  what  may  be  the  amount  of  suffering 
',  contingent  upon  it;  but  as  fafr  as  we  are  concerned  we  have  now  a  distinct  enter- 
prise before  us,  and  we  should  pursue  it  heedless  of  what  may  stand  in  the  way." 
How  grateful  young  Field  felt  to  Claude  Duval  for  those  few  words !    ^ 
*'  I  agree  with  you,"  said  Turpin  ;  *'  we  will  follow  you,  Claude." 
"This  way,  then." 

With  the  master-key  in  his  grasp  that  would  open  the  mysterious  door  by  the 
side   of  the  confessioual,  Claude  Duval   crept   along  the   aisle  of  the  chapel  in 
which  that  door  was  situated,  and  soon,  as  he  thought,  came  to  the  confessional* 
"  This  is  the  place,"  he  said. 
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/  i      Thev  all  came  to  a  halt. 
[j      Claude  Duval  now  felt  with  great  care  all  along  the  wall ;  but  with  the  utmost 
caution  and  carefulness  that  he  could  use,  he  could  not  find  the  kej-hole  in  the 
door,  and  wondered  much  what  could  be  the  cause  of  its  disappearance, 
,,      "  Can't  you  get  on  ?"  whispered  Turpin. 
:      -No,  Dick." 

"What's  the  matter?" 

•'  I  can't  find  the  key-hole  of  the  door,  and  I  suppose  the  only  plan  will  be  to 
have  a  light  at  any  risk.  Just  light  a  match,  Dick,  and  hold  it  for  me  here,  as  I 
have  the  key  in  my  band." 

*'  Yes,  in  a  moment." 

Dick  Turpin  quickly  ignited  a  little  match,  and  when  the  flame  caught  the 
wood  Claude  Duval  could  see  the  cause  of  his  disappointment  easily  enough. 
There  were  several  confessionals  in  a  row,  and  the  one  that  he  had  stopped  at  was 
not  the  one  that  wa^  close  to  the  portion  of  the  wall  which  opened  to  the  gloomy 
vaults  and  cells  beneath  the  convent. 

"J  see,  now,"  said  Claude,  "  it  is  further  on." 

Mr.  Field  drew  a  long  breath  of  relief.  He  was  afraid  when  he  saw  the 
hesitation  of  Claude  that  the  secret  door  in  the  wall  was  much  too  carefully  hidden 
to  be  found  again,  and  that  it  was  just  possible  his  Alicia  might  not  be  saved  oy 
those  even  who  were  willing  to  risk  so  much  for  her. 

"  Can  5'ou  see  it  now  ?"  he  said,  as  Claude  paused  again,  just  as  the  match 
was  going  out. 

•"  Yes." 

"  Oh,  thank  Heaven  !" 

"You  should  not  have  despaired,  Mr.  Field,  even  if  the  door  had  eluded  all 
possib'e  observation." 

"  But  what  could  we  have  done  ?" 

"What  could  we  have  done?  I  would  have  had  up  the  floor  of  the  chapel  ; 
and  if  that  would  not  have  succeeded,  I  would  go  outside  and  begin  upon  ihe 
convent  brick  by  brick  and  stone  by  stone  till  i  had  revealed  to  the  world  t;.e 
secrets  of  this  most  vile  and  detestable  prison-house." 

"Oh,  my  friend,  the  more  I  know  of  you  the  more  surely  do  I  feel  that  yov'- 
will  place  my  Alicia  in  my  arms  again." 

"I  will." 

Claude  opened  the  door  in  the  chapel  wall  easily  etiough  now,  and  just  a«5  thv 
match  burnt  to  the  last  portion,  and  Dick  Turpin  was  compelled  to  drop  it  Jroi^ 
between  his  fingers,  they  all  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  dark  and  gloomy-loukin;< 
region  which  lay  in  the  direction  of  the  vaults,  and  directly  through  the  dour 
that  Claude  Duval  had  opened  with  his  master-key. 

"Let  us  descend  a  lew  steps,"  said  Claude,  "so  as  to  get  clear  of  the 
chapel,  and  then,  Jack,  you  can  light  the  little  hand-lantern  jou  have  with 
you." 

*'I  can,"  said  Jack. 

"Be  careful  of  the  steps.     They  are  both  narrow  and  steep." 

This  caution  was  really  well  needed,  for  the  steps  were  both  narrow  and 
steep,  and,  besides,  so  dusty  that  the  foot  could  hardly  get  a  firm  hold  of  them  in 
descending. 

After  they  had  got  about  six  steps  down,  Claude  clpsed  the  door,  and  said  to 
J  ack — 

"  Quick  with  your  lantern,  now.  Jack,  I  wish  to  see  if  there  be  any  fastening 
to  the  door  upon  this  side,  for  if  so,  1  will  take  good  care  that  we  are  not  inter- 
rupted by  the  lady  abbess  or  any  of  the  old  nuns  while  we  are  here." 

Jack  had  in  his  pocket  one  of  those  small  well-made  hand-lanterns  with  a 
powerful  bull's-eye  lever,  and  a  good  reflector,  so  that  when  he  lit  it  he  could 
throw  a  strong  stream  of  lighi,  upon  any  object  that  it  was  requisite  to 
examine. 

"  Now,  Jack,  turn  the  light  upon  the  door." 
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Jack  did  so,  and  by  moving  the  lantern  slowly  up  and  down  be  showed  th^ 
door  plainly  to  Duval,  and  at  the  same  time  plainly  showed  hina  that  there  werc 
no  means  of  fastening  it  on  the  inner  side. 

*'  We  must  take  our  chance,"  said  Duval.     "  Come  on." 

The  impatience  of  Claude  now  to  reach  the  cells,  and  to  assure  the  unhappy  pri- 
soners there  confined  of  their  safety  was  very  great,  and  he  made  good  speed  to 
the  foot  of  the  steep  staircase.  When  there,  the  lantern  did  not  burn  so  brightly 
as  it  had  done  above,  which  was  a  sufBcient  indication  of  the  badness  of  the  air, 
even  if  their  own  sensations  had  not  sufficiently  informed  them  of  that  fact. 

"This  is  a  terrible  place,'*  said  Jack. 

"Alas  !  it  is,''  said  Mr.  Field.  "  Oh,  gentlemen,  only  think  of  a  young  and 
innocent  girl,  who*has-been  accustomed  to  all  the  luxuries  and  all  the  amenities  of 
life  being  suddenly  snatched  from  the  world  and  shut  up  in  such  a  region  as 
this.  Alicia — ray  Alicia,  how  can  I  ever  make  amends  to  you  for  your 
sufferings  ?" 

*'  The  joy  of  deliverancs  from  this  prison-house,"  said  Claude,  "  will  obliterate 
all  the  pangs  of  the  past.     This  way — on — on.'* 

Duval  strode  on  quickly,  closely  followed  by  Jack,  who  held  the  lantern  in 
such  a  position  that  it  spread  the  greatest  amount  of  light  upon  the  pathway 
that  he,  Claude,  was  pursuing,  and  in  this  w^ay  the  open  space  where  the  well 
was  situated  was  gained,  and  they  all  paused  a  moment  to  look  up  at  the  vaulted 
roof  of  that  strange-looking  abode. 

"  This,"  said  Claude,  "  is  beneath  the  floor  of  the  chapel,  no  doubt.  This 
way,  Mr.  Field.     Follow  me  closely,  sir." 

"  It  did  not  need  many  injuntions  to    induce  Field  to   follow  Claude  Duva 
closely,  and  the  latter  made  his  way  at  once  to  the  cell  in  w^hich  Alicia,  with  the 
young  novice  as  her  companion,  had  been  left. 

"  Call  to  her,"  said  Claude  to  Mr.  Field. 

With  a  shriek  of  joy,  the  young  lover  shouted — "  Alicia— Alicia  !" 

Scarcely  had  the  sound  time  to  echo  through  the  vaulted  roof  of  that  dismal 
place  than  there  was  an  answering  cry,  and  from  the  cell  in  which  Claude  Duval 
had  advised  Alicia  to  remain,  she  rushed  forth  into  her  lover's  arras. 

Claude  Duval  and  his  friends  stepped  back  a  pace  or  two  in  respect  to  the 
gush  of  feeling  which  was  called  forth  by  this  truly  happy  meeting. 

For  some  seconds  neither  of  the 'young  lovers  spoke;  but  deep  sobs  came 
from  the  heart  of  Field  as  he  wound  his  arm  round  the  fair  form  of  the  young 
girl  whom  he  loved  so  well,  while  she  seemed  hardly  able  to  believe  in  the  reality 
of  the  fact  that  she  was  once  more  with  him,  and  that  he  had  come  to  save 
her. 

When  he  could  speak  it  was  only  in  disjointed  words  aad  sentences  that  he 
could  utter  the  full  joy  that  was  at  his  heart. 

"My  darling — my  own  Alicia — my  beautiful — my  own  dearest!  Is  this  a 
dream,  or  do  I,  indeed,  hold  you  again  to  my  heart  ?*' 

"•Save  me  I  save  rae  !"  she  cried. 

*'  Yes — yes,  I  will  save  you !  Oh,  look  up,  and  let  me  once  more  see  that 
dear  face." 

*' It  cannot  be!"  sobbed  Alicia.  "  This  is  some  mockery — some  vision,  and 
I  am  raad !" 

Claude  Duval  now  stepped  forward,  and  in  a  soft  and  gentle  Toice,  he 
said — 

"  Do  you  remember  me  ?" 

Still  convulsively  clinging  to  her  lover,  Alicia  turned  and  looked  at  him.  The 
tears  streamed  down  her  cheeks  then,  and  releasing  Field  from  her  nervous 
grasp,  she  clasped  her  hands,  and  replied — 

"  Oh,  yes.     God  bless  you  !     You  have,  indeed,  saved  me." 

"It  is  no  dream,"  said  Claude.  "1  have  accompanied  Mr.  Field  to  this 
place  in  order  that  he  may  snatch  you  from  it.     Believe  mc,  Alicia,  that  you 
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will  be  free.     There  are  enough  of  us  to  save  you.    But  how  is  your  young 
I  companion  ?'* 

*'  I  have  two  companions  now.    Oh,  there  has  been  a  fearful  scene  enacted 
here,^ 


CHAPTER  CCCLXIV. 

THE  ESCAPE  FROM  THE  CONVENT  CEIXS  IS  ENVIRONED  BY  DANGERS. 

When  Claude  Duval  spoke  of  her  young  companion  be  meant  the  novice 
!  whom  he  had  placed  with  Alicia,  and  who  he  was  glad  happened  to  be  in  the 
j  cells  to  keep  her  company,  and  when  Alicia  said  that  a  fearful  scene  had  been 
I  enacted  there,  she  alluded  to  the  young  creature  who  had  been  taken  to  the  cells 
'by  the  order  of  the  abbess,  after  Claude  Duval  had  left  them. 
}  "What  scene  do  you  allude  to,  dearest?"  said  Field.  "Have  you  suffered 
!  further  privations  since  this  gentleman  saw  you  r" 

I     **0h,  no-^no!  but  much  terrors.     Come  this  way,  and  then  I  will  tell 
you  all." 

I     Alicia  led  them  to  the  cell  which  she  had  so  recently  left,  and  when  the  light 

!:0f  Jack*s  lantern  fell  upon  its  gloomy  interior,  they  all  stood  for  a  few  moments 

1  transfixed,  regarding  the  scene  that  was  there  to  be  observed. 

I     Kneeling  upon  the  floor  of  the  cell  was  the  young  novice  that  Claude  Duval 

had  left  with   Alicia,  and  lying  with  her  head  upon  her  lap  was  the  young 

creature  who  with  such  blows  and  violence  had  been  dragged  to  that  place  by 

the  orders  of  the  abbess. 

i     That  poor  young  girl  seemed  to  be  dead,  and  the  novice  was  shedding  tears, 
:  which  fell  upon  her  face. 

I     "  There,"  said  Alicia,  sobbing,  "  is  the  sight  that  I  wanted  you  to  see." 
!     "  It  is  woeful,"  said  Claude. 

'     "Are  we  all  to  die  now  ?'   said  the  novice,  looking  up  with  such  an  expres-  / 
aion  of  grief  and  resignation,  that  it  was  truly  sad  to  look  at  her. 

"  No,  no,  dear  friend,"  said  Alicia.    *'  Look  at  this  gentleman.    Do  you  not 
know  him  ?    He  has  come  to  save  us," 
;     "To  save  me?— oh,  God!" 

'■     **  Yes,  to  save  you.    From  this  moment,  with  the  exception  that  it  will  take 
some  little  time  to  get  from  the  place,  you  are  free," 

'*  Can  this  be  possible?" 
i     "  It  is  true,"  said  Claude. 

'  The  girl  sobbed  as  though  her  heart  would  break.  Never  until  that  moment 
had  she  been  able  to  comprehend  the  full  possibility  of  being  carried  from  the 
convent  cells ;  but  when  she  heard  that  Alicia  believed  it,  and  when  she  saw  what 
appeared  to  her  a  crowd  of  well  armed  and  vaUant  men  at  the  door  of  the  cell, 
and  heard  that  they  were  resolved  to  take  her  from  the  consent,  she  could  no 
longer  doubt  the  fact  of  her  deliverance,  and  the  pent  up  feelings  of  her  heart 
couid  only  find  a  vent  in  tears. 
"  Let  her  weep,"  said  Alicia. 
"  Yes,"  said  Claude,  '*  those  are  tears  of  joy." 

"  They  are  indeed,"  said  Mr.  Field.    "  But  is  that  young  creature  who  lies  so 
still,  really  dead  1" 
**  1  hope  not." 

*'  No,"  said  Alicia,  "  she  is  not  dead,  but  she  is  in  a  sort  of  trance  from  which 
we  have  sought  in  vain  to  arouse  her." 
*'  Poor  girl." 

"  I  will  tell  you  how  it  all  happened,"    added  Alicia,  sobbing  at  the  mere 
recollection  of  the  misery  that  the  young  creature  had  gone  through. 

'*  Stop  a  moment,"  said  Claude.  "  Let  us  try  if  we  cannot  recover  her.  I  have 
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taken  care  to  have  with  me  a  restorative  in  case  of  need  ;  for  coming  into  such  a 
gloomy  place  as  this,  I  did  not  know  virhat  possible  necessiues  might  ari>e." 

Bv  the  aid  of  Ahciaandthe  novice,  the  unhappy  girl,  who  had  been  condemned 
to  death  in  those  cells  for  what  she  had  said  to  the  wicked  abbess  of  the  convent, 
was  raised  to  a  sitting  posture,  and  then  Claude  bathed  her  temples  with  brandy, 
and  placed  some  upon  her  lips. 

It  was  some  few  minutes    before  even  the  power  of  the  strong  spirit  had  any 
effect  in  recovering  her  from  the  state  of  stupor  into  which  she  had  fallen. 
"  Couldn't  you  give  her  a  little  drop  of  the  brandy?"  said  Jack. 
**  No — no,  it  would  choke  her.** 
"Well,  it  might,  poor  girl.*' 

**  Look — she  moves,"  said  Turpin. 

«  You  speak  to  her,  Alicia,"  said  Mr.  Field.      "Does  she  know  you?" 

"Oh,  yes,  she  loved  me  well," 

"  Ah,  all  love  you  !" 

"With  a  shudder,  the  girl  opened  her  eyes,  and  looked  wildly  about  her  and 
then  in  a  low  wailing  voice  she  said— 

"  Cruel,  cruel  to  kill  rae  because,  I  would  not  do  wrong.  Oh,  God,  is  there  no 
justice  in  Heaven  for  these  people  ?     Help  !  oh,  help  1" 

*  Dear  Helen,"  said  Alicia,  as  she  took  her  hand.  *'  Do  you  not  know  me  ? 
I  am  your  friend,  Alicia." 

The  girl  looked  at  her,  and  then  shaking  her  head,  she  said — 

"  Yes,  I  will  forgive  you." 

**  For  what,  Helen  ?  Oh !  surely  you  do  not  mock  rae  with  such  speecnes  ? 
I,  too,  am  a  victim  of  the  abbess's,  and'  am  here  now  to  save  you,  along  with  these 
dear  friends,  who  will  aid  us  both." 

The  girl  dashed  aside  the  clustering  ringlets  of  her  hair,  and  looked  with  sur- 
prise upon  one  and  the  other  of  the  faces  around  her. 

"Oh  !  do  not — do  not !"  she  sobbed. 

"  Do  not  what  ?" 

**  Do  not  deceive  rae,  I  beg  of  you,  or  you  will  kill  me  !" 

"  Dear  friend,"  said  Alicia,  "  I  am  not  deceiving  you.  Here  is  Mr.  Field,  of 
whom  you  have  heard  me  speak,  and  these  are  friends  of  his  who  have  come  with 
him,  making  their  way  through  difficulty  and  danger  into  the  convent  to  save  us. 
They  will  take  us  out  of  the  power  of  the  abbess ;  and  the  law  of  England,  which 
guards,  at  all  events,  the  liberty  of  those  who  appeal  to  it,  will  protect  us." 

The  girl  flung  herself  into  the  arms  of  Alicia,  and  laughed  and  sobbed  by  turns 
upon  her  bosom. 

*«  Now  I  do  believe,"  she  said,  "  that  it  is  not  a  dream.  Oh,  Gnd  !  I  shall  see 
the  blessed  sunshine  once  again  ! — 1  shall  once  again  look  upon  kindly  faces  that 
I  love,  and  1  shall  yet  be  happy  I" 

"  You  will,  dear  friend,  you  will."* 

Claude  and  his  friends  looked  at  each  other  and  then  stepped  aside  a  moment, 
to  let  the  feelings  of  the  young  girls  have  free  play.  They,  too,  were  deeply 
affected  by  the  scene  of  mingled  joy  and  sorrow  that  was  pictured  in  the  strange 
place. 

••Oh,  what  a  system  must  this  be,"  said  Duval,  "that  permits  one  portion  of 
human  nature  to  assume  so  awful  an  authority  over  another !" 

"  It  is  truly  dreadful !"  said  Turpin.  "  1  would  have  every  convent,  if  I  had 
my  own  way,  levelled  with  the  ground,"   ^ 

••And  II"  said  Jack. 

"Amen,  say  1 1"  responded  Claude. 

Mr.  Field  now  touched  Claude  Duval  upon  the  arm. 
'    "My  good  friend,"  he  said,  "  I  think  that  our  invalid  prisoner  has  sufficieoMy 
recovered  to  proceed.     Shall  we  now  proceed  to  leave  this  place,  which  can  only 
be  lull  of  the  most  painfal  recollections  to  us  all  ?'* 

"  Yes,  at  once." 

The  three  young  girls,  with  faces  now  radiant  with  hope,  stood  ready  to  pro- 
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ceed  with  their  deliverers.  They  seemed  to  think  that  they  were  now  beyond  all 
chances  of  any  ill ;  and,  in  the  faith  they  had  in  the  power  and  prowess  of  those 
who  had  reached  them  in  those  gloomy  vaults,  they  found  the  greatest  argument 
to  believe  that  with  success  thej  would  take  them  from  the  dreary  region  they 
were  in  to  liberty  and  light. 

There  needed  no  impulse  to  Claude  Duval  and  his  friends  to  do  their  best  to 
bring  this  adventure  to  a  happy  termination  ;  but  if  anything  could  have  added 
to  their  resolve  to  do  so,  it  certainly  would  be  found  ip  the  confidence  with  which 
the  young  girls  regarded  them. 

"At  another  time,  Alicia,"  said  Claude,  *'  you  shall  tell  us  all  that  has  hap- 
pened in  this  miserable  place  since  Ifwas  here  last.  At  present,  let  us  think  of 
nothing  but  your  deliverance  from  durance  here." 

The  order  in  which  they  proposed  to  leave  the  cells  was  now  duly  arranged  by 
Claude  Duval. 

*'  You,  Mr.  Field,"  he  said,  "will,  of  course,  take  care  of  Alicia— you,  Dick, 
attend  to  one  of  the  young  ladies,  and  you.  Jack,  to  the  other.  I  will  go  first, 
as  I  know  the  way  well  by  this  time,  and  as  I  have  the  key  that  opens  all  the 
doors  that  may  be  in  our' way." 

When  thus  arranged,  they  formed  quite  a  little  procession,  and  Claude  sai  J, 
with  a  smile — 

"  I  think  that  if  we  meet  any  of  the  old  nuns,-  who  merely  came  into  this  con- 
vent on  account  of  despairing  of  ever  getting  husbands,  they  will  be  ready  to 
die  with  envy  to  see  us  all." 

The  novices  smiled,  and  looked  as  happy  as  one  may  well  suppose  people  to 
look  who  arc  being  saved  from  torments  and,  perhaps,  death. 

"  We  all  look  like  your  children,"  said  Mr.  Field,  *'  and  as  if  we  were  follow- 
ing you  for  a  walk." 

"Thank  you,"  said  Duval  ;  "now,  really,  I  did  not  think  I  had  such  a 
fatherly  look  about  me  ;  but,  I  suppose,  1  must  put  up  with  that  on  account  of 
the  credit  of  being  supposed  to  have  such  a  fine  family." 

This  little  badinage  raised  the  spirits  of  the  poor  captives,  and  they  smiled 
through  their  tears,  and  felt  happier  than  they  had  been  for  many  a  day. 

ClauiJe  Duval,  as  he  passed  the  well,  cast  a  glance  at  it,  and  looked  at  Mr. 
Field,  as  he  said,  in  a  low  tone— 

*'  That  holds  a  few  secrets,  no  doubt  V* 

"  It  does,  indeed." 

The  girls  trembled  as  they  passed  that  well,  for  they  knew  that  sevaral  of  the 
nuns,  who  had  turned  refractory  to  the  orders  of  the  abbess,  had  disappeared 
suddenly  ;  and  the  idea  that  they  had  been  cast  down  that  well  was  the  one  most 
prevalent  in  the  convent  among  the  novices. 

Claude  rushed  on  at  the  head  of  the  procession,  and  Jack  still  carried  the  lan- 
tern, until  they  came  to  the  little  staircase  that  led  up  into  the  chapel,  and  then 
Duval  paused  a  moment. 

"  Let  me  caution  you  all,"  he  said,  *'  now  to  be  as  careful  as  you  can  not  to 
give  any  alarm  as  we  proceed  through  the  chapel." 

*•  We  will." 

"  It  is  not  that  I  think  there  is  any  force  here  that  can  possibly  compete  with 
us  ;  but  1  do  not  w'sh  to  provoke  a  conflict,  which  might  be  one  of  life  and 
death,  and  would  cose  us  dear,  although  we  might  gain  the  victory.  I  have  good 
reason  to  know,  too,  that  the  abbess  has  fire-arms." 

"  I  approve  of  your  caution,"  said  Mr.  Field.  *f  It  will  be  everything  to  get 
out  of  the  convent  by  stratagem  instead  of  force." 

"  Come  on,  then,  cautiously." 

Claude  Duval  slowly  ascended  the  narrow  stairs  towards  the  door  leading  into 
the  chapel,  and  they  all  followed  him.  It  was  not  till  he  got  within  some  half 
dozen  steps  of  the  top  of  the  stairs,  thac  he  heard  a  strange,  grinding  kind  of 
noise  frona  the  chapel,  and  he  paused  to  listen  to  it. 

The  noise  was  as  if  some  one  were  at  work  with  some  carpenter's  tools  in  the 
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place,  and  yet  nothing  could  very  ^ejl  be  more  impro'able  than  that  anything  of 
the  sort  should  be  going  on  in  the  chapel. 

"is  anything  anoiss  ?"  said  Tiirpin, 

"  I  hardly  know." 

•*  Do  vou  bear  asvthing  ?"  said  Mr.  Field. 


THE    ADEtSS    TL-'CES    CLAVD'=:    IN    AiiEUSH    TO    ASSASSI>'ATE   TH'    CONFESSQR, 

*•  Hush  !  Spea'k  low,  and  come  foruarJ  here  both  of  yea,.  .- nd  listen.  1  h^-re 
is  a  very  odd  noise  in  \\b  chnp'-l." 

"Oh,   Hcav-n  heipusl''  taiii  iTeien. 

"Hush!  i  beg  of  you,  ladies/'  sad  Claude.  "Any  inoiscrv  tion  row,  may 
place  us  in  a  very  awkward  position.     Ltt  rr-e  beg  of  \  -u  to  be  silent." 
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**We  will— we  will." 
u       "Hush!  hush!" 
I       The  silence  in  the  mysterious   passage   was    now   very   profound,  indeed ;  so 
'  much  so,  that  it  would  have  been  positively  painful  to  have  continued  it  for  lo'no- ; 
but,  happiij^  there  was  no  occasion  for  so  doing,  inasmuch  as   the  noise    in  the 
chapel  was  of  a  character  that  quickly  explained  itself,  and  Claude  Duval  said, 
in  a  whisper,  to  those  who  were  with  him — 

"  Don't  be  alarmed.  I  don't  myself  consider  that  it  is  of  much  coiisequence  j 
but  it  is  quite  clear  that  they  are  nailing  up  the  door  leading  from  here  into  the 
chapel." 

*'  Then  we  are  lost  1" 

"  No,  no,  Alicia.     Do  not  say  that." 

"  But  what  can  we  do  ?" 

"  Of  that  we  will  think  forthwith  ;  and,  in  the  meantime,  let  me  beg  of  you 
to  take  heart,  and  by  no  means  to  despair." 

'"  We  will  never  despair  while  you  do  not,"  said  young  Field. 

"  Well  spoke,"  said  Turpin.     "Hush!     They  are  at  it  again." 

Bang!  bang!  bang!  came  three  terrible  blows  upon  the  door,  and  thee 
they  heard  a  voice  say — "It  is  finished." 


ii 


CHAPTER  eCCLXV. 

•THE    ABBESS,    BY    THE     AID     OF    DENNIS,    TRIES     HER     BEST     TO     BESTHOY 

HER    FOES. 

There  was  no  difficulty  in  detecting  to  whom  that  voice  belonged.  It  was  the 
voice  of  the  abbess  of  the -convent  ;  and  what  she  said  meant,  that  she  h^dj^iv^n 
the  finishing  stroke  to  the  fastenii^g  up  of  the  door  leading  to  the  vauUs  aud  the 
cells; 

Before,  then,  Cf.jmde  Duval  and  his  friends  could  address  a  word  to  each 
other,  or  come  to  any  definite  conclusion  as  to  what  to  do,  they  heard  some 
one  say  — 

*'  Yes,  my  lady  ;  and,  bedad,  you  may  say  that,  wid  y-oi^r  owaswate  lipk^,  mj 
lady,  and  divil  a  bit  of  a  lie."' 

"Silence!"  said  the  abbess. 

That  Dennis  was  now  with  the  abbess  again,  and  that  in  si^fte  Wky  sKe  had 
leaaiit  that  Daval  was  actually  in  the  vaults  with  his  friends,  there  couW  be  no 
doubt.  The  only  mystery  waSj  as  regarded  how  she  had  managed  to  make  that 
discovery,  and  recall  Dennis  so  quickly  from  the  garden-wali,  whit-her,  it  will  be 
recollected,  she  had  sent  him  to  wait  for  the  arrival  of  tho^e  w^o^e  o.bj^t  ia 
coming  to  the  convent  she  was  so  very  anxious  to  de;feat. 

But,  still,  the  how  she  had  got  her  infornaation  was  of  little  con^sequeace,  Gom- 
pared  to  the  fact  that  she  had  got  it,  and  was  acting  upon  it,  to  the  wite^t  of  hejr 
abilities  aud  means  ;  and  as  regarded  the  rapidity  of  her  movements,  that  was  a 
matter  that  was  much  more  apparectt  than  real,  for,  to  tell  the  truth,  Claude  Duval 
and  his  friends  had  beea  longer  in  the  glooray  regions  beneath  the  ehapel  than 
they  thought. 

Time  to  the  wisest  gets  measured  much  more  by  its  events  than  by  its  actual 
progess,  so  the  abb3ss  had  had  'plenty  of  leisure  to  increase  her  inrormation  and 
to  act  upon  it. 

How  she  had  received  it  was  one  of  the  mysteries  of  the  convent  that  still 
remained  to  be  solved. 

Claude  Duval  now  spoke  in  a  low  tone  to  his  friends,  saying,  as  he  turned  to 
the  in — 

*'  It  seams  to  me  to  be  very  improbable  that  the  abbess,  even  with  the  ass's' ance 
of  Deaiiis,  has  been  able  to  tastea  the  door  leading  to  the  chapel  so  firir.ly  as  to 
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resist  all  our  endeavours  to  force  v,  and  I  advise  that  we  wait  a  litrle  until  there 
may  be  the  chance  of  her  leaving  the  spot,  and  then  make  the  attempt." 

"  Be  it  so,"  said  Field. 

•'  Be  careful,  though,"  sail  Alicia;  '*  you  do  not  know  that  desperate  and 
revengeful  woman  yet.** 

"  A  s  ho  w  ?"  said  Claude. 

"  I  mean  to  say,  that  she  will  adopt  any  possib-e  mode  of  accomplishing  her 
desire  for  revenge,  and  what  she  seems  to  bQ  actually  about,  is  some'.i.ues  the 
furthest  from  her  evil  intentions." 

"  Is  she  so  very  cunning?" 

*'  Indeed  she  is." 

"  Ah,  yes,"  said  the  other  two  girls. 

"  Well',  well,  don't  despair,*  said  Claude.  "  What  I  think  of  doing  now,  is 
to  make  an  attempt  on  the  door  ;  so  just  wait  quietly  tor  me  where  you  are,  all 
of  you,  till  I  report  progress." 

This  they  promised  to  do,  and  Jack  quite  extinguished  the  little  light  be  had, 
so  that  it  should  not  by  any  possibility  be  seen  in  the  chapel,  and  ihen  Claude 
advanced  alone  to  the  door,  and  placed  his  ear  against  it  and  listened. 

All  seemed  to  be  as  still  as  the  very  grave  in  the  chapel. 

"  Is  this  silence  real  or  assumed  ?'  said  Claude  to  himself.  "  I  won.ler  if, 
relying  upon  the  strength  of  the  door,  and  the  efficiency  of  the  means  she  has 
iised  to  fasten  it,  this  woman  really  thinks  that  we  are  to  be  left  heie  quietly 
to  die  of  starvation.  She. must  be  mad  to  dream  that  we  can  be  so  utt€rly  desti- 
tute of  ail  resources." 

Again  he  listened,  but  not  the  smallest  sound  disturbed  the  intense  stillness  of 
the  chapel,  so  that  he  at  last  began  to  think  that  it  must  be  deserted  by  the  abbeos 
and  the  nuns. 

With  this  idea,  Claude  Duval  drew  back,  and  then  suddenly  brought  all  his 
weight  and  all  his  strength  to  bear  against  the  door,  which  shook  a  little  beneath 
the  force  it  was  subjected  to. 

"  Ah,  it  is  fast,  indeed,"  said  Claude. 

The  v\ords  had  hardly  escaped  his  lips  when  there  was  a  loud  report  of  the 
discharge  of  some  fire-arms,  and  he  felt  a  sudden  blow  which  sent  him  staggering 
down  two  or  ihree  of  the  stairs. 

"Hit,  by  Heaven!"  he  said. 

The  impression  of  Duval  was  fully  and  clearly  that  he  was  hit  by  a  bullet  in 
the  breast,  ar.d  the  only  wonder  that  possessed  him  was  that  he  felt  no  p^^in 
bcvond  a  stunning  sensation,  and  a  slight  sicknesS;  for  the  wound  had  seemed  to 
be  just  at  tlie  region  of  the  stomach. 

It  was  clear  that  some  one  was  in  the  chapel  waiting  for  some  such  an 
attempt  to  burst  open  the  door  to  be  ma.ie  as  Claude  had  made,  and  then  had 
fired  a  gun  or  a  pistol  through  one  of  its  panels. 

Claude  now  staggered  down  the  remainder  of  the  stairs  to  where  hi3  friends 
were  waiuugfor  him,  and  Turpio  said — 

''Did  you  fire,  Claude?" 

^'Xo-no." 

"b't  we  heard  a  shot,  surely." 

*'  Yes,  it  was  at  me.     I  am  hit,  I  think." 

*•  Hit  ?  Don't  say  tiiat.  A  light— a  light,  Jack  1  Oh,  quick  !  If  this  be  SO, 
Duval,  It  is  the  worst  chance  that  has  happened  to  us  vet,  or  that  could^  by  any 
possibility,  happen  to  us." 

Jack  eagerly  got  a  light,  ani  when  he  held  it  towards  Claude  they  all  found 
that  beyocd  Icokiug  rather  pale  he  did  not  seem  so  much  amiss,  and  tyrpin  said 
to  nim —  ^ 

*•  Where  are  you  hit,  Clatide  ?  1  don't  see  any  blood." 
^  '-IS. or   I.-'  «.«iri  T„-.«-  ■'  •  ' 

The  girls  looked  as  sympathetic  as  possible,  and  Mr.  Field  §eemed  ia  a  perfect 
agony  of  apprehension. 


II 
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*'  Upon  my  life,"  said  Claude  Duval,  drawing  a  long  breath,   **  I  cannot  giVe 
you  any  further  information  than  that  a  shot  was  fired  through  the  door,  and  I 
felt  it  hit  me  ;  and  yet  here  I  am.** 
**  And  none  the  worse  f ' 

*'l  was  the  worse,  but,  strange  to  say,  I  am  getting  better.  The  buKet,  or 
^  ^Oiucuiing  V;:y  lilC:  it,  did  hit  me,  for  it  threw  me,  by  the  force  of  it,  actually 
*  down  several  stairs," 

"  This  is  quite  irjexplicable.  You  are  hot  the  sort  of  man  to  fancy  you  are 
shot,  Claude,  just  because  you  happen  to  hear  the  discharge  of  a  pistol.   Where 

did  it  hit  vou  :"  . 

"Here,'"  said  Dural,  as  be  placed  his  rand  upon  his  chest.  "Ah!  what  is 
this  ?  In  my  waistcoat  pocket  here  is  something.  Oh,  I  recollect  now.  It  i* 
a  crown  piece  that  I  put  there  some  few  days  ago.  Why— wh/— Look  here, 
Dick.    Bring  the  light  a  little  nearer.  Jack." 

They  both  looked  eagerly  at  the  crown  piece  that  Claude  Duval  took  from 
his  pocket,  and  then  Dick  Turpiu  said— 

**  The  mystery  is  solved." 

•*  It  is,  indeed,"  said  Jack. 

"Oh,  what  is  it?'*  said  Alicia. 

"It  is  easily  explained,"  said  Claude.  "Look  at  the  indentation  in  this 
crown  piece.  You  see  it  is  quite  shrunk  hollow  into  the  form  of  a  cup.  The 
bullet,  by  gool  fortuue,  struck  it  as  it  was  in  my  pocket,  and  gave  me  the  blow 
that  I  felt  without  being  able  to  do  me  any  further  mischief." 

"  Ah,  what  an  escape  !"  said  Alicia, 

"It  is,  indeed.'** 

"  Heaven  be  thanked,'*  said  Helen.  *' I  do  now,  indeed,  believe  that  Heaven 
is  with  us  in  this  enlerprise,  or  you,  sir,  would  never  have  been  preserved  so; 
miraculously  as  that," 

*' It  has  been  a  narrow  escape,   indeed,"  said  Duval,  with  a  smile ;   "batai- 
miss,  as  far  as  a    bullet  is  concerned,  is  as  good  as  a  mile.     I  dont  at  all  like 
the  state  of  affairs  in  the  chapel,  though,  for  it  is  quite  clear  to  me  that  fire  arras 
are  relied  upon  more  than  tha  fastening  of  the  chapel  door." 

"And  that  rascal,  Dennis,"  said  Mr.  i'ield,  *'iB  at  the  bottom  of  all  this. 
Oh,  if  I  catch  him  !" 

"  Never  mind  hioi,"  said  Claude.  *'  It  is  possible  enough  that,  before  this 
night's  affair  is  over,  even  Dennis  may  get  his  deserts  ;  but,  after  all,  he  is  only 
a  fool,  who  is  made}  the  dupe  of  the  bolder  and  wickeder  spirit  that  directs 
him." 

"  The  abbess  ?" 

"  Yes.  It  is  she,  and  not  her  poor  tool,  Dennis,  that  we  now  have  really  to 
dread." 

"But  what  are  we  to  do  ?'*  said  the  young  friend  of  Alicia's— "oh,  what  are 
we  to  do  ?  You  must  not  again,  sir,  risk  your  life  by  going  nearer  to  that  door 
in  the  wall  of  the  chapel." 

"  No,  certainly  not.  But  what  I  propose  in  the  fiist  place  is  to  do  the  best 
we  can  to  fasten  it  on  our  side." 

"  Fasten  it  on  our  side  !"  said  Jack,  in  surprise. 

"  Yes  ;  for  it  will  not  be  well  to  give  them  the  chance  of  stepping  down  here 
after  us,  while  we  are  in  the  open  space  beneath  the  chapel  making  our  arrange- 
ments to  leave  it  by  some  othei  mode  than  this,  which,  no  doubt,  they  are 
foolish  enough  to  think  is  about  the  only  one  we  would  think  of  attemf  ting." 

"I  see— I  see." 

"  Come,  then.  Jack,  and  let  us  try  what  we  can  do  in  tltat  way.  I  saw  that 
some  of  the  planking  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs  here,  that  hold  up  a  portion  of  the 
wpll    nf  ti.^  .._.         ^  1       -.-  ..    J,   .,-,c,- 

_.  ...»,  paooage,  that  appears  to  have  at  one  time  fallen,  or  snowa  a  kji^j^^^. 
tion  so  to  do,  were  loose.     Let  us  get  one  of  those  pieces,  and  see  what  we  can 
do  v^'ith  it,'' 

"  I  understand  vou,"  said  Jack* 
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•'And  60  do  I,"  eaid  Dick. 

Jack  went  right  to  the  foot  of  the  stairs,  and  soon  returned  with  a  piece  of 
wood- work  of  about  eight  feet  in  length. 

•*  VVm  this  do  r'' 

"  Yes,  comfortably.". said  Claude.     "  Come  along  with  the  light.*' 

Jack  lit  him  to  the  work  he  was  about,  and  with  great  silence  and  caution, 
Claude  Duval  managed  to  pla^e  the  plank  of  wood  in  such  a  position  from  the 
stairs  to  the  door,  that  completely  wedi^ed  up  the  latter,  and  any  attempt  to 
force  it  from  ■without  would  only  have  the  effect  of  tightening  the  plank  in  its 
place. 

"Mow,"  said  Dural,  "I  think  that  we  may  take  upon  ourselves  to  en'er 
quite  fearlessly  into  the  cells,  and  see  what  progress  we  c-an  safely  make  to.vaids 
our  liberation  from  this  place.'* 


CHAPTER  CCCLXVI. 

thb  Convent  well  gives  up  ose  of  its  terrible  secrets. 

-The  confident  and  cheerful  manner  in  which  Claude  Duval  spoke,  evidently 
had  the  effect  of  immediately  reviving  the  spirits  of  the  little  party. 

It  was  by  no  means  striving  at  a  conclusion  to  come  to  the  certainty  that  he 
had  in  his  own  mind  some  plan  of  operation  which  not  'only  rendered  the 
closing  of  the  door  leading  into  the  chapel  by  the  abbess  and  her  emissaries  of 
lit^tle  01  no  consequence,  but  rendered  the  keeping  of  that  door  fast  since  it  had 
ODce  been  closed  by  tliera  an  essential  thing. 

The  confidence  that  Jack  and  Turpin  evidently  liad  ill  the  marvellous 
resources  of  Claude  Duval,  infected  the  others  with  the  same  feeling,  and  they  alt 
looked  up  to  Lira  as  the  person  who  was  yet  to  triumph  over  all  the  obstacles  in 
the  way  of  deliverance  from  the  vaults  and  fearful  cells,  and  as  the  individual 
who  would  in  time  take  them  to  the  light  of  day. 

The  miraculous  way  in  which  Claude  had  been  saved  from  the  consequences  of 
the  bi.'"  •  that  had  been  fired  through  the  door  at  him,  doubtless  by  the  abbess, 
or   by    .  .....IS,  contributed  largely  to   the   conviction,  and   to  the  maintenance 

cf  the  coiiudence  they  ajl  had  in  him. 

Alicia  and  the  two  novices  could  not  believe  it  possible  that  a  man  sq 
specially  protected  by  Heaven  in  what  he  was  about  should  fail. 

And  yet,  with  all  this,  it  was  with  perceptible  shudders  that  they  again 
sought  the  dreary  abode,  which  but  a  short  few  minutes  before  they  had  thought 
to  take  their  last  look  at. 

Claude  saw  this  feeling  in  them  and  he  said— 

*'  Courage,  ladies — courage.  You  should  consider  now,  that  this  is  the  way 
to  freedom,  not  to  imprisonment.  I  do  not,  for  a  moment,  doubt  but  that  aoon 
all  will  be  well." 

"  You  do  think,"  said  Alicia,  "  that  you  can  save  us  ?" 

«'I  do,  indeed." 

*■  If  any  one  can,  it  will  be  you,"  ?aid  Field.  '*  Recollect  that  I  place  myself 
entirely  at  your  disposal,  Mr.  Duval,  and  you  have  but  to  order  me  what  to  do.'* 

"Come  on,  then,  and  fear  nothing." 

Claude  himself  led  the  way,  but  Jack  followed  him  closely  with  the  little 
lantern,  and  so  once  again  they  stood  beneath  the  lofty  roof  of  that  portion  of  the 
gl' omy  underground  region,  that  was  immediately  beneath  the  floor  of  the 
convent  chapel. 

"  Here  we  halt,"  said  Claude. 

TTrr,u...«.  „  „.^,^  ^v,o  oqrtv  Came  to  p  Bfpn/J,e*;i;.  fln^  *'— "  Duval,  taking  the- 

amp  frura  Jack,  said — 
"  How  high  do  you  think  the  roof  is  ?* 
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"  About  thirty  feet." 

"So  I  thought,  and  the  upper  portion  of  it  is  quite  lost,  in  obscurity.  Dick, 
look  about  you,  and  see  if  it  be  possible  to  find  any  means  of  getting  a  little 
nearer  to  the  roof,  to  see  of  what  it  is  composed." 

They  all  looked  about  them  for  that  purpose,  but  it  was  some  time  before 
they  found  anything  to  a.d  them,  and  then  it  struck  Turpin,  that  he  could  ac- 
complish it  in  a  strange  sort  of  way. 

"  Look  you  here,  Claude,"  he  said,  "the  wails  of  this  place  are  supported  in 
several  instances  by  planks  of  great  length,  and  of  tolerable  strength  ;  now  what 
is  to  hinder  us  from  taking  two  of  them,  and  making  a  long  slanting  passage  up 
to  the  roof,  since  it  is  ^  our  object  to  get  there?  " 

"  How  do  you  mean,  Dick  r" 

"  Why,  I  would  place  the  two  pieces  of  flat  tall  timber  together  at  the  «pper 
ends,  so  that  they  made  the  shape  of  the  letter  A,  and  then  i  do  think  that  with 
a  little  dixierity  one  of  us  may  climb  up  to  the  top  and  get  sufficiently  near  to 
the  roof  to  have  agood  look  at  it." 

"  Good  ;  that  wi  1  do." 

The  possibility  of  this  project  was  one  that  Claude  Duval  saw  in  a  moment, 
and  he  was  anxious  that  it  should  as  soon  as  possible  be  carried  out. 

To  three  men  such  as  DuVal,  Jack,  and  Turpin,  used  as  they  had  been  to 
make  the  greatest  exertions,  and  to  the  constant  exercise  of  their  ingenuity 
under  all  torts  of  troublesome  circumstances,  this  little  project  of  Dick's  for  getting 
to  ihe  root  of  the  place  they  were  in  presented  no  difficulties,  prov-de^ihe^rnaisrials 
were  at  i  and. 

The  long  pieces  of  planking  that  Dick    referred  to  were  evidently  of  service  in 
keeping  some  portions  of  the  old  wall  of  the  place   they  were    in  from    bulging 
fcrwc.rd,  but  although  the  removal  of  them  seemed  to  compromise  the   safety  6f  j 
the  wall,  yet  they  did  not  suppose  that  for  the  short  space  of   time   they    hoped  i 
only  to  pass  in  that  place    that  any  serious  consequences   v/ould    be    likely  to 
arise.  ^  ] 

Dic'<  and  Jack  soon  got  two  planks,  each  of  about   twenty  feet  in  length,  and  j 
they  placed  them  with  Claude's  assistance  in  the  situation  agreed  upon.  i 

When  so  placed  it  seemed  to  be  quite  clear  that  they  reached  nearly  halfway  } 
to  the  roof.     By  compressing  the  Icvver  ends  into  the  earth  firmly   they  got  the 
affair  tolerably  steady,  and  then  Dick  said — 

'■'  Now,  if  you,  CJauiie,  will  hold  o.:e  of  these  planks,  and  you  the  other,  Jack, 
I  will  try  to  get  up," 

"Excuse  me,  Dick,"  said  Duval,  with  a  smile,  "but  you  have  but  one  object, 
I  know,  in  all  this,  and  that  is,  that  we  should  succeed  in  what  we  are  about.  I 
am  a  lighter  weight  than  you  are,  you  know." 

♦•  1  understand  you,  Claude.  You  think  you  can  manage  climb'ng  up  the 
planks  better  than  i  can,  and  it  is  no  doubt  true,  so  I-  will  hold  one  of  them  for 
you." 

"Besides,  Claude  is  taller  when  he  reaches  the  top,"  said  Jack. 

"  He  is — he  is.     Kow,  Mr.  Field,  you  he'p  us  likewise,  if  you  please." 

*  Yes,  with  pleasure." 

"  We  will  all  help,"  said  Alicia.  "Can  w^e  do  nothing  to  aid  you  in  this 
matter." 

"  1  think  not,"  said  Claude,  "  except  keep  out  of  the  way,  in  case  T  should 
come  down  rather  quicker  than  I  go  up.  Leave  us  to  manage  this  affair  like- 
wise, 1  beg  of  you,  ladies,  and  pray  get  close  to  yond«r  wall." 

"^Yeobey." 

Claude  Duval  was  now  satisfied  that  the  g'rls  were  in  safety,  so  he  took  off 
his  boots;  and,  considering  that  he  would  get  a  firmer  fold  upon  the  boards 
^:irh  bis  stocking  soles  merely,  he  ci  mmeoced  the  rather  perilous  ascent. 

The  aneie  at  vvb>cb  the  boards  had  been  put  together  was  rather  an  acute  one;    i 

but  then,  wiicn  theyplaceu  l^  em  enu  iw  ,. ....  .    .^  ,      . ...,^..,  i.^c* 

ieVt  that  the  further  they  drew  them  apart  below,  the  lower  they  brought  the  top  [j 
U__ 'I 
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of  thera  ;  and,  therefore,  they  had  probably  gone  to  the  very  extreme  in  their 
calculations. 

It  was  with  difficulty,  but  still  with  certainty,  that  Claude  Duval  ascended  the 
slanting  boards,  and,  finally,  in  the  course  of  about  two  minules  he  was  at  the 
top  ;  and  then  placing  his  left  foot  upon  the  junction  of  the  pieces  of  wood,  he 
contrived  to  steady  himself  pretty  well,  and  to  draw  himself  up  to  his  full  height 
in  that  rather  awkward  position. 

Duval  was  pleased  to  find  that  they  had  made  a  rather  wrong  estimate  of  the 
height  of  the  roof,  or  of  the  length  of  the  boards  ;  for,  where  he  stood  up,  as  we 
have  described,  he  was  really  within  about  five  or  six  feet  at  the  utmo:t  of  the 
roof. 

"  Jack  V  said  Claude. 

•'Yes,  Claude?" 

*  Can  Mr.  Field  and  Dick  spare  you  while  they  hold  the  planks  steady,  do  you 
think  ?" 

"  Yes." 

*'Then  come  forward  and  try  if  you  can  throw  me  up  the  lantern.  I  think 
I  can  catch  it  if  you  will  be  careful  to  throw  it  well  and  cleverly  up  to  me.'* 

"  1  will  try,  Claude." 

This  was  really  a  hazardous  experiment ;  but  everything  was  so  dark  and 
dreary  up  above  that  Claude  Duval  could  not  see  what  he  went  up  to  see,  namely, 
a  something  that  appeared  to  be  sticking  to  the  ceiling. 

Jack  took  the  lantern  ;  and,  after  calculating  the  distance  he  had  to  throw  it, 
he  said — 

•*  Are  ycu  ready,  Claude  ?'* 

*' Quite  readj'.  '  Now  for  it  !'* 

With  more  skill  than  any  one  would  exactly  have  given  Jack  credit  for  pos- 
sessing, Jack  threw  up  the  lantern  ;  and  Claude  Duval  caught  it  tightly  and  care- 
fully, without  in  the  slightest  degree  shifting  his  position,  or  making  any  stir 
rupon  the  two  planks  of  wood,  upon  the  top  of  which  he  stood  in  so  very  ticklish 
a  position. 

"All  right,  Claude?* 

'•  Yes,  all  right,  I  have  it.  Now  hold  steady  all  of  you,  for  I  have  something 
else  to  attend  to." 

•  There  was  a  complete  silence  now  while  Claude  Duval  turned  the  light  of  the 
lantern  upon  the  roof  of  the  place. 

That  roof  was  crossed  and  recrossed   by  many  beams  of  heavy  timber,  and  to 
his  satisfaction  the   object   that   appeared  to    be   fastened    to   the  roof  of  the 
he  miserable  rtbode  was  evidently  some  contrivance  for  letting  people  up  or  down 
through  a  trap  in  the  ceiling,  that  was  quite  apparent. 

The  object  consisted  of  a  square  wooden  box,  very  shallow,  but  yet  with  sides 
sufficient  to  prevent  any  one  from  slipping  off  it ;  but  how  it  got  down  or  up 
was  the  mystery. 

Close  to  it  in  the  wood- work  of  the  ceiling  there  were  two  very  large  pulleys, 
and  over  them  passed  two  ropes,  that  seemed  then  to  go  horizontally  a  long  way 
across  the  ceiling  ;  but  situated  as  he  was,  Claude  could  not  find  out  where  they 
went  to. 

Moving  the  lantern  about  in  all  directions,  Duval  strove  all  he  could  to  find 
out  the  mystery  of  this  curious  construction  in  the  roof,  but,  for  a  tiru-e,  it 
bafiled  him,  despite  all  the  conjectures  that  came  to  his  mind  upon  the  subject. 


;i:_  ■■,  ■■II    "■! ' —  "'■'" 
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CHAPTER   CCCLXVir. 

FATHER  GARVEY  APPEARS  UPON  THE  SCENE  AGAIN. 

TiTK  little  party,  likewise,  were  rather  puzzled  to  know  what  Claude  Duval 
could  be  at,  and  after  a  time  DickTurpiu  said— 

**  Claude,  is  there  anything  amiss  ?'* 

*'  No,  Dick,  not  amiss,  but  I  ara  a  litttle  puzzled,  that's  all.  There  is  some 
conjuiation  up  here  that  I  don't  quite  comprehend." 

''Danger?"  said  Jack. 

*'  Oh,  no — no.  It  is  some  mechanical  contrivance  for  getting  up  to  a  trap- 
door that  is  hkere  in  the  roof,  and  which  can  lead  nowhere  but  to  the 
chapel.'* 

Upon  this  information  they  looked  at  each  other  with  curiosity,  and  Jack 
cried  out — 

"  Whj',  Claude,  if  there  is  a  trap  door  there  it  is  the  very  thing  for  us,  1 
should  Siiv." 

"  Yes,  provided  we  could  get  through  it." 

"Jdem!"  said  Turpio,  "that  certainly  is  rather  an  essential  consideration, 
I  must  confess.     What  does  it  look  like  ?" 

"Ab:.:c." 

*'Abox?     Why  you  are  joking  now,  Claude." 

•'  I  never  was  more  serious  in  all  my  life.     But  I  sa  V,  Jack,  my  friend  V* 
-    "Ye?,  Claude— yes?" 

*'  I  want  you  to  catch  the  lantern  again.** 

*'  All's  right.     Tiirow  it  now.     I  h;ive  it." 

Jack  caught  the  lantern,  and  then  Claude  said— 

*'  Now  i  want  you  to  mj^nage  to  tie  it  at  the  end  of  as  long  a  stick,  or  anything 
else  ttiat  will  hold  it  as  nearly  as  you  can  up  to  the  ceiling,  asyou  can  contrive." 

"  I'll  do  i^     \Ye    must  get  the  means  somehow  or  another." 

*  I  will  t..!I  you  where,  then,"  said  Mr.  Field.  *'By  the  side  of  the  stairs 
leading  from  the  chapel  there  is  a  long,  narrow,  iron  rod,  partially  let  into  the 
wall   at   places.       If  you  can  pull  it  away,  it  will  just  do."  ^ 

*' Cnpilrd,"  said  Ja  k.  "  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  will  you  have  any  serious 
objection  to  being  kept  in  the  dark  for  a  little  time  2" 

"  None — fione,'  said  Claude.     "  Go  at  once.  Jack." 

Jack  did  not  vrait  another  moment,  but  started  off  in  search  of  the  iron  rod 
th.::t  Mr.  Field  had  spoken  of.  The  little  lantern  did  not,  while  it  was  present, 
seem  as  if  it  had  ^iven  much  light  ;  but  when  it  was  gone,  the  gloom — the 
awfu!  darkness  that  ell  upon  the  place,  and  upon  every  one  in  it,  seemed  to  be 
something  truly  terrific. 

It  was  quite  in  vain  that  from  his  elevated  position  Claude  Duval  strove  to 
catch  a  siaht,  even  dimly,  of  those  below  him  on  the  floor  of  the  dismal 
place. 

Th.e  probability  is,  that  the  alarm  of  Alicia  and  her  young  friends  was  now 
much  greater  than  tl\ey  would  have  liked  those  who  had  so  generously  encoun- 
tered so  n.uch  in  their  service  to  know  or  to  suspect  ;  but  be  that  as  it  may,  she 
and  the  other  two  young  creatures  in  the  gloomy  abode  of  priestly  tyranny  did 
not  give  utterance  to  any  of  the  feelings  of  dread  that  Had  taken  possession  of 
their  hearts. 

Claude  Duval,  though,  was  about  to  say  something  which  he  intended  should 
be  to  them  of  a  cheering  character — for,  although  they  did  not  give  any  e.xpres- 
sion  to  their  fears,  he  yet  coulJ  not  help  feeling  that  they  must  have  them — when 
he  was  stopped  by  a  singular  noise  that  arose  in  the  place. 

Tney-raust  all  have  heard  it  as  well  as  he.  It  resembled  some  one  at  work 
i^pon  an  iron- bar  with  a  fi'e  more  than  anything  else,  and  Claude  was  puzzled 
to  know  what  on  earth  it  could  possibly  proceed  from. 
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THE    TERROR  SI  r:KK.^    C.NftSSOU    i:;    THL    DUNGEO.NS    OF    THK    NUNNERY. 

It  was  Dick  who,  in  a  whisper,  said  to^hini  — 

"Do  vou  hear  thoT  odd  nose,  Claude?"  if  tou 

"Idocertainly,  D;ck,  a.d  I    should  feel  very    much  oohged  to   you,  it   50U 
could  give  me  any  idea  of  from  what  it  proc;eeds  r" 

*•  Ah,  that  I  cannot."  ,,  ^,    ♦Ur.nah  « imp' 

TheLi.e  increased,  and  then    there    was  a  sudden   snap,  a.   though  s:me 

thing  had  been  broken.     After  thdt  s\[  was  st  11.  . 

-This  uon't  do,"  said  Dick  "  we  must  had  out  what  is  gomgon.     AVhere 
can  Jack  be  with  the  lignt  ?     1  hcpe  no  harm  has  ^^^^  ^^^J.  ^;':^-    ..,^10^  of  the 

"No,"  said  Claude.     "I   can  see  him,  or  taener  the  tain,  r-riection  01  me 

light,  coming  even  now."  ^ 
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They  were  all  glad  enough  to  hear  this,  and  in  another  couple  of  seconds  the 
flash  of  the  lantern  fell  upon  the  roof -and  walls  of  the  dismal  abode,  as  Jack  made 
his  appeartince  with  a  long  piece  of  the  rough  balustrade  of  the  little  staircase, 

"  I  have  it,"  said  Jatk. 

"  Hush !"  said  Claude,  "  we  have  heard  strange  sounds  since  you  have  beea 
gone." 

*•  Strange  sourds  V* 

•*  Yes,  Jack  ;  and  none  of  us  can  make  out  where  they  come  from.  It  is  z 
puzzle  to  me." 

"  Surely  it  is  not  that  rascally  confessor  ti'ving  to  get  out  of  the  cell  in  which 
you  threw  him?'* 

*'  By  Jove,  yes  !"  said  Claude.  **  I  never  thought  of  him.  You  have  hit  it. 
Jack.  It  is  Father  Garvey,  who  has  sufficiently  recovered  to  make  an  attempt 
at  escape  from  the  cell.  1  had  quite  forgotten  that  there  was  such  a  person  in 
the  world." 

**Yes,''  said  Dick,  **and  it  strikes  me  it  would  have  been  safer,  after  all, 
to  liave  carried  out  the  abbess's  kind  instructions  towards  him." 

<*  It  would  ;  but  we  are  not  capable  of  such  acts,  Dick.  NeitW  you  nor  I 
are  assassins.  Father  Garvey,  though,  will  keep,  if  I  mistake  not,  awhile  longer. 
Jack,  what  scheme  have  you  1" 

«*  You  will  soon  see.     What  do  you  think  of  that?" 

Jack  had  fastened  the  lantern  to  the  end  of  the  long  iron  rod  that  he  procured, 
and  succeeded  now  in  hoisting  it  right  tip  to  the  r-oof  of  the  chapel. 

*'  Good.     Hold  it  steady  now,  Jack." 

«  Yes,  I  will." 

"  Now  move  along  in  a  line  towards  the  stairs,  and  go  as  gently  as  yon  can. 
That's  it— that's  it.    All  right— all  right.     Stop  !" 

Jack  stopper],  and  as  he  did  so,  he  came  bump  against  the  wall  of  the  place, 
and  down  fell  the  lanterr^  and  the  iron  rod.     In  a  minute  all  was  darkns&s. 

'*The  deuce  take  it,"  said  Jack,  "  I  might  have  besn  jast  a  little  more  care- 
ful where  I  was  going.** 

"  Never  mind,"  said  Claude— "nevermind ;  find  th€  lantern  -anfl  light  it 
again.     I  daresay  it  has  corae  to  no  sort  of  harm  from  its  fall." 

Jack,  after  groping  about  for  some  distance,  found  the  lantern,  and  with  one 
of  the  phosphorus  matches  he  had,  he  lighted  it,  but  it  took  some 'few  minutes  ta 
burn  up,  and  even  then  its  fiame  was  rather  weak  and  unsteady. 

Claude  appeared  to  be  upon  the  point  of  saying  something,  when  a  voice 
shouted  out  — 

"  Now,  you  wretches,  I  will  bring  upon  youtlie  vengeance  yon  deserve !  Me  is 
a  dead  man  who  stops  me  !" 

With  a  sudden  rush  a  figure  darted  along  the  pkce,  and  not  seeing  the  two 
boards  which  were  raised  up  there,  came  with  a  crash  against  them,  that  knocked 
them  both  over,  and  sent  himself  rolling  to  the  farther  end  of  the  large  open 
space. 

All  was  confusion  in  a  moment.    Dick  made  a  dart  after  the  fugitive,  and 

Jack  cried  out — 

"  Claude  will  be  killed.     He  has  fallen— he  must  have  fallen. 

The  girls  screamed,  and  Mr.  Field,  who  had  been  thrown  down  with  the 
boards,  looked  thoroughly  bewildered. 

•*The  light,  Jack  !"  said  Duval,  in  a  calm,  clear  voice,  as  though  nothing  were 
the  matter.     *'  Silence,  ladies— silence,  if  you  please.    There  is  nothing  gained 

by  screaming."  .  jA 

It  is  truly  extraordinary  how  the  presence  of  mind  of  one  person  will   have  i 

an  effect  upon  the  feelings  and  the  actions  of  many,  and  induce  calmness  instead  1 

of  agitation.     The  manner  in  which  Claude  spoke,  vvhile  it  let  everybody  know  I 

that  he  was  not  hurt  by  the  fearful  fall  that  they  all  made  quiie  sure  he   must  j 

have  had,  likewise  convinced  them  that  he  saw  what  to  do.  i 

With  a  bound  he  reached' that  oortion  of  the  subterranean  abode  to  which  I 
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the  figure  that  had  made  the  sudden  rush  had  rolL  d,  and  before  Father  Garvey, 
for  it  was  indeed  he,  couid  struggle  half  way  to  his  feet,  Claude  had  liiin  by  ihe 
throat  quite  securely. 

"Now,  Jack,  the  light." 

"Yes,  Claude." 

Jack,  anJ,  indeed,  the  whole  party,  now  made  their  way  up  to  the  spot  where 
the  confessor  was  writhing  in  the  grasp  of  Duval.  Tiie  confessor's  face  was 
pale  as  dea'h  itself,  save  a  streak  ot  blood  that  oozed  from  a  wound  in 
his  foreheac,  th-it  he  had  received  from  the  blow  ho  had  struck  himself  against 
the  ed^e  of  one  of  the  planks.  His  vestments  were  torn,  and  he  was  covered 
with  frj.giijents  of  the  damp  straw  that  was  in  the  cell  where  Cauda  Duval  had 
lelt  him,  as  he  th'  ughr,  in  a  tolerable  state  of  security  and  repose. 

"Unhan-I  me,  villain!'  said  Fathei'  Garvey — "unhand  me,  I  say,  or  you 
shall  rue  the  day  you  looked  upon  me!" 

"No,  master  confessor,"  said  Claude,  "I  won't  unhand  you  j  and  as  for 
rueing,  I  lather  think  that  is  what  will  be  your  fate." 

The  pri<  St  was  half 'mad  evidently,  for,  de?p  te  the  pow^erful  grip  that  Claude 
Duval  had  of  him,  and  de>p:l':'  the  numbers  ho  saw  around  him,  he  be;jan  tnkick 
and  plunge,  and  bite  aud  scratch,  in  such  a  wild  sort  of  way,  that  Claude  was 
comp<4:ed  to  -ay — 

*•  D  ck,  be  so  good  as  to  tie  this  gentleman's  legs  together,  and  his  hands  be- 
hind his  back." 

Dick  maile  a  dart  at  the  legs  of  the  reverend  father,  and  soon  tied  them  firmly 
together  :  Jack  rlid  the  same  by  his  hands,  and  then  C'aude  let  him  go  ;  and  he 
rolled  opotiti  e  tioor,  and  cursed  and  swore  in  a  way  that  none  but  a  priest  could 
curse  and  swear. 

*'  You  may  amuse  yoursi  If,  holy  sir,  at  that  kind  of  fun  as  long  as  you  like," 
said  Claude;  '■  it  don't  iiffect  us  in  the  lej^st ;  only  mark  me,  if  you  make  too 
much  nose  ic  will  be  neces'-ary  to  put  a  stop  to  it/* 

This  significant 'hint  was  not  lost  upon  Father  Garvey,  and  he  lay  party  in  a 
stale  of  evhausiiun.  and  partly  in  a  state  of  prudential  stillness,  only  that  he 
glared  at  Ciatde  Duval  as  if  he  would  have  eaten  him,  had  he  the  power  so 
to  do. 

The  alarm  of  the  young  girls  was  by  no  means  decreased  by  all  this;  and  it 
was  found  that  the  youngest  of  the  novices  had  fainted, 


CHAPTER  CCCLXVIH. 

THE   ABBESS     TRIES    A    NEW    PLAN    OF    OPERATIONS    AGAINST   THE    INTRUDERS. 

*'0h,  he'p!  help  !'' said  Alicia;  "  1  do  think  that  Helen  is  dead!  Oh,  bring 
the  light  hi^re!" 

Upon  this  cry  they  speedily  brought  the  light  to  the  spot,  and  then  sure  enough 
they  found  that  the  young  ere  iture  was  completely  insensible,  and  hanging  upon 
the  arm  of  Alcia. 

"  She  is  not  dead,"  said  Duval ;  **  she  has  fainted.  But  we  must  not  let  her 
remain  in  that  state,  as  in  'he  bad  air  of  this  place  it  is  impossible  to  say  what 
catastrophe  might  not  ensue. 

"  How  art  we  to  recover  her  ?'*  said  Field.  *'  "What  are  we  to  do,  Alicia,  to 
restore  her  i'' 

"  We  want  water,"  sa:d  Alicia.  *' Cold  water  would,  no  doubt,  bring  her  to 
herself  attain  " 

'•  I'm  afraid  that  is  not  to  be  had  here.'* 

"  There  is  a  well,"  said  Jack,  *'  close  at  hand.  T  cast  a  stone  into  it  as  I  came 
along,  and  theie  was  a  distinct  solash  of  water  conseouent  UDon  its  fall.    Surely 
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there  is  some  mode  of  getting  up  som:  of  the  water ;  and  if  so,  I  --vill  warrant  its 
being  cold  enough."' 

"Go  and  see,"  said  Claude — '^go  and  see  what  you  can  do,  Jack.  Her^,  Misa 
Alicia,  let  the  young  creature  lie  down.     She  is  not  very  heavy,  1  daresav;  but 
!  she  is  still  too  heavy  for  you  to  support  for  a  length  of  tinfie." 

As  he  spoke,  Ciaude  slipped  off  !iis  coat  and  sprea  1  it  upon  the  ground  for  the 

young  girl  to  lie  upon.     AHcia  thanked  him   by  a   look  which  expressed  much 

i  more  than  words  could  say  upon  the  subjr?ct,   and  then  she  knelt  upon   the  coat 

i  and  supported  the  head  of  the  novice  upon  her  lap,  which  was    certainly  much 

easier  than  holding  her  up,  as  she  had  been  doin^. 

"I  -will  go  and  help  Jack  to  get  the  water  from  the  well,"  said  Claude. 
"There  is  no  danger,  and -Mr.  Field  will  stay  with  you,  and  we  shall  hear  if 
you  want  anything." 

Both  Jack  and  Dick  Turpin  had  gone  to  the  well  to  see  what  could  ba  done  ii> 

j  the  way  of  getting  up  some  cold  water  for  the   use  of  the   fainting  novice,  and 

I  j  when  Ciaude  arrived  tney  were  slowly  hauling   up  a  bucket  that  they  had  found 

Ij  1  there,  and  which  they  had  attached  to  a  rope  that  they  found,  but  of  the  strength 

'Ij  of  which  they  had  ratiier  serious  doubts. 

I      **The  water  is  a  long  way  do^vn,"  said  Jack,  "but  we  have  got   some,   I  can 
I  tell  by  the  weight."' 
I      "Pull  siowly  andquiet'y,'  said  Dick. 

I      The  bucket  came  up  to  the  surface,  and  then   Claude  stretched  out  his  hand- 
:  and  got  hold  of  il. 

"  All's  right,"  he  said,  "  I  have  it. " 

Ke  drew  it  towards  him,  and  then  in  rather  an  odd  voice,  he  said — 

"  The  light.  Jack.'-' 

Jack  picked  up  the  lantern  from  the  floor  and  held  it  over  the  bucket,  and 
then  they  ail  three  looked  in  silent  horror  at  what  it  disclosed  to  them. 

Floating  in  the  wa-er  they  had  got  up  from  the  well  was  a  portion  of  an^ 
infant's  hand  and  arm,  and  a  large  piece  of  a  skull  with  hair  still  upon  !■ .  The 
water  itself  had  a  shiny,  oUy  look,  and  upon  its  surface  floated  fatty  globules,  and 
what  appeared  to  be  pieces  of  half  decomposed  flesh. 

♦'  Horrible  !"  said  Claude. 

Jack  turned  aside  sick  and  faint  at  the  sight. 

"  Good  God  !''  said  Dick. 

Duval  held  the  bucket  over  the  brink  of  the  well,  and  let  go  of  it.  Far  down 
with  a  sullen  kind  of  splash  it  reached  the  water,  and  then  all  ^?.s  still. 

The  three  friends  looked  at  each  other  now  for  several  moments  in  silence,  and 
then  Claude  said  in  a  whisper— 

"We  must  not  tell  this  to  the  ladies.     Ic  will  kill  them  with  terror.     Surely 
now  we  must  believe  to  the  utmost  in  all  the  horrors  that   a'-e  recorded    of  con- 
vent criminality.      This   well   seems    to   be    the   receptacle   of   the  bodies   of 
infants." 

*'  Yes,  infants  born  in  the  convent."  said  Jack.  *'  There  can  be  no  doubt  o£ 
it.     Of  course,  they  must  be  disposed  of  somehow  or  another." 

"That  is  true,"  said  Dick;  "and  if  any  one  tells  me  that  a  score  or  two 
of  idle,  well-fed  women  come  to  such  an  aoode  as  this,  and  leave  their  pas- 
sions at  the  gates,  and  turn  saints  when  they  enter  a  convent,  I  shall  have  no 
hesitation  in  saying  that  it  is  a  lie," 

*' This  is  tru  y  sickening,"  said  Claude. 

"I  am  quite  faint,"  said  Jack. 

**  Come  away  from  the  brink  of  the  w:ll,"  said  Dick.  "  I  fancy,  now,  that 
horrib'e  and  noisome  odour?  arise  from  it.  We  shall  be  poisoned  if  we  remain 
any  longer  close  to  it.  But,  amid  other  mysteries,  and  stranger  things,  Clau;:e 
Duval,  there  is  one  which  ^^e  want  an  explanation  of  from  yo'3,  and  that  is,  how 
you  came  so   neatly   to  the  floor  when  the  planks  were  knocked  from  under  you 


without  doing  yourFelf  any  apparent  injuiy  whatever  r" 
"  Yes  ;  that,"  said  Jack,  "  i?,  indeed,  a  mystery  to  me.** 
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"  It  isj  one  that  I  can  easily  explain,"  said  Claude.  "  I  came  down  quite 
easily  and  comfortably ;  for  when  the  boards  v^^ent  from  under  rr,e,  I  had  hold 
of  something  else." 

•'  Something  else  !     What  else  ?" 

"Listen.  VThile  I  was  up  there  looking  at  the  roof,  I  ?av7  that  there  was 
some  mode  of  reaching  this  p'ace  by  means  of  a  kind  of  basket  or  box,  that  was 
secured  under  a  trap-door  opening  from  the  chapel.  I  could  not  see  how  it  was 
made  to  act,  till  vou,  Jack,  held  up  the  lantern  by  the  aid  of  the  iron  rod,  and 
then  I  perceived  that  there'were  two  ropes  over  two  pulleys  going  in  the  direction 
vou  intended  when  ycu  rsn  aga5n?t  the  wall,  and  two  in  the  other  direction. 
As  you  went,  I  saw  that  at  the  end  of  the  roof  there  were  two  other  puHeys,  and 
that  the  ropes  went  over  them  :  so  I  came  to  the  cpnclusion  at  once  that  there 
must  be  some  counterpoise  to  any  weight  upon  the  descending  platform  or  box. 
At  the  moment  thatthe  pieces  of  planking  were  ^nocked  from  under  me,  I  clutched 
at  the  lower  part  of  that  box,  and  down  J  came  quite  easily  and  rapidly,  with 
it  in  my  grasp."  t 

"  I  see,"  sa  d  Jack. 

"  And  so  do  I,"  said  Dick,  "  When  you  left  go  of  it,  up  it  went  again,  I 
suppose?" 

"It  did." 

•'  Then,  we  are  saved  !'* 

*'  I  hope  so.  I  suppose  that  the  abbess  knows  of  this  little  mechanicol  ar- 
rangement ;  but,  no  doubt,  she  considers  the  idea  of  our  getting  to  the  roof 
of  the  place  as  quite  out  of  the  question,  and  so  don'ttrouble  herself  about  that 
part  of  the  matter  at  all." 

*'  That  is  it,  you  may  depend  ;  but  her  ladyship  don't  exactly  know  the  sort  of 
people  she  has  got  to  deal  with.  What  would  be  a  difficulty  to  many,  is  none 
to  U5,  or,  at  all  events,  it  is  one  that  can  be  easily  got  over.  Let  us  see  how 
our  young  friend  the  novice  is." 

When  they  got  back  to  where  Mr.  Field  was  staying  with  the  young  girls, 
they  just  said  that  they  hsd  been  unsuccessful  in  getting  some  water  from  the 
well,  and  Dick  proposed  just  wetting  the  lips  of  the  faintmg  girl  with  a  little 
brandy  of  which  he  had  a  flask  full  in  his  pocket. 

In  the  absence  of  any  other  means  of  trying  to  recover  her,  they  were  per- 
force compelled  to  adopt  that,  and  the  effect  so  far  justified  it,  that  in  a  few 
moments  she  began  to  breathe,  and  to  open  her  eyes. 

•'  Oh,  sa^e  me — save  me  I "  she  cried.  *•  I  have  done  nothing  to  deserve  this 
cruel  treatment.'"' 

•'  Be  calm,"  said  Alic'a,  *'  you  are  with  friends." 

"Oh,  no — no.  Do  not — oh,  holy  lady  abbess,!  cannot  bear  it— indeed,  I 
carnot.     Do  not  subject  me  to  this  really  fearful  punishment." 

"  She  raves,"  said  Alicia.     "  Alas  1  poor  girl." 

"1  will  promise,"  added  the  young  creature,  "to  tell  of  nothing  that  I  have 
seen  or  heard  here.  I  vrill  swear  it,  and,  indeed,  and  in  truth,  you  may  rely 
upon  my  oath,  for  I  have  not  yet  seen  enough  of  the  wickedness  of  this  place,  to 
be  callous  to  an  oath." 

•*  Listen  to  me,  '  said  Alicia.     "Do  you  not  know  me  ?" 

*' Yes— yes,  you  will  obey  the  orders  of  the  abbess." 

''No — no.     Indeed  I  wiK  not." 

"  And  you  will  punish  me.  I  know  that  you  are  all  preparing  so  to  do.  I 
shall  be  strelched  upon  that  dreadful  machine,  and  my  hands  and  feet  tied,  and 
then  I  shall  be  cruelly  beaten.  Oh,  do  not,  I  implore  you!  The  pain — the 
agony  is  great !" 

The  affec'ed  young  girl  burst  into  tears. 

♦'She  will  recover  now,"  said  Alicia. 

"This  is  enough  to  melt  a  heart  of  stone,"  said  Field.  "  Does  she  allude  to 
punishments  that  the  abbess  inflicts  upon  the  novices  ?" 

"  Yes,"  said  Alicia.     *' 1  cannot  describe  them  to  you,  but  the  abbess  and     '\- 
___  ^.  ^T 


•  1 
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some  of  the  older  nuns  take  a  delight  in  inflicting  pain  upon  the  novices,  and 
that  is  what  fills  the  irr-iagination  ot  our  poor  young  friend  with  such  terrors.'* 

The  tears  of  the  novice  seemed  to  wash  away  the  clouJ  that  had  been  before 
her  perceptions,  and  she  was  able  to  comprehend  where  she  was,  and  to  feel 
that  there  was  no  danger. 

So  blissful  a  btate  of  things  made  a  w'onderful  change  in  her  aspect,  and 
half  laughing  and  half  crying,  she  clung  to  Alicia,  and  implored  Heaven  to  bless 
those  who  were  doing  so  much  to  save  her  from  misery,  pain,  and  degradation. 

"  Hufch  I"  said  Jack  suddenly,  as  he  laid  his  hand  upon  the  arm  of  Claude 
Duval.     '*  What  is  that?" 

*'  What  ?  whst  ?     Ah  !  Let  us  listen  " 

Seme  sound  now  like  ihe"  tapping  of  some  pieces  of  metal  agsinst  each  other 

evidently  came  from  the  chapel  above.     At  first  Claude  thought  that  it  was  from 

the  part  of  the  roof  were  was  the  trap  door  ;  but  he  scon  traced  the  sound  to 

quite  another  part  of  the  ceiling.     It  ceased,  thougt,  before  they  could    come 

to  any  ccnclusion  as  to  what  it  wes,  or  what  it  portended. 

'"]  hjs  place,"  said  Turpin,  **  is  as  full  of  mysteries  as  of  dangers.  Come,  now, 
Claude,  do  you  think  that  it  will  be  safe  to  try^  the  assent  to  the  chapel  by  the 
trap  door  r" 

"  Safe  or  not  safe,  we  vrill  do  it;  but  before  we  commence  operations,  tell 
me,  Alicia,  do  you  think  that  there  is  any  possibility  of  another  prisoner  being 
in  the  cells  ?" 

'*'  Alas,  i  know  not,  but  I  would  gladly  urge  you  to  search  them  all  before 
leaving." 

"  It  is  a  duty.  Come  you  with  me,  Jack,  and  v>e  will  go  together.  We  will 
make  our  search  as  rapidly  as  we  can,  and  lose  no  time." 


H 


CHi\PT£R  CCCLXIX. 

THE  SECRETS  OF  THE  CELLS  APPAL  JACK  AND  CLAUDE  DUVAL. 

There  was.  in  reality,  no  time  lost  in  the  search  of  the  cells  that  Claude  and 
Jack  now  undertook,  for  Ciaude  wished  to  acquaint  his  friend  exactly  «iih  the 
mcde  of  operation  that  he  thought  would  auswer  wiih  the  cords  and  the  pulleys 
connected  with  the  trap-door  in  the  roof. 

One  thing  in  connection  with  that  trap-door  was  quite  clear,  and  that  was— 
tnat  the  pr;uciple  of  its  construction  was  such  that  it  liad  been  only  intended  for 
the  purpose  of  facilitating  the  descent  of  any  one  from  the  chapel,  and  not  the 
ascent  of  any  one  frr.ra  the  gloomy  region  below. 

It  required  a  weight  in  the  square  box  attached  to  the  ropes  to  overcome 
the  weights  that  no  doubt  would  be  found  attached  to  the  ends  of  thenn;  but 
when  the  box  reached  the  ground,  and  the  unhappy  object  either  fell  or  got  out 
of  it,  thrn  it  would  ascend  again,  because  the  weights  became  the  heavier. 

Whei]  it  had  ascertJed  it  was  quite  clear,  that  unless  the  chapel  door  was 
to  he  found,  an-d  along  with  finding  i;  the  means  of  opening  it  were  found,  the 
victims  nxiist  soon  perish  in  the  vaults  from  starvation,  if  from  no  other  cause. 

The  problem,  then,  that  Jack  ann  Claude  and  Dick  had  to  solve  in  conrection 
with  the  trap-door  and  its  appendages  was,  to  make  it  useful  as  a  means  of  as- 
cent as  well  as  descent,  and  that^  was  rather  difficult. 

Before  deciding  up||^  what  mode  of  immediate  operation  they  could  bring  to 
bear  upon  that  subject,  they  proceeded  to  the  cells  one  after  the  other. 

The  only  fear  they  had  was  lest  ihere  sh  )uld  be  some  of  the  cells  in  a  secret 
situation  which  their  time  would  not  allow  them  just  then  to  look  for  ;  but.  still, 
tiey  must  do  something,  if  they  could  not  do  all  they  wished,  apd  so  they  dashed 
open  the  door  of  the  first  cell  they  came  to. 

It  was  empty.  ^^ 
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"  That    is  a  relief,"  said   Jack.     "  Now   for   this   one  '     Ah  !    look— !ool:, 
Claude!" 
I      "  What  is  it  ?" 

**Sorae  one  is  there.     We  come  to  save  you,  be  you  whom  you  raav  ;  for  your 
'  presence  in  one  of  these  cells  is  sufficient  proof  that  you  are  an  enemy  to  the 
abbess  of  the  convent.'' 

No  answer  was  returned  to  this  speech  of  Jack's,  and  yet  tliey  could  bo^h  of 
{  thera  see  pretty  plainly  that  there  was  something  like  a  human  being  at  the  farther 
;  end  of  the  cell. 

"  Give  me  the  light,'*  sa'd  Claude  ;  and,  taking  it  from  Jack,  he  advanced 
right  in^o  the  cell.  It  did  not  take  hira  more  than  two  steps  to  get  to  the  farther 
end  of  it  ;  and  then  the  sight  that  he  saw  made  him  quickly  recoil  again. 

Fastened  by  the  waist  to  the  wad  by  a  short  chain  that  did  not  permit  it  to 
fall  to  the  floor  was  the  dead  bodv  of  a  nun.  The  cjnvenfc  costume  still  clung 
to  the  faded  skeleton  form ;  but  the  flesh  had  dropped  from  the  face,  leaving  the 
hideous,  yellow,  discoloured  bones  plainly  perceptible. 

'*  Horrible  !  horrible  !"  said  Claude. 

"What  is  it?" 

"Take  the  light  and  look  for  yourself.  I  cannot  give  you  any  description  of 
the  sight.'* 

One  glance  was  quite  enough  for  Jack  ;  and,  without  a  word,  he  turned  from 
the  loathsome  spectacle,  and  sb.ut  the  cell  door. 

In  no  other  cell  but  one  more  did  they  find  anything  that  was  so  fearful  to  lo  k 
upon  ;  and  in  that  thev  saw^  the  body  of  a  man  lying  upon  its  face.  A  num  j^r 
cf  loathsome  flies,  cf  immense  size,  were  feasl^^  upon  the  remams  of  thst  un- 
happy human  being,  who,  no  doubt,  had  been  decoyed  into  the  convene  by  the 
abbess,  and  then  safely  disposed  of,  for  some  reason  or  another,  in  that  house  of 
death. 

"  There  are  no  more  cells,"  said  Jack.     "Let  us  return  to  our  friends  now, 
,  .Claude ;  and  they  may,  in  truth,  ivhen   we  tell  thsm  what  we  have  seen,  con- 
gratulate themselves  upon  escaping  the  duty  we  have  been  upon." 

"  They  may,  indeed,  J«ck." 

Claude  Duval  and  Jack  now  returned  to  the  party  they  had  lefr,  not  far  from 
the  spot  above  v.hich  was  the  trap-door  in  the  floor  of  the  chapel.  Without 
describing  what  he  bad  seen,  Claude  satisfied  himself  by  saying,  that  there  was 
no  other  human  being  alive  but  themselves  in  the  place. 

"And  now,  Dick  and  Jack,  you  both  help  me,~and  I  think  I  have  found  a 
mode  of  getting  the  square  box  dovv^n  here." 

*'  Yes,"  said  Dick,  "  that  may  be;  but  to  get  it  up  again  with  a  weight  in  it 
is  the  difficulty." 

•'  Which  we  must  meet  by  adding  weight  to  the  other  end  of  the  ropes.  But 
let  us  get  it  down  first.  I  expect  that  but  a  small  force  is  requisite  for  that 
purpose.  Where  is  the  iron  rail.  Jack,  v.'ith  which  you  elevated  the  lantern  so 
cleverly  ?  ' 

"It  is  here." 

The  iron  rail  was  very  much  rusted  indeed;  but  Claude  Duval  used  it  very 
tenderly,  and  after  snapping  off  a  piece  of  about  si;c  inches  at  the  end,  he  found 
the  rest  of  it  in  not  so  bad  a  condition,  and  that  it  would  bear  being  beat  into 
a  hook  at  the  end. 

**  Now,'  he  said,  ''  if  I  can  catch  hold  of  the  lower  part  or  the  rim  of  the 
strange  kind  of  trav  that  is  up  there  under  the  trap-d:ir)r,   down  it  will  come." 

With  great  care  Claude  elevated  the  iron  rod,  and  got  ^|old  of  the  platform  ; 
and  as  he  had  surmised,  it  required  but  very  little  force,  iWreeJ,  to  bring  it  down  j 
to  the  floor.     The  weigh's  attached  to  the  er-ds  of  the  ropes  evidenUy   did  not  ; 
much  mors  than  overbalance  it,  and  cause  it  to  ascend,  when  no  force  was  used 
to  keep  it  down. 

"  Here  we  are,"  said  Claude. 

*'Ha!— ha!"  laughed  a  hideou^voice.     "  Lost  !— lost  i—lost !     Make  your 
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peice  with  offend-ei  Heaven,  ye  Philistines,  for  you  surely  die  now  !     Ha  ! 
|;       —ha  !" 

"  The  devil !"  said  Claude. 

Jack  turned  so  sharply  round  at  the  sound  of  this  terrible  voice,  which 
appeared  to  fill  the  wriole  place,  that  he  struck  the  lantern  against  Dick 
Turpin,  and  knocked  the  light  out;  but  ait  was  not  darkness  in  the  gloom v 
vault.  "  Not  far  from  the  roof,  and  close  above  the  spot  where  they  had  heard  tiie 
Miysterious  metallic  tapping  a  short  time  since,  they  saw  a  strange  dubious  sort 
of  light ;  but  what  it  was,  or  where  it  came  from,  was  a  mystery  that  they  saw 
no  meaiiS  jast  then  of  solving.  Kow  and  then  a  sp^rk  from  the  strange  ligr.t 
would  dart  out  of  the  mass  of  it  and  fall  to  the  floor,  generally  going  out  before 
it  reached  it;  and  then  some  of  the  lig'ht  seemed  to  be  making  an  odd,  crackliog 
kind  of  noise,  that  could  not  by  the  adveaturers  in  the  vault  be  at  ail  accounted 
for  in  any  reasonable  way.  \    "^^ 

*' Never  mind,"  said  Claude  Duval,  *'it  i5  very  kind  of  the  abbess  to 
provide  us  with  a  light.  We  shall  see  all  the  Decter  what  we  are  about 
now.", 

"  Much  better,"  said  Mr.  Field. 

**  So  we  shall,"  said  Dick. 

*'  Yes,"  said  Jack,  rather  dubiously;  "but  I  dcubt  whether  upon  the  whuls 
we  shall  find  it  any  advantage." 

"  Never  mind.  You,  Jack,  go  to  one  of  the  ropes  that  hang  down  the  wall  with 
the  weights  at  the  end  of  them,  and  you,  Dick,  go  to  another  on  the  other  side. 
It  appears  to  me  that,  with  very  little  trouble,  you  will  be  able  to  haul  me 
up  to  the  ceiling.  The  united  leverage  caused  by  two  men  using  their  utraitst  ex- 
ei  tioii  would  be  sufficient  to  hoist  me  much  higher  than  the  chapel-floor,  tliere- 
fo,  e  it  will  be  a  comparatively  easy  task  for  the  three  of  you  to  raise  me,  and  it 
wi;i  not  require  much  foi-ce  to  keep  me  there  when  i   once  touch  the  roof." 

"  We  may  do  that,"  said  Jack. 

They  sawat  once  how  this  could  be  done,  and  without  another  word  departed 
to  do  it.  They  found  that,  pulling  in  unison,  Claude  and  the  little  box  began  to 
.go  up — up — up  gradually  to  the  roof,  and  that  they  could  maintain  his  posiiioa 
there  without  any  serious  difliculty  at  all. 

It  was  no  part'of  Duval's  system  to  delay  when  nothing  was  to  be  got  by  it, 
and  he  set  to  work  upon  the  trap-door  in  the  roof  in  earnest.  It  was  fastened 
on  the  outer  side  ;  but  by  the  aid  of  a  powerful  small  crow-bar,  with  a  very 
sharp  edge  to  it,  Claude  "^soon  lifted  it,  and  pushed  it  on  one  side.  He  was 
rather  surprised  that  all  seemed  as  dark  now  as  it  had  been  before,  and  that  h- 
found  no  change  of  atmosphere  above  the  trap  .door,  which,  to  all  appearance, 
opened  into  the  chapel. 

Daval  put  up  his  hand  as  high  as  he  could  reach,  and  found  no  obstruction, 
so  that  he  felt  satisfied  he  must  be  in  the  chapel,  and  yet  there  was  something 
very  strange  about  the  fact  that  it  should  be  so  C'.)mpletely  deserted  and  si;en!; 
as  it  was. 

"  Claude-Claude !"  called  Dick. 

«  Yes,  Dick  ?" 

"Is  all  right  there?' 

*' Well — I — hope  so.     It's  rather  confusing." 

*'Come  down,  Claude — come  down  !" 

"Ascertain,  if  vou  can,  what  the  obstruction  is,  before  you  come  down." 

«•  Oh,  God  !  what  is  it  ?"  said  Alicia.     "  We  shall  all  die  !" 

"No— no,  it  will  go  off,"  said  Mr.  Field.  *' It  cannot  hurt  j  and  yet  it  is 
stran.;e." 

"What  on  earth  are  you  all  talking  about?"  said  Claude,  as  he  strove  to 
look  clearlv  down  into  the  vaulted  place.  ( 

"  There's  a  buffocating  vapour  here,"  said  Turpia,  "  that  is  half  choking  us   j 
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all,  and  wc  don't  know  what  to  make  of  it.     Don't  you  feel  any  of  it  up  there 
Claude  ?"  ,    _  ,,-, 

"  No." 

"  Nor  smell  anything  i" 

"Certainly  not.     The  air  don't  seem  to  be  amiss  up  here  at  all.     "What  can  ,^ 
you  be  dreaming  about?" 

"  It  is  DO  dream,  Claude  Daval.     The  mysterious  light  yonder  near  to  the', 

middle  of  the  roof  is  some  process  by  which  some  deleterious  kind  of  gas  is 

evolved,  which  must  be  heavier  than  the  atmospheric  air,  and  so  sinks,  which  is 

the  reason  jou  don't  smell  it  where  you  are^  but  1  can  tell  you,  old  fellow,  that 

I  we  can't  live  in  it  long."  | 


XT  _      T  n  1 
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•*Let  me  down  at  once.  Let  go  of  the  ropes.  Let  me  down.  By  Heaven  ! 
1  fancied  something  of  the  sort.'* 

They  were  unwilling  enough,  as  may  be  supposed,  to  involve  Claude  Duval  in  the 
same  disagreeable  stale  of  things  that  oppressed  them  in  that  wretched  place ; 
but  as  it  was  impossible  that  he  could  have  any  correct  notion  of  the  state  of 
the  atmosphere  below  in  the  situation  he  was  in,  they  gradually  relaxed  the 
ropes,  and  let  him  safely  descend  to  the  level  of  the  floor  of  the  huge  cavern- 
ous place  again. 

It  was  a  great  object  though,  now,  not  to  allow  the  movable  piece  of  platform 
to  go  up  to  the  roof  again,  which  it,  of  course,  would  have  done  the  moment  it 
got  free  from  the  weight  of  Claude  Duval ;  so  he  said  to  Jack— 

"  Stand  upon  this,  Jack.  What  we  have  to  say,  we  may  say  jusf  as  well  with 
your  weight  here  as  otherwise."  '      "• 

Jack  stood  upon  the  platform  at  once,  and  that  sufficed  to  keep  it  down,  and 
then  as  Claude  Duval  stepped  off  it  to  the  ground,  tberj  came  a  gush  of  the 
noxious  vipour,  with  which  the  place  was  filling,  right  across  his  mouth,  and 
he  slaggered  and  nearly  fell  beneath  its  deadly  influence. 


V. 


CHAPTTER  CCCLXX. 

THE     DAffGERS     OF     CLAUDE     AND      HIS     FHIENDS      mCRE^ASE,      AND     FATriER 
GARVEY  TRIUMPHS    EX.CEEDIXGl.r. 

"Bt  Heavens!"  said  Claude  Duval,  **  it  is  the  intention  of  that  hag  of  an 
abbess  to  smother  us." 

"  Very  like  it,  indeed,"  said  Turpin.  '*  Only  I  for  one  beg  to  decline  the 
operation." 

**  Bat  what  are  we  to  do  ?"  said  Jack. 
^  **  Make  a  bold  attempt  at  once  at  the  door  leading  to  the  chapd,"  cried  Tur* 
pin,     **  I  won't  stay  here  and  be  gradually  choked  any  longer,  for  that  is  the 
sort  of  Operation  that  I  feel  is  now  going  on  with  us." 

Ad  he  spoke,  Dick  Tiirpin  began  to  make  his  way  out  of  the  place,  in  the 
direction  of  the  passage  leading  to  the  flight  of  steps,  above  which  was  that  door 
which  there  was  every  rational  reason  to  believe  was  Well  guarded  by  the  lady 
abbess  and  her  emissaries. 

*' Hold  !"  said  Claude  " 

'*  Ye»,  to  my  life  I  will,"  said  Dick  Turpin. 

*■'  Nay,  hear  rae.** 

**  Go  011,  then.  What  have  you  to  say  that  is  better  than  such  a  mode  of 
opGrati€m '/"  . 

"  Mach." 

*'Out  witfe  it  tlven,  Claude." 

"There  is,  of  course,  a  route  to  the  chapel  by  the  platform.  I  prop^o^e  that  by 
such  means  we  reach  it,  and  not  by  the  door.  There  can  be  no  doubt  at  all  but 
that  we  are  expected  to  make  an  attack  upon  tbti  door,  rather  than  stay  here  to 
be  suffocated,  anl  do  you  think,  for  a  roooaent,  <;hat  with  such  an  expccratioo,  a 
woman  of  the  foreseeing  and  cunning  disposition  of  the  lady  abbess  would  leaVc 
that  door  unguarded  ?  No,  you  may  depend  that  it  would  be  certain  destruction 
to  soaie  of  us  to  go  to  that  door,  and  those  who  might  be  destroyed  mig^it  be 
those,  who,  as  men,  we  should  most  lament." 

As   Claude   Duval  spoke,   he   fjlauced  at  the  helpless  females  who  were  xt\ih 
them,  and  Dick  Turpin  felt  the  effect  in  all  its  force, 

'•  You  are  right,  Claude.     By  Jore,  you  are  rijht," 

"  I  knew  you  would  say  so." 

•'  YeB ;  if  we  were  on^ly  men  here,  I  should  say  let  us  go  by  the  door ;  but 
now,  1  bethink   me,  we  have  others  to  look  to.     Have  the  matter  all  your  o^Vn 
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w-ay;  but  ia  the  name   of  all  that's  delightful,  let  us  have   a  mouthful  of  fresh 
air  as  sooa  as  possible.'* 

"I  faiat,"  said  one  of  the  novices. 

"No— no!  Don't,"  cried  Jack.  "There  is  no  time,  I  assure  you,  ray  «yood 
girl.     We  are  not  in  circumstaaces  to  allow  you  to  faiut." 

Claude  could  scarcely  forbear  a  smile  at  this  odd  mode  of  addressino-  the 
novice  that  Jack  adopted  ;  but  he,  too,  felt  that  there  was  no  time  to  lose,  so  he 
said— 

"  Now  draw  me  up  again.  I  see  what  has  to  be  done,  and  done  it  shall  be 
quickly.  Do  not  ask  me  any  questions  ;  but  do  as  I  ask  you,  and  I  will  pled^-e 
my  word  to  save  you  all.'*  '^ 

3oth  Jack  and  Turpin  had  quite  confidence  sufficient   in  the  courage  and  in 
Ae  extraordinary   tact  of  Claude  Duval  in  adopting  the  best  possible  mode  of 
getting   clear   of  any   set  of  adverse   circumstances  to  obey  his  orders  when  he 
gave  them  with  such  confidence  ;  so  they  proceeded   at  once  to  tiie  ropes  again 
after  he  had  placed  himself  upon  the  movable  platform. 

It  did  not  take  many  minutes  to  raise  C!aad2  right  up  to  the  roof  again,  ani 
then  he  commenced  operations  with  alacrity. 

Upon  the  former  occasion  when  he  had  been  up  that  height  he  had  felt  that 
his  hand  and  arm  passed  up  into  a  hollow  space,  which  ought  to  have  been  the 
chapel  itself,  since  it  was  beyond  the  roof,  but  which  yet  could  not  be  it,  since 
the  darkness  was  intense,  and  there  was  not  fresh  air  enout^h  to  lead  tu  the 
supposition  that  such  was  the  case. 

This  was  a  little  puzzling,  to  be  sure  ;  but  the  state  of  affairs  below  were  of 
such  a  character  that  it  would  not  do  to  stop  and  consider  about  what  was  to 
be  done. 

Promptitude  of  action  now  was  really  everything. 

It  will  be  recollected  that  Eather  Garvey  had  been  tied  neck  and  heels  by 
Jack  and  Turpin ;  so  that  he  lay  upou  the  floor  of  the  place  totally  harmless, 
and  now  and  then,  when  his  passioa  get  the  better  of  his  prudence,  utterin'^ 
vehement  expressions  ot  anger,  and  sending  those  who  had  got  thus  the  belted 
of  him  to  the  full  enjoyment  of  all  those  pains  and  penalties  ot  another  life  which 
persons  of  most,  if  not  of  all  denominations  know  so  perfectly  well  how  to  make 
the  most  of. 

Of  course,  neither  Claude  nor  his  friends  troubled  themselves  not  one  jot  about 
the  denunciations  of  Father  Garvey,  so  long  as  he  did  not  make  so  much  noise 
as  to  disturb  them,  and  that  he  did  not  certainly  do,  for  even  in  the  midst  of  his 
rage  he  did  not  forget  that — 

"  Discretion  is  the  bettor  part  of  valour." 

The  two  young  novices  seemed  to  be  more  deeply  affected  by  the  terrible 
suffocating  vapour  that  the  lady  abbess  had  succeeded  in  calling  to  her  aid 
against  her  foes  than  any  of  the  party. 

As  for  Claude,  the  higher  he  got  up  from  the  floor  of  the  gloomy  and  death - 
dealing  region  the  more  free  he  felt  himself  from  the  vapour,  so  that  it  was 
quite  evident  it  was  one  of  those  deleterious  gases  which  are  heavier  than  at- 
mospheric air,  and  so  descend  through  it. 

That  the  abbess  should  use  such  a  vapour  as  that  showed  the  extreme  art  of 
the  woman,  for  if  it  had  been  of  a  more  volatile  tendency  it  would,  of  course, 
have  had  the  likely  effect  of  filling  the  chapel  and  the  whole  convent  with  its 
death-dealing  fumes;  but  as  it  was,  it  just  was  doing  the  duty  she  intended  of  it 
and  no  more. 

With  the  crowbar  in  hi»  hand— the  same  crowbar  that  had  enabled  him  to 
knock  aw  ay  the  portion  of  the  roof  of  the  subterranean  place  that  was  immedi- 
ately above  the  movable  box  or  platform,  call  it  which  you  will— Claude  now 
tried  to  work  upon  what  further  obstacles  there  were  that  stopped  his  way 
to  the  c  liapel. 

With  the  crowbar,  though,  in  his  hand  he  found  he  could  only  just  reach  to 
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the  roof  of  the  sort  of  building  that  was  over  the  orifice  leading  to  the  vaults^ 
and  for  the  hfe  of  him  he  could  not  make  out  what  it  was. 

While  he   was   thus   trying,  without   much  effect,  his  skill  to  get  out  of  the 
place.  Jack  called  up  to  him — 
'<  Claude— Claude  ?" 
"  Yes,  Jack  ?" 

"  We  can't  live  here  any  longer.     We  are  dying.     The   poisonous   vapour   is 
taking  possession  of  our  senses." 
"  Don't  say  that." 

*^Alas — alas  !  it  is  true.  Farewell— farewell,  Claude.  Provide  for  your 
own  safety,  if  you  can,  and  don't  heed  us." 

"■  Is  Father  Garvey  dead?     1  hear  no  complaints  from  him.'* 
"  I  don't  know.     He  lies  upon  his  back,  too,  and  ought  to  be  getting  the  most 
of  the  vapour.     I  daresay  he  is  no  more." 

"  Stop  a  bit,"  cried  Dick  Turpin — "stop  a  bit ;  I  have  found  out  how  the  holy 
father  manages.  He  is  all  alive  and  well,  for  he  is  tying,  now,  a  handkerchief 
over  his  mouth  and  nose,  that  he  has  had  tied  in  one  direction  for  some  time ; 
he  is  only  now  shifting  it  to  a  fresh  part  of  the  handkerchief.  Let  us  do  the 
same  and  we  are  safe,  if  he  is  so." 

*'  Try  it  at  once,"  cried  Claude,  "  for  the  love  of  heaven  !'' 
The  hope  that  this  might  be  a  means  of  saving  them  from  the  worst  effects  of 
the  deleterious  air  that  was  evolved  from  the   substance    in  the  brazier  that  had 
been  let  a  little  way  down  from  the  chapel  into  the  vaults  assailed  them  all  for  a 
moment  or  two  with  new  vigour. 

They  luckily  found  that  one  of  the  novices  had  a  dress  of  rather 
closely  woven  muslin,  which  was  just  the  thing  :  so,  with  her  full 
and  free  consent,  they  tore  it  up  into  long  pieces,  and  each  of  tiiem 
tied  a  portion  round  their  mouth  and  nose,  so  that  the  air  that  tley 
admitted  to  their  lungs  was,  in  good  truth,  thorougly  and  com- 
pletely filtered  by  passing  through  the  several  folds  of  the  muslin. 

Now,  it  is  quite  a  well  understood  fact,  and  one  which  it  is  as  well  that  every 
one  should  know,  that  air  may  be  filtered  quite  as  easily  as  water,  because  in 
ninety-nine  cases  out  of  a  hundred  what  is  with  the  air  and  vitiates  it  is  of  a 
much  more  material  character  than  the  real  air  itself,  and  will  be  arrested  by  an 
obstruction  that  allo-ws  the  pure  air  to  pass, 

This  is  precisely  the  principle  upon  which  nature,  in  a  common  filter  made  of 
gravel  and  charcoal,  permits  only  pure  and  limpid  water  to  pass  through  it,  and 
keeps  back  all  grosser  particles  of  matter. 

The  effect,  then,  of  what  we  may  truly  call  these  muslin  filters  of  air  upon  the 
half-fai«ting  occupants  of  the  vaults  of  the  convent  was  great,  indeed.  In  the 
course  of  a  few  moments  the  feeling  of  lassitude  that  was  so  like  death,  and 
which  in  a  short  time  would  have  passed  into  that  state,  wore  off,  and  the  blood 
once  more  freely  circulated  in  their  veins. 

**  Oh,  this  is  Heaven  in  comparison  with  our  former  state  !'*  said  Alicia. 
"  It  is — it  is  !"  cried  the  novices. 

"  Upon  my  life,"  said  Dick,  "it  is  delightful !  We  dt)  not  value  simple  delights 
till  we  have  been  deprived  of  them  for  a  time.  1  never  could  have  believed  that 
to  draw  a  long  breath  without  the  leeling  that  you  were  half-choked  by  the 
process  was  such  a  truly  delightful  feeling  as  it  is." 

"  f^cr  I,"  said  Jack.     "  But  we  must  let  Claude  know  that  all  is  vvell  with  us 
now,  and  that  we  can  wait  a  little.*' 
"  Do  so." 

*•  Claude  ?"  called  Jack—"  Claude?" 

"Yes,  Jack?     How  are  you  all  now?**  ^ 

"  Much  better."  '^ 

"  I  am  so  glad  to  hear  it !" 

"  Yes,  we  can  wait  now;  so,  don't  do  anything  precipitous  that  may  be  done 
better  and  more  ^ffo^hially  by  taking  your  time  about  it/' 
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''All's  right !     I  am  workins;  away  !     Ah!   what's  that  ?'' 

"  You  abominable  wretches  !"  said  the  deep,  hollow,  sepulchral  kind  of  voice 
that  had  before  sounded  in  the  place,  and  which  evidently  came  from  some- 
where contiguous  to  it.  "  You  abominable,  vile,  and  sacrilegious  wretches ! 
Aheiidy  must  you  be  in  the  pangs  of  that  dissolution,  which  will  only  be  the 
precursor  of  the  still  greater  torments  that  you  will  suffer  in  the  world  which  is 
to  come  I     Death  is  your  portion !" 

The  voice  ceased. 

"  Don't  reply,"  said  Claude.  "  It  is  quite  as  well,that  the  very  amiable  indi- 
vidual who  thus  spoke  should  think  that  we  are  suffering  all  the  pangs  she  or  he 
supposes,  as  then  it  will  not  seem  necessary  to  adopt  any  other  means  of  quickly 
and  comfortably  disposing  of  us." 

Acting  upon  this  hint,  they  were  all  quite  still  in  the  vaults.  But  Father 
Garvey,  having  his  wits  about  him,  and  from  the  first  not  having  suffered  from 
the  deleterious  vapour,  the  nature  of  which  he  understood,  no  doubt;  quite  well, 
called  out  in  loud  accents— 

"  No — no !     They  will  escape  !     They  will  escape  !" 

"  Stop  his  mouth  !"  said  Claude. 

The  most  prompt  and  effectual  way  that  struck  Jack  of  stopping  the  mouth  of 
the  father-confessor  was  to  thrust  something  into  it,  so  he  made  up  to  him,  and, 
despite  his  resistance,  crammed  the  handkerchief  the  reverep.d  confessor  had  been 
holding  directly  to  his  mouth  and  nose  right  into  the  former,  so  that  while  it 
still  acted  as  a  filter  to  him  for  the  foul  air,  he  could  not  shut  his  mouth  at  all, 
nor  utter  a  word. 

It  was  found,  too,  that  Father  Garvey  had  got  one  of  his  hands  at  liberty, 
and  that  Jack  took  good  care  to  secure  again. 

"Now,  master  father-confessor,"  said  Jack,  *'  I  rather  think  that  you  aVe  in 
about  as  helpless  a  condition  as  you  very  well  can  be  in.  Don't  kick,  for  if  you  do 
yon  will  only  draw  a  little  tighter  the  cord  that  holds  your  legs  together.  Don't 
struggle  with  your  hands,  for  if  you  do  you  will  have  a  good  chance  o/t  disloca- 
ting your  shoulders.  Don'^try  to  bawl  out,  for  if  you  do  you  wul  infallibly 
choke  yourself." 

All  these  troubles  come  so  home  to  the  mind  of  the  father-confessor,  that  he 
did  not  attempt  to  commit  any  one  of  the  imprudent  acts  that  Jack  portended, 
but  only  lay  upon  his  back  goggling  his  eyes,  and  looking  hb  though  the  last 
threatened  catastrophe,  namely,  the  choking  one,  was  much  nearer  at  hand  than 
Jack  intended,  or  his  reverence  would  wish  for. 


.  CHAPTER  CCCLXXr.  '" 

THB   MYSTRRY   OP  THE   ORIFIGfi  IN  THE  ROOF  IS  EXPLAINED, 

While  all  this  was  going  on  below,  Claude  was  far  from  being  idle  upon  his 
ratker  exalted  perch  above. 

Finding  that  all  was  for  the  present  safe,  comparatively  speaking,  at  all  events, 
with  his    friends  upon  the  floor  of   the  vault,  Duval  took  his  work  much  more 
deliberately,  for  he  felt  quite  sure  that  nothing  was  to  be  gained  by  percipitancy,     A 
while  everything  was  to  be  lost.  *• 

He  was  satisfied  that  the  roof  over  the  orifice  in  the  chapel  floor  was  of  a 
rectan  gular  form,  and  to  give  a  very  familiar  description  of  it,  it  seemed  after 
Claude  had  got  away  the  lower  part  of  it,  to  be  soineihing  like  a  very  large 
chest  reversed,  and  placed  over  the  hole  in  the  floor  of  the  chapel  leading  to  the 
vaults. 

With  this  impression,  then,  of  the  shape  of  the  obstacle  that  was  in  the  way  of 
Im  reaching    the  chapel,  Ciaude  Duval  Iclr,  with  care  and  gentleness,  lor  what 
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might  be  called  the  sides  of  the  reversed  chest,  and  he  soon  felt  them,  just  situated 
as  might  be  expected. 

One  of  these  sides  presented  a  firm  resistance  to  the  pressure  of  the  crowbar; 
but  to  his  great  surprise,  the  Dther  yielded  before  it  in  a  moment,  and,  indeed,  it 
did  so  with  such  readiness,  that  Claude  Duval  very  nearly  fell  from  the  platform 
owing  to  not  finding  the  resistsncshe  expected. 

It  was,  indeed,  a  fortunate  tUing  for  him  that  he  was  tolerably  well  upon  his 
guard,  or  he  must  have  had  rather  a*  severe  tumble. 

•  Upon  finding,  then,  that  this  side,  as  it  were,  of  the  square  chest  over  the 
opening  in  the  roof  of  the  vaulted  p!ai':e  and  the  floor  of  the  chapel  gave  way  on 
one  ^ide,  Claude  carefully  examined  the  how  and  the  why  it  so  gave  way,  and 
he  was  not  lonsj  in  satisfying  himself  that  he  knew  all  about  it. 

That  side  he  found  to  be  about  four  feet  in  height,  and  it  was  evidently  hinged 
on  to  the  upper  or  flat  portion  of  the  chest  by  those  description  of  hinges  which 
would  so  both  ways,  according  as  any  force  was  applied  to  the  flap  or  door  with 
which  they  were  connected. 

'•'Good,  so  far,"  cried  Claude  to  himself,  and  then  raising  his  body  up  by  a 
rather  powerful  eff'ort,  he  found  that  there  would  be  no  diflSculty  in  crawling 
through  that  hinged  piece  of  wood,  and  on  the  instant  he  did  so,  his  hands  fell 
upon  the  cold  marble  floor  of  the  chapel. 

The  air,  too,  was  cool  and  refreshing,  and,  in  comparison  with  the  darkness  of 
^the  place  immediately  below  hiro,  the  chapel  was  quite  light. 

Several  candles,  that  burnt  day  and  night  before  an  image  of  the  Virgin,  that 
was  J^  *  "^^*^  about  the  centre  of  the  principal  aisle  of  the  chapel,  shed  their  light 
thro'uk"^^  the  whole  space,  which,  to  Claude  Duval,  presented  so  great  a  contrast 
to  the  l'^^^^'^^ss  from  whence  he  had  issued. 

One  st^^^y  glfince  around  him,  now,  made  him  familiar  with  all  that  had 
seemed  to  ^^  ^o  full  of  perplexity  and  mystery. 
i  The  chest-J'^^  construciioo,  which  had  so  puzzled  himfrom  below,  was  nothing 
'  more  nor  less  it''  appearance,  when  you  viewed  it  from  the  chapel,  than  a  tomb, 
!  apparently  of  slv'^^e,  with  the  effigy  of  some  highly-sanctified  individual  re- 
i  posin'^  at  full  leng.th  upon  the  top  of  it.     The  top  and  one  of  the  sides  and  the 

I  two  e^nds  were  of  st*one,  but  the  iiap  or  door- way,  if  it  might  be  called  such, 
j  thi'o-igh  which  Claude  Duval  came  into  the  chapel,  was  of  wood,  painted  very 
j  finely  to  look  just  like  the  rest  of  the  construction. 

'  In  lieu  of  a  tomb,  then  the  whole  affair  was  but  a  blind,  to  cover  up  that  mode 
of  descent  to  the  vaults  below. 

The  coffipiel'5eni:ion  of  the  whole  sifair  was  quite  easy. 

If  anv  one  got  upon  the  floor,  and  chose  to  roll  against  the  wooden  door  at  the 
side  of  the  seemicg  tomb,  it  would,  on  account  of  opening  either  way  upon  its 
well-huns;  hinc^es.Vive  way  with  them,  and  they  would  come  upon  the  piece  of 
wood-wo?k  in^tbe'r&of,  which  Duval  had  before  displaced  with  the  crowbar,  and 
which  was  hinored  so  as  to  'open  downwards,  and  to  close  again  by  a  spring. 
Through,  or  rather  pasi  that  they  would  go,  and  so  on  to  the  descending  platform, 
which  with  their  weight  would  go  plump  at  once  to  the  floor  of  the  vault,  and 
then  the  job  v/asdone. 

The  person  would  either  roll  out  in  the  progress  of  the  fall,  or  be  jerked  out 
upon  rraching  the  floor,  or  immediately  get  out,  and  in  either  case  up  would  go 
the  platform  a^ain,  in  consequence  of  ihe  counterpoise  weights  acting  upon  it, 
and  the  whole^apparatus  would  be  quite  ready  for  the  use  of  any  one  else  who 
might  choose  to  go  down,  or  who  might  be  forced  down,  not  choosing  it  at  all. 

in  working  away  the  lower  piece  of  wood-work,  Claude  Duval  had  found  that 
there  v^-as  some  iron-work  in  his  way,  and  now  he  quite  understood  what  it  had 

II  heen. 

'       '''  So,"  he  said  to  himself  in  a  whisper,  "  I  have  now  come  at  the  secret  mode 
bv  which  anv  victim  migbt  at  a  few  moments'  notice  be  spirited,  as  it  were, 
4  ai-ay  from  the  chapel,   and  no  one  know  whither  they  had  gone,   except  those 
'i  entrusted  with  the  fearful  secret  of  this  seeming  tornb," 
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That  the  abbess,  or  some  one  in  her  interests,  might  be  in  the  chapel,  was  a 
proposition  so  very  likely  to  be  true,  that  Claude  was  prudently  careful  not  only 
not  to  utter  a  sound  that  might  betray  his  presenc-e,  but  likewise  not  to  let  his 
head  be  seen  above  the  level  of  the  edge  of  the  mock  tomb. 

That  such  caution  was  very  much  called  for  under  the  circumstances,  very 
quickly  became  apparent  enough;  for  as  Claude  was  just,  with  all  the  care 
possible,  projecting  the  top  of  his  forehead  high  enough  above  the  tomb  to  let 
his  eyes  ,  get  clear  of  the  rim  of  it,  there  came  a  sudden  flash  of  hght  over  the 
chapel,  and  be  heard  a  voice,  which  he  knew  at  once  as  that  of  the  lady  abbess, 
say— 

"  Dennis — Dennis  !" 
There  vras  no  reply. 

"  Dennis— Dennis  !"  she  said  again,  in  rather  louder  tones ;  and  then,  in  a 
half  sleepy  tone,  Dennis  replied — 

"  An'  faith,  sir,  it's  meself  that  will  be  the  faithful  servant,  and  follow  you, 
^ir,  through  fire  and  water,  sir,  an'  please  you."  ' 

'*  Dennis,  I  say  !     You  dream." 
"Eh?    Oh,  dear!" 
•'Fool!  awoke." 

"  Yes.      Bedad,  my  lady  abbess,   and  it  was  dreaming  I   was,  surely.    1 
thought  1  was  talking  to  the  master,  you  see,  ma'am,  that's  all;  but,  bedad,  it  s 
meself  that  knows  where  I  am  now  all  among  the  saints,  any  how." 
*•  Silence!" 

"  Yes,  ma'am,  if  you  please,  ma'am." 

There  was  now  a  pause  of  a  few  minutes'  duration,  after  which  the  lady 
abbess  said,  m  a  low  and  anxious  tone— 
*'  It  is  strange — very  strange,  indeed." 
^•Yes,  ma'am,  it  is." 

"Hold  your  tongue,  idiot !"  ^' 

"Yes,  ma'am."  ; 

•*  Do  not  presume  to  speak,  except  in  reply  to  me."  \ 

"  No,  ma'am." 

"  I  placed  you  here  to  watch,  did  I  not  ?" 

"  Faithjthen,  ma'am,  you  never  said  a  truer  thing  than  that,  any  how.*' 
*'  And  instead  of  watching,  you  fell  asleep  1" 
**  Asleep,  ma'am?'' 
"Yes,  asleep." 

"Is  it  asleep, "ma'am,  you  say?    Oh,   bedad,  then,  that's  a  mighty  great 

mistake,  my  lady,  any  way.      It  was  only  thinking  I  was,  my  lady ;  but  it  isn  t 

j   the  likes  of  me  that  would  go  to  sleep  in  this  a-place,  my  lady,  more  by  token 

that  you  tould   me  to    watch  and   listen  ;    and    how   could    I  do  them  same 

'    things  if  I  was  to  be  going  off  to  sleep,  my  lady  ?" 

i  "That  is  just  what  I  should  like  to  know,"  said  the  abbess.  "  ^f  you  have 
I  not  slept  you  have  watched  ;  if  you  have  watched  you  have  heartl  somcthmg, 
}  for  it  is  not  in  reason  that  all  this  time  should  pass  and  no  sound  indicative  of 
'   death  coming  from  those  below." 

j       "  Certainly  not,  ma'am,  as  you  say,  it  isn't  in  reason." 
!       *'  What  have  you  heard,  then  ?" 
I       "What  have  I  heard,  is  it?" 
"  Yes,  fellow." 

"Why.  ma'am,  infidels  and 'heathens   like  thcra  as  is   below   in  the  cellar, 
ma'am,  is  not  to  be  accounted  for  any  way."  ^^ 

"Then  you  heard  nothing,  and  so  I  know  that  you  slept  upon  your  post. 
I       "  Slept  on  a  post,  ma'am  ?" 
ij        "  Fool  I     You  slept  here  in  the  chapel  instead  of  watchinc;  and  li^stening  as  1 

itold  you  to  do  to  the  slightest  sound  that  might  disturb  its  stillness." 
♦•Oh,  no, ma'am." 
,^„^.  ,^:^-.^,  ..^ ~^\ 

**«'  — "^"—^        '  .  .11 •  A    '•   II       ■  tfu—, •!■■'■< ij;:-i      1.    1    ■iinijliiw     .«  ■  I      I'll'         " ' 
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•*  Now,  I  tell  you  that  you  did.  Do  not  provoke  me,  or  your  life  is  not  worth 
a  raoraent's  purchase,  and  you  die,  too,  without  absolution." 

"  Don't  be  after  saying  that,  ma'am,  and  threatening  a  poor  fellow  with  the 
going  out  of  the  world  without  the  clergy,  ma'am.     1  will  tell  you  all  I  heard 
ma'am,  which  was  a  shrieking  and  a  groaning," 
•'  Ah  !     A  shrieking  and  a  groaning  ?" 
"Yes,  ma'am." 

"That  is  music  to  rote  to  hear  of." 

"Yes,  ma'am,  and  after  a  while,  you  sec,  ma*am,  there  was  a  knocking  and  a 
rumbling,  as  though  the  ould  gentleman  himself  was  coming ;  and  then,  after  that, 
ma'am,   everything   went  quiet  and  aisy,  and  nothing  woke   me  up— I  mean, 
nothing  disturbed  me,  as  I  sat  here  thinking  of  ould  Ireland." 
"They  are  dead,  then?" 
"I  should  say  uncommonly  dead,  ma'am." 
'*  My  vengeance  is  complete.     Ha — ha — ha!'* 

"  Ha — ha  !"  laughed  Denms.     "Mighty  droll  it  is,  any  waj*.     Her  ladyship'* 
vengeance  is  complete.     Ha — ha!" 
"  Silence,  idiot !" 

The  tone  in  ^vhich  this  command  was  given  pretty  clearly  let  even  Dennis 
know  that  he  went  upon  rather  dangerous  ground  when  he  presumed  to  laugh  at 
the  same  time  and"at  the  same  thing  as  the  lady  abbess  did.  He  was  silent  on 
the  moment. 

The  abbess,  then,  lifted  the  lamp  she  carried  from  a  stand  on  which  she  had 
placed  it,  and  approached  the  door  in  the  wall  of  the  chapel,  and  placed  her  ear 
to  it  and  listened. 

"  AH  is  still  as  the  grave,"  she  said. 
"Yes,  ma'am,"  said  Dennis. 

"  Peace  !     Yes, all  is  still  as  the  grave;  and  why  not?  for  it  is  a  grave  to  them. 
They  are  surely  all  dead  now,  and  1  have  my  revenge  upon  them  all.     Well, 
that  is  something.     I  must  write  to  the  sovereign  pontiff  to  appoint  a  new  coo- 
Ics-^or  to  the  convent,  since  Garvey  has  buen  so  well  got  rid  of." 
"  Yes,'  ma'am,"  said  Dennis. 
"  Silence,  on  your  life  !" 
"Oh,  dear  I" 

The  abbess  now  rather  alarmed  Claude  Duval  by  coming  at  a  slow  and  solemn 
step  towards  the  verj  mock  tomb,  through  the  side  of  which  he  had  made  his 
way  into  the  chapel.  "With  great  speed  and  dext^enty,  and  yet  with  no  sort  of 
Hurry,  for  that  might  at  once  have  discovered  the  fact  of  his  presence  there, 
Claude  passed  through  the  hmged  doorway  of  the  tomb  and  so  on  to  the  lop  of 
the  platfoim,  upon  which  he  crouched  as  low  as  he  could. 

The  only  thing  that  Claude  Duval  now  dreaded  was  that  Jack  or  Dick  Turpin 
might  call  up  to  him  something,  in  which  case  a  full  discovery  of  all  that  was 
taking  place  would  most  likely  ensue,  and.  all  the  powers  of  mischief  of  the  abbess 
might  be  brought  to  bear  upon  the  new  train  of  circumstances  that  would  open 
to  her  iiiind,  and  of  which  she  had  now  no  conception  at  all. 

The  idea  did  occur  to  Claude  of  just  malting  a  sudden  dart  and  laying  hold  of 
her  and  making  her  a  prisoner  there  and  then  upon  the  spot;  but,  still,  he  did 
not  quite  feel  that  that  would  suit  him,  for  her  outcries  and  the  fright  that  would 
ensue  with  her  would,  in  all  probability,  alarm  the  convent,  and  then  the  contest 
w  ith  the  old  nuns,  which  he  wished  for  the  sake  of  the  females  of  his  own  party  * 
to  avoid,  would  ensue. 

As  he  lay,  he  considered  that  he  was  tolerably  safe  from  the  observation  of 
the  abbess,  especially  as  she  had,  evidently,  no  sort  of  suspicion  that  any  one  was 
there;  so  he  kept  quiet,  thinking  that  it  would  be  time  to  be  violent  if  any  chance 
discovery  of  bis  presence  there  should  take  place. 

As  he  suspected,  the  abbess  had  corae  to  the  tomb  to  listen  if  she  could  (Catch 
any  sounds  from  below  through  its  side. 

iitooping  close  to  the  tomb,  alter  plac'mg  her  lamp  upon  the  top  of  it^  she 
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nnshed  the  hiflged  sid6  of  it  op^ft,  and  iftcllneJ  her  ear  t6\Vards  it  for  a  few 
mOTients,  which  seamed  a  long  time  to  Claude  t)  ival. 

LuCiily  no  one  Ej)jke  from  helow  }  but  Fai   er  G  rvey  uttered  a  groaa. 


CL.VL'UB    iORClNQ    THE    CONFESSOR    INTO     TIIK    CELL. 


CHAPTER  CCCLXXII. 

[the  escape  from  the  convent,  and  the  abbess's  discomfiture.       f 

The  abbess,  in  order  the  better  to  hear  if  any  sound  came  from  the  vaults, 
I  very  materially  aided  the  concealment  of  Claude  Duval,  for  she  inclined  her  ear 
and  not  her  eyes  in  the  direction  where  he  lay. 
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li  The  groan  that  Father  Garvey  uttered  in  the  anger  and  the  despair  of  his 
i\    gpirit  reached  her,  and  was  music  to  her  ears.  | 

!         **  Ah,  I  hear  them,"  she  said—"  I  hear  them  now.    They  are  dying — they  are  ' 
!!     now  dying !"  ^  i 

Ij        *•  True  for  you,  ma'am,"  said  Dennis.  ' 

j!  The  abbess  started  to  her  feet,  for  she  had  no  desire  to  make  Dennis  acquainted 
I i  with  the  secrets  of  the  convent  further  than  necessary,  although  she  had  retained 
I'    him  in  the  service  of  the  unscrupulous  system. 

I :        *'  Keep  back  !"  she  said,  iraperiousiy.     *'  How  dare  you  follow  me,  idiot  ?" 
:  •         "  Keep  back  is  it,  ma'am  ?" 
j '        "  Yes,  yes." 

^         *'  Oh,  then,  ma'am,  that's  what  I'll  do.     Me  whole  family  has  lost  many  and 

lots  of  honours  all  their  lives  by  not  going  forward.     But  modesty,  you  6ee, 

:     ma'am,  and  diffidence  is  the  great  fnult  of  me  countrymen,  and  they  ca;a't  heJp 

I  it." 
Y        "Indeed!" 

"  Yes,  ma'am ;  that's  true  for  you." 

The  abbess  had  let  the  door  at  the  side  of  the  tomb  fall  shot  when  sTie  rose 
;    from  her  attitude  of  listoning,  so  that  about  Claude  Duval  all  was  the  most  in- 
h    tense  and  impenetrable  darkness  again  ;   bat,  situated  as  he  was,  he  could  head 
M    every  word  that  the  abbess  or  Dennis  thought  proper  to  say,  .  ! 

jl  **  Their  doom  is  fixed,"  said  the  abbess,  *  and  you  shall  recfelvfi- ihe  reward 
i;    that  your  faithful  services  to  the  church  entitles  you  to." 

I I  "  Many  thanks  to  yoa,  ma'am.  D^qA  and  faith,  ma'am,  it's  ji  gM#t  thing  to 
;    be  able  to  serve  the  saints  i&  this  v^ay,  and  to  get  the  better  of  th6  heretics." 

j!        *'It  is— itis!"  I 

\\       '*Aa'  it's  meself,    mfat'stS,  th«it   wc'ald  be  glad  to  be  always   doing  that; 

\    same."  I 

(         "  Then  you  have  no  objection  at  all  to  remaining  here  permanently  in  the 

;   eervice  of  the  convent,  have  you,  Dennis  ?" 
I'        *'Ko,  ma'am." 

U       **  You  will  understand,  then,  thafc  it  you  do   so,  you  will  have  no  fooliaifi 
y    scruples  about  what  you  do  ?" 
II        "  Sure  no,  ma'am.' 

h       ''Even  what  the  world  without  cctlls  murder  xnust  to  you  be  a  duty  in  thit 
u   place,  if  you  are  called  upon  to  do  it." 
Ij        "  If  th^  praste,  ma'am,  says  that  it's  rigH'  i^  isn't  for  the  likes  of  mi?  to  fS^ 

;  no  to  it  Surely,  ma'am,  his  reverence  knovf^  Vyhat  is  right  in  fell  things,  aftif 
li    it's  his'  look-out,  you  know,  ma'am,  if  it  isr/t," 

\\  "  That  is  true,  Dennis.  In  those  few  words  you  hpsvs  erhbodied  the  one  greaft 
ii  principle  of  Catholicism,  and  for  which  th6  holy  church  ha«  been  contending  ever 
i^  since  Ft  was  a  church.  The  laity  have  fto  right  to  think  at  all  about  religiotf, 
[.}   or  anything  else  that  the  clergy  choose  to  decide  Sbout.      All  they  have  to  dcf  ^ 

■  to  obey." 
i;       "Yes,  ma'am," 

[j       *' Dennis,  you  will  suit  us  v'ery  well.     You  will  reside  here  Withm  the  coMen't 
T^   walls,  and  attend  a  little  to  the  garden,  and  make  yourself  geaera-lly  useful." 
\\       "Yes,  ma'am." 

j;  "You  will  eat  and  drink  of  the  very  best,  for  nothing  will  be  shut  up  from 
j ;   you  in  that  respect."  ] 

y       "  Bedad,  ma'am,  that  will  suit  me." 

^  ** I  should  think  it  would;  and,  in  addition  to  that,  yeu  will  be  well  paid, 
1  and  all  you  have  to  do  is  to  obey  our  Qjrders,  be  they  what  they  may,  without  a 

I  doubt,  B  hesitation,  or  a  question." 

I       •*  Certainly,  ma'am." 

j       No  doubt  the  abbess  considered  that  in  Dennis  she   had  really  met  with  a 

I  capital  assistant  in  what  further  viilap.ies  and  atrocities  the  progress  of  events 

I I  might  give  rise  to  in  the  convent. 
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We  can  only  wonder  that  superstition  could  so  take  hold  of  any  human  mind 
as  to  make  it,  like  Dennis's,  the  slave  of  another  person's  iniquity,  and  induce  it 
to  give  up  the  one  great  and  indefeasible  right  that  belongs  to  the  whole  human 
'  race — the  right  of  thinking  for  itself. 

But,  as  the  lady  abbess  truly  said,  in  that  was  to  be  found  the  one  great 
principle  of  Catholicism  for  which  the  Church  of  Home  had  ever  fought,  aad  for 
which  it  will  ever  fight. 

Claude  Duval  was  rather  amused  by  the  dialogue  that  he  had  had  such  a 
good  opportunity  of  listening  to  between  the  abbess  and  Dennis;  but  he  was  in 
the  hope  now  that  they  would  both  leave  the  chapel,  so  that  he  might  be  able 
to  give  notice  to  his  frienOs  below  that  the  coast  was  clear,  and  commence  forth- 
with cQ^cocting  measures  with  them  for  an  escape  from  the  vaults. 

In  tnis  hope  Duval  was  disappointed,  for  in  a  few  minutes  he  heard  the 
abbess  say  gloomily,  as  she  paced  to  anc^fro  past  the  tomb— 

**Tbey  will  surely  all  die,  and  then  this  poor  fool  who  has  so  freely  entered 
♦oto  my  service  must  go  and  cast  them  all  into  the  well,  5fes,  the  well— the 
well !    How  many  secrets  of  this  house  does  that  hide  1" 

Claude  remembered  with  a  shudder  what  had  come  up  in  the  bucket  of  the 
well,  when  an  attempt  had  been  made  to  get  some  water  for  the  fainting 
novice. 

**  Dennis  1"  cried  the  abbess,  sharply. 

«  Yes,  ma'am." 

"  You  will  still  keep  watch  here  for  some  few  hours.'* 

"  Yes,  ma'am." 

"And  do  not  go  to  sleep.  The  fire-arms  are  still  so  placed  that  if  you  should 
hear  any  one  at  the  door  yonder  trying  to  break  it  open,  you  can  discharge  them 
with  a  touch,  and  death  must  be  the  instant  fate  of  any  one  or  more  persons  on 
the  other  side." 

'*  Yes,  ma'am." 

"  Now  I  commend  you  to  the  saints.    Farewell  I" 

"Amen!" 

The  lady  abbess,  like  a  ghost,  stalked  from  the  chapel,  leaving  Dennis  on  guard 
within  it,  and  relying  upon  his  stupidity  and  his  superstition  to  keep  him  true 
and  faithful  to  her. 

When  she  was  gone,  Dennis  took  a  turn  up  and  down  one  of  the  aisles,  and 
then  he  spoke  to  himself,  saying— 

*'Bedad,  then,  this  is  a  mighty  quare  change  in  me  fortunes.  Here  I  am  in 
the  service  of  the  saints,  and  it's  quite  a  blessed  thing  to  think  that  I  shall  be  on 
such  mighty  good  terras  with  them  that  ihey  will  keep  me  quite  out  of  purgatory 
when  1  get  there,  for  I  take  it  we  can't  all  go  there,  if  it  is  for  ever  so  short  a  time. 
Well,  it's  a  good  thing  I  heard  what  that  atheist  of  a  Master  Field  was  about 
with  the  bad  lot  that  he  picked  up  to  help  him,  any  way,  and  was  able  to  tell  all 
that  same  to  the  lady  abbess.  Oh,  then,  it's  a  holy  woman  she  is,  any  way! 
I'll  just  ait  down  here,  and  try  to  keep  awake  by  saying  my  prayers  in  the  holy 
place,  which  can't  fail  to  be  pleasing  to  the  saints  hereaway.  What  if 
her  ladyship  does  smother  a  few  heretics  and  Orangemen  in  the  cellars 
down  below—isn't  it  all  for  the  good  of  religion  ?  To  be  sure  it  is — to  be 
sure." 

With  this  opinion,  Dennis  sat  down  very  composedly  to  try  to  keep  awake, 
and  began  the  mumbling  of  some  Latin  prayer,  of  the  meaning  of  which  he  had 
not  the  most  distant  conception  in  the  world. 

This  process,  though,  instead  of  having  the  effect  of  keeping  Dennis  awake, 
had  just  the  contrary  one,  for  it  sent  him  to  sleep,  and  in  the  course  of  five 
minutes  more  Claude  Duval  had  the  gratification  of  hearing  him  snore  away  at  a 
great  rate. 

"  That  will  do,"  said  Duval. 

It  was  now  the  object  of  Claude  to   lei  hia  frionda  below  know  that  he  was 
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all  right,  and  that  if  ever  a  time  had  come  when  they  might  fairly  expect  to 
escape  from  the  convent  without  creating  any  alarm,  now  was  that  tinae. 

Leaning  over  the  side  of  the  litlle  platform  upon  which  he  was,  Claude  called 
very  gently  to  Jack— • 

"Jack— Jack!"      . 

*'  Yes,  Claude  ?" 

"  You  and  Dick  can  let  me  down  now.  Let  go  of  the  ropes,  and  I  shall 
come  easy  enough  to  the  ground,  I  daresay." 

••  All's  right ;  wait  a  minute." 

It  was  not  to  be  supposed  that  during  all  this  time  Jack  and  Dick  had  been 
personally  holding  the  ropes  that  held  up  the  platform,  with  the  weight  of  Claude 
Duval  upon  it.  They  had  found  a  means  of  securing  them  in  the  proper  place 
after  hauling  him,  Duval,  up  to  the  roof. 

It  took  them  a  minute  or  two  to  undo  the  knots  they  had  made  in  the  ropes, 
and  then  they  let  Claude  carefully  down. 

During  that  time  that  they  had  been  undoing  the  rope  Duval  had  tied  bis 
handkerchief  over  his  mouth,  so  that  he  was  prepared  against  the  effects  of  the 
noxious  vapour  that  was  in  the  lower  part  of  the  vaults  beneath  him. 

Notwithstanding  this  precaution  against  the  positively  deadly  consequences 
of  breathing  the  noxious  air  that  was  below,  Claude  Duval  felt,  the  moment  he 
got  into  that  had  atmosphere,  the  great  difference  there  was  between  it  and  the 
cool  air  in  the  chapel  above,  and  he  was  all  the  more  anxious  to  get  his  friends 
into  a  better  state  of  things. 

"  Has  anything  happened,"  he  said,  *' since  1  have  been  away  from  you?'* 

"No,  Claude,"  said  Jack  ;  "  but  we  have  been  in  a  state  of  great  apprehen- 
sion concerning  you.  We  thought  we  heard  voices  above,  and  strange  lights 
appeared,  too,  upon  the  roof,  but  as  we  heard  nothing  from  you  we  thought  it 
prudent  to  be  perfectly  quiet." 

'*  It  was  indeed  prudent.    If  you  had  spoken  all  might  have  been  lost." 

"All  lost?" 

"  Yes.  Listen  to  me,  and  I  will  tell  you  exactly  the  state  of  affairs  abovs  us 
in  the  chapel.** 

Claude  Duval,  then,  very  briefly  but  amply  told  them  what  he  had  over- 
heard between  the  lady  abbess  and  Dennis,  and  concluded  by  saying— 

*'  Now  that  the  abbess  has  left  the  chapel,  and  that  Dennis  is  asleep  in  it,  I 
think  that  the  time  has  come  when  we  should  attempt  to  escape  from  here."  , 

"But  how?" 

"  I  will  tell  you.  You,  Jack,  and  you,  Dick,  are  quite  strong  enough  to  raise, 
by  the  aid  of  the  ropes,  the  platform  with  me  upon  it  and  one  of  our  fair  friends 
here,  and,  therefore,  I  propose  that  I  take  them  up  to  the  chapel  one  after 
another  in  that  way  until  all  are  safely  there.'* 

"  That  will  do,*'  said  Dick  ;  "  but  I  propose  that  you  take  Mr.  Field  up  first 
and  show  him  the  way,  and  then  he  will  be  there  as  a  protection  to  the  ladies, 
for  should  the  abbess  return  or  that  rascal  Dennis  awaken,  you  know,  and 
none  of  us  be  there,  we  don't  know  how  much  mischief  a  few  seconds  might 
produce." 

"  True — true,  that  is  a  good  thought.     Mr,  Field,  will  you  come  ?'* 

"  Yes,  ot  once/' 

"  Alicia  shall  follow  you.** 

"No — no,"  said  Alicia;  "my  poor  young  friend,  who  is  really  very  unwell, 
shall  go  next;  she  has  more  need  of  a  little  fresh  air  than  I  have  by  a  great  deal. 
You  will  guard  her  ?" 

"  I  will,"  said  Field,  ♦<  with  my  life." 

"  Settle  what  order  of  precedence  you  ail  like  best,'*  said  Claude  Duval ;  **it 
don't  matter  to  me  one  jot,  for  I  am  resolved  that,  if  I  live,  you  shall  bejfree  from 
this  place.  Now,  Jack  and  Dick,  come  on,  and  let  me  show  Mr.  Field,  since  he 
i»  to  go  first,  where  he  is  to  take  up  his  position  so  as  to  aid  and  defend  the 
ladies  should  he  be  called  upon  so  to  do." 
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Before  Mr.  Field  went  upon  the  platform  with  Clande  Daval  there  was  a  silent 
pressure  of  the  hand  beetween  him  and  Alicia,  but  they  did  not  speak.  The 
affection  subsisting  between  them,  and  which  the  dangerous  circumstances  in 
which  they  were  placed  had  tended  to  strengthen,  wanted  no  words  to  make 
it  well  and  truly  understood. 

Jack  and  Dick  were  not  backward  in  attending  to  the  ropes,  and  in  another 
moment,  Claude  Duval  and  Mr.  Field  were  slowly,  but  surely,  going  up  to  the 
roofof  the  vault. 

When  they  reached  there,^  Claude  at  once  showed  Field  how  to  get  into  the 
diapel,  and  then  he  said  to  Kim  in  a  whisper — 

**  Of  course,  you  will  be  of  the  most  material  assistance  to  the  ladies  when  I 
bring  them  up,  and  I  pray  that  you  direct  them  to  keephere  upon  this  spot,  just 
beneath  the  level  of  this  tomb,  for  1  don't  think  Master  Dennis  is  sleeping  quite 
■0  soundly  as  we  could  wish." 

**  He  shall  sleep  soundly  enough,**  replied  Mr.  Field,  in  a  similarly  cautious 
tone  of  voice,  ••  if  he  dares  to  interfere  with  me,  or  with  any  of  those  who  will 
be  soon,  I  hope,  under  my  protection." 

"  That  will  do,"  said  Claude. 

Duval  then  called  cautiously  to  Jack  and  Dick  to  let  him  down,  which  they  did 
on  the  instant,  and  then  he  took  up  one  of  the  novices  in  the  same  way  that  he 
had  taken  up  Field,  and  by  the  aid  of  the  latter  she  was  safely  got  into  the 
chapel,  without  any  noise. 

By  repeating  this  process,  the  other  novice  and  Alicia  were  placed   in  com- 
parative safety,  so  that  there  remained  in  the  vaults  only  Claude  Duval  and  his 
two  friends.  Jack  and  Dick. 
f.  "Well,  Clande,"  said  Dick,  "how  are  we  to  manage?" 

"  I  have  thought  of  that." 

♦*  Have  you  ?"  said  Jack.  "  Well,  I  am  glad  to  hear  it." 

"The  ropes,"  added  Claude,  **can  just  be  got  hold  of,  I  find,  from  above,  and 
I  think  that  if  two  of  us  get  hold  of  them  there  we  shall  find  no  difficulty  in 
hauling  up  any  one  man  who  may  be  here." 

**  That  will  do,  then,*'  said  Dick  Turpin.  **  Now  do  you  and  Jack  go  up 
together,  for  my  experience  of  the  power  requisite  to  draw  up  the  platform 
convinces  me  I  can  do  it  alone." 


CHAPTER  CCCLXXIII. 

fATHBR  OARVST   BBMONSTRaTES   AGAINST  THE  PROORKSS   OF  AFFAIRS   IS  THK 

VAULTS. 

Cl4Ude  Duval,  although  he  had  no  sort  of  donbt  upon  his  mind  about  the 
possibility  of  leaning  through  the  opening  alt  the  bottom  portion  of  the  tomb  in 
the  chapel,  and  so  pulling  up  the  platform,  still  did  not  like  the  idea  of  leaving 
Dick  Turpin  the  last  in  the  vaults,  and  he  said — 

*'  No,  Dick,  no.  If  one  person  can  pull  the  ropes  from  below  here  so  as,  by 
the  aid  of  the  weights  that  are  attached  to  them,  the  platform  can  be  fairly 
raised,  let  that  person  be  me." 

"Why  so,  Claude?" 

"  Because  it  is  I  who  have  brought  about  all  this  danger,  and  I  think  I  ought 
to  be  the  last  in  this  place." 

"  Stuflf— stuff  I  There  is  a  good  reason  why  you^hould  go,  now.** 

"  What  is  is  ?"  .^ 

*'  You  have  been  enduring  all  the  fatigue  of  going  up  and  down,  and  of  open* 
ing  the  tomb  above,  and  I  have  been  quite  resting,  comparatively  speaking,  here, 
•o  go  at  once*" 
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■;  "Diek  is.  right,"  said  Jack,  **and  I  say,  go  at  once.  I  do  not  myself  offer  to 
be  the  last  to  stay,  because  I  think,; and  indeed  I  know,  that  my  strength  would 
be  unequal  to  the  task  of  pulling  up  the  platform  by  the  aitj  of  the  ropes  here 
alone.** 

**  Come  on,  then.  Jack,**  said  Claude;  **  we  will  delay  no|loDger  in  the  matter. 
Come  on,  old  friend,  at  once.'* 

Both  Jack  and  Claude  now  got  upon  the  platform ;  but  before  Dick  Turpin 
could  lay  hold  of  the  ropes  to  pull  it  up,  they  were  all  attracted  by  the  extraor- 
dinary and  agonizing  contortions  of  the  priest,  who  lay  upon  the  floor  with  the 
handkerchief  thrust  into  his  mouth,  just  as  he  had  been  left  for  sQrae  time 
past. 

The  unhappy  wretch  managed  to  utter  the  most  horrible  groans,  and  to  roll 
over  and  over,  as  though  he  were  in  a  fearful  agony  of  paio. 

Claude  Duval  looked  at  him  for  a  few  moments,  and  then  he  said— 

*'Jack,  I  don*t  like  that." 

*•  Nor  I,"  said  Jack. 

'*.  Nor  I,"  said  Dick  Turpin. 

"It  13  true,'*  added  Claude,  "that  this  is  a  very  bad  fellow,  and  that,  if  right 
were  done,  there  is  scarcely  any  amount  of  suffering  that  he  don't  deserve ;  but 
yet  it  is  so  truly  awful  to  see  a  human  being  suffering  such  pangs,  th^t  I  beg  pf 
you  to  relieve  him,  if  you  can,  Jack.*'  i, 

"  1  will,"  said  Dick  Turpin.  "  Don't  you  get  off  the  platform  now  that  you  1 
are  once  on  it,  Jack.  It  is  the  handkerchief  in  his  mouth  that  is  choking  him,  1' 
I'suppose.  I  will  relieve  him  of  it."  fl 

With  this  intention,  Dick  Turpin  laid  hold  of  the  end  of  the  handkerchief  j 
that  was  a  little  way  out  of  the  mouth  of  the  confessor,  and  pulled  it  out  J 
entirely,  when  the  unhappy  man  gasped  several  times,  and  lay  perfectly  still  for  n' 
a  few  seconds.  ,( 

"  He  is  dying,"  said  Claude.  [( 

"  I  am  afraid  he  is,"  said  Jack. 

The  confessor  opened  his  blood-shot  eyes,  and  turDing  them  upon  Claude 
D  uval  and  his  friends,  he  said  feebly—  : 

*•  Mercy  !  mercy  !'*  ji 

"What  can  we  do  for  you  ?'*  said  Claude.    "  All  that  yqu  now  suffer,  or  that   p. 
you  have  suffered,  you  have  brought  upon  yourself,  unhappy  man  that  you  are,    I 
by  your  conduct  in  this  most  villanous  abode.    Thank  yourself  for  your  suffer- 
ings." I 

'*  Oh,  no«*-no !    Have  some  mercy  upon  me  !'* 

"  What  would  you  have  me  do  ?"  j 

"Release  me  from  these  cords.    They  cut  my  flesh,  and  kill  me.    Oh,  you   j 
will  not  leave  me  to  die  in  this  frightful  place  ?'* 

"  We  cannot  aid  you.'*  . 

<«  Yes — yes,  you  can— you  can  !  Oh,  yes,  you  know  you  can.  It  is  easy  to  ij 
release  me  from  these  bonds.  You  are  going  yourselves  away  from  here,  and  yqu  }i 
will  leave  me  to  starve  to  death.     Is  that  christian  ?"  ,  ji ' 

"Ko,  if  we  were  going  to  do  such  a  thing,  your  reproach  would  be  just  ij 
enough,"  said  Claude  Duval ;  *'  but  we  are.  not." 

*•  You  are — you  are  l'* 

"  Not  at  all." 

"  But  I  see  you  all  going— I  see  you  now  !" 

"It  does  not  fellow,  because  we   are  going,  that  you  are  to  starve  to  death    i 
here.    Tor  your  consolation — for   I  would  not  have  even  such  a  man  as  you    i, 
suffer  the  p^ngs  of  experiencing  such  a  death — I  can  tell  you,  that  your  mistress, 
the  lady  abbess        "  " 

The  confessor  bowled  with  rage  at  the  mention  of  the  abbess's  name. 

**  Ypur  mistress,  the  lady  abbess,  fancying  that  we  shall  all  be  dead,  in  the  . 
morning  intends  to  send  some  one  here  to  throw  our  bodies  down  the  well.'*  I 

"  No-no  r* 

1^ . !> 
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**  But  I  say  yes  ;  I  heard  her  say  so." 
,'   <*  She  will  forget." 

"  Then  it  is  her  fault,  and  not  ours ;  and,  once  for  all,  I  tell  you,  Sir  Priest, 
that  you  will  not  be  released  further  than  yoa  are  now  by  us,  for  we  will  not 
trust  you  with  the  free  use  of  your  arms  and  your  legs'.  Give  him  his  handker- 
chief Dick,  so  that  hejmay  keep  the  noxious  vapours  of  this  place  from  his  lungs, 
and  then  let  him  be." 

"  I  don't  think  he  is  in  any  danger,"  said  Dick,  as  he  threw  the  handkerchief 
to  the  priest.  ''The  savour  of  the  vapour,  which  so  nearly  killed  us  all  before 
we  fouud  out  how  to  guard  against  it,  siems  to  be  dried  up,  and  I  don't  think 
any  more  of  it  is  being  evolved  now." 

**  Then  he  has  really  nothing  to  complain  of.'* 

**  Nothing  in  the  world." 

**  Wretches !  Beasts  I'*  cried  the  priest,  as  he  strove  in  vain  to  rise  from  the 
attitude  he  was  in.  *'  I  consign  you  all  to  perdition  !  May  you  all  fail  not  to 
feel  doubly  and  trebly  the  torments  that  I  feel  !  I  solemly  curse  you  all  in  sleep- 
ing and  waking— in  sitting  and  in  lying— in  standing  and  in  walking — at  home 
and  abroad — in  eating  and  in  drinking  1     Curse  you  all !     Amen  \" 

*'  My  dear  sir,"  said  Dick,  "  if  it  be  any  amusement  to  you  to  curse  us,  pray 
go  on  at  it  as  long  as  you  think  proper," 

"  Perdition  catch  you  all  I" 

*'  Very  good,  sir,  only  you  will  recollect,  if  you  please,  the  old  proverb  to  the 
effect,  that  curses  are  like  chickens— they  always,  sooner  or  later,  come  home  to 
roost." 

"  Bah !" 

•You  may  say  *bah !'  as  much  as  you  like,  but  if  you  look  at  us  you  will  not 
fail,  with  your  great  sagacity,  to  see  that— • 

'  Nfitwithstanding  this  terrible  curse, 
We  don't  yet  feel  a  penny  the  worse ;' 

80  good  night,  sir,  and  I  hope  you  and  the  rats  will  be  hearty  company  for  each 
other." 

The  father-conftsaor  only  glared  at  Dick  Turpin,  now,  as  though  he  would 
have  eaten  him  up  if  he  could,  and  Dick,  taking  no  further  notice  of  hira  or  his 
rage,  went  to  the  ropes  for  the  purpose  of  exerting  his  strength  to  draw  up  Jack 
and  Claude  Duval  to  the  opening  in  the  roof. 

There  was  no  great  difficulty  in  doing  this,  and  Dick  had  the  pleasure  of  see- 
ing them  both  in  safety  at  the  roof  of  the  vault,  and  after  that  pass   into  the 
chapel  itself.     He  then  let  down  the  platform  for  his  own  aceoraraodation,  but  it 
I  could  hardly  have  been  possible  for  any  human  being  not  to  feel  some  sort  of 
sensation  of  terror  and  of   loneliness  in  the  situation  that  Dick  Turpin  was 
j  now  left. 

j  We  should  very  much  wrong  Dick  if  for  one  moment  we  were  to  insinaate  a 
I  doubt  of  the  good  faith  of  his  friends  above.  Turpin  knew  well  that  rather 
j  than  leave  him  there  they  would  all  come  down  again  and  stay  with  him,  let  the 
j  consequences  be  what  they  might. 

I       It  was  not  >he  feeling  that  he  was  deserted  that  crept  over  the  soul  of  Turpin 
j  in  that  dismal  abode,  but  it  was  a  kind  of  shuddering  one  at  finding  that  he  was, 
to  all  social  intents,  alone   in  a  region  which  had  been,  no  doubt,  for  so  long  a 
I  time  consecrated  to  the  Demon  of  Murder. 

To  be  sure,  the  father-confessor  was  there  ;  but  we  cannot  wonder  that 
j  he,  as  company,  did  not  occupy  a  very  large  share  of  the  attention  of  Dick 
1  Turpin. 

After  a  few  moments  the  voice  of  Claude  Duval  came  clearly  down  to  him, 
although  Claude  etill  spoke  only  in  the  most  cautious  of  whispers. 
"Dick— Dick  P" 
"All  right,  Claude." 
"Do  you  see  meP" 
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»*  Dimly  1  do*    !s  all  fight  above  P  ! 

.     "  Yes,  Dick  ;  get  on  to  the  platform  How,  and  let  Jack  aiid  1  draw  you  Up.'* 
'     '•  Do  you  think  you  tan  do  it?'* 

«'  We  will  do  it,  so  we  don't  intend  to  think  about  it,  I  assure  you,  Dick, 
Are  you  ready  V* 

"  Yes,  quite  ready.** 

Dick  Turpin  could  not  conceal  from  himself  the  fact  that  the  old  ropes  that 
connected  the  platform  with  the  toof  had  creaked  very  ominously  as  Jack  and 
Claude  went  up,  and  the  idea  now  came  across  him  that  nothing  was  much 
more  probable  than  that  at  this  the  last  moment  they  might  break  and  let  him 
down.  In  that  case,  even  if  he  escaped  personal  injury  of  a  serious  character 
from  the  fall,  his  situation  in  the  vaults  would  be  rather  critical. 

To  be  sure,  there  was  the  door  at  the  head  of  the  stairs,  leading  into  the  chapel, 
by  the  side  of  the  confessionals,  and  by  that  his  friends  above  might,  admitting 
them  to  have  the  power  to  do  so,  release  him ;  but,  upon  the  whole,  Dick  would 
very  much  rather  be  with  them  in  the  chapel. 

With  such  feelings  and  such  apprehensions,  rational  and  likely  as  they  were,  it 
may  be  guessed  that  Dick  did  not  much  enjoy  his  little  voyage  from  the  floor 
of  the  vaults  to  the  ceiling. 

»  It  was  not  the  easiest  thing  in  the  world  for  Claude  Duval  and  Jack  even, 
althouflfh  they  were  as  efficiently  as  he  could  do  so  assisted  by  Mr.  Field,  to 
draw  Dick  Turpin  up  to  the  orifice  in  the  tomb. 

Nothing  but  their  thorough  determination  to  pull  iiim  up,  if  it  was  at  all  possible 
to  do  so,  prevailed  over  the  difficulties  they  had  to  encounter,  which  difficulties 
were  mainly  on  account  of  the  very  awkward  position  they  were  forced  to  get 
into  to  bring  any  strength  lo  bear  upon  the  ropes  at  all. 

"  Take  it  easy,"  said  Dick,  when  he  was  about  half  way  up.  **  Take  it  easy. 
The  old  ropes  are  straining  fearfully." 

"  The  deuce  they  are,*'  said  Claude. 

"  Yes,  yes,    I  hear  them.** 

•*  And  so  do  I,*'  said  Jack. 

•*  Hush  !'*  whispered  Duval.  "  Don't  say  another  word,  Jack,  but  pull  him 
up." 

A  few  more  minutes  sufficed  to  bring  Dick  nearly  to  the  top  of  the  place,  and 
then  he  stretched  up  his  hands  and  made  a  clutch  at  the  rim  of  the  orifice,  close 
to  where  Claude  and  Jack  were  leaning  over  the  sides.  Fortunately,  Wie  clutch  was 
successful,  and  the  principal  weight  of  Dick  Turpin  was  no  longer  on  the  little 
platform. 

"  Give  me  a  little  help,  and  I  am  with  you,"  said  Dick. 

Claude  clutched  him  by  the  collar,  and  with  a  great  exertion  of  strength,  fairly 
pulled  him  through  the  side  of  the  mock  tomb,  and  placed  him  in  safety  in  the 
chapel. 

Dick  Turpin  then  drew  a  long  breath,  and  shook  his  head,  as  he  said — 

*•  I  wonder  what  could  tempt  me  to  go  down  and  come  up  again  upon  that 
frail  concern." 

•*  Thank  the  fates,*'  said  Claude,  **  you  have  no  need  so  to  do,  nor  have  any  of 
us,  either." 

*'  You  forget  the  necessity  of  caution,'*  said  Jack.  "  I  pray  you  to  speak  low, 
Claude.  It  is  true  that  Dennis's  nose,  by  the  tune  that  it  is  playing,  lets  us  know 
that  he  is  fast  asleep  ;  but  vet,  it  is  just  as  well  that  we  should  be  as  careful  as 
possible." 

*'  It  is  better  to  be  so,  Jack.  Now,  let  me  see.  Are  we  all  assembled  here 
and  ready  for  a  start  ?" 

"  All—all !" 

"And  the  ladies  are  recovered,  I  hope,  from  the  sufferings  of  the  dismal  place 
from  which  we  have  so  happily  escaped  ?" 

*'  Oh,  yes,"  said  Alicia,  *'  we  are  quite  well  now,  and  happy." 

**  Then,  gentlemen,"    said  Claude,  "  look   to   your   arms,   for  we  will  now. 
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dcpUe  any  sort  of  resistance  that  can  be  offered  to  UA  leave  th^^^^^^^ 
one  will  figbt  to  the  last,  and  I  am  quite  sure  you  will  all  do  so  likewioe. 

i;l\t'this' ™^m:ft  at  the  convent  bell  began  to  toU  dismally  and  they 
were  a?l  so  Astonished  at  the  sounds  at  such  an  hour,  that  they  crouched  ^^^^^ 
behbd  the  mock  tomb   with   a  feeling  of  consternation,  and  Bometh.ng  like 

'^'^Of'^ourse,  the  most  natural  idea  in  the  world  was,  that  the  toU-ng  of  the  bell 
vas  some  ^ort  of  alarm  given  of  tl.eir  presence  m  the  chapel i  but  they  bOon 
found  cause  to  alter  that  opinion.  - 


us 
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The  monotOGOUs  tolling  of  the  bell  continued  for  the  space  of  about  three 
minntes,  during  which  Claude  Duval  and  his  party  looked  at  each  other  as  well  aa 
thej^  could  in  the  faint  light  that  the  chapel  afforded  them,  as  though  each  would 
ask  of  each  some  kind  of  explanation  of  what  it  really  meant. 

It  wfts  one  of  the  yoong  novices  who  then,  in  a  tone  of  alarm,  said — 

"  I  know  t\'hat  this  means— -oh,  1  know  too  well  I" 

"Wh^t  does  it  mean?"  said   Claude  Duvak     "I  charge  you  to  tell  us  at. 
once." 

''  It  is  what  the  abbess  calls  an  early  chapel,  and  is  held  one  hour  before  sun- 
rise, to  try  soine  guilty  nun  or  novice  for  some  offence  against  her,'* 


CHAFTER  CCCLXXIV. 

THB   TRiiL    OF   TAB    DELI^QVINl   JtOtlCH    Tit   TRH   CO^VJNt   CHAPEL. 

When  the  yddng  girl  gave  this  etpUnation  of  the  causs  of  the  ringing  of  the 
convent  bell  in  so  dismal  a  manner^  it  suddenly  ceased,  and  the  stillness  that 
'  sueeeeded  had  something  awful  Ind  iolemn  in  it. 

Claude  Dural  torned  to  Alicia,  saying— 

"  Do  you,  too,  think  that  the  elplanaticm  we  have  heard  of  the  caude  of  the 
ringing  df  the  convent  bell  ia  the  correct  ofte?" 

**  Alas,  1  know  not.     I  have  not  been  sufficiently  long  an  inffifft^  of  the  place. 


;  thank  Heaven,  to  become  acquainted  with  all  its  raanner"s  and  customs.' 
I      "  It  is  &(J,  i  assure  you/'  said  the  novice,  and   then   she   appealed  to  the 
other  one,  who  was  rather  unwell,  ^9  *he  it  was  who  had  fainted  ifi  tbe  faults, 
and  her  statement  was  at  once  by  her  confirmed. 

'*  Well,"  s«id  Duval,  •*  it  don't  m«ter  to  us,  that  is  on#  comfort,  and  perhaps 
it  is  all  the  better  that  the  abbest  should  be  occupied  with  her  own  affairs,  so 
thtt  she  -^on't  have  any  time  to  interfere  with  ours.  There  can  be  no  doubt 
but  that  she  thinks  us  by  thi»  time  all  dead  in  the  vault*,  and  so  feels  herself  at 
full  liberty  to  go  on  with  her  regular  devotions,  without  troubling  herself  further 
about  us.*'  «^ 

*'0h,  sir,"  said  the  novice,  "btit  how  shall  wc  escaple  hence  i"* 

*'  Escape  hence  ?  Why,  by  leaving  this  place.  I  propose  to  wait  here  now  for 
a  fe^  minutes  longer  until  we  can  fairly  assume  that  the  abbess  is  quite 
busy  tendmg  the  conference  or  council  you  speak  of^  and  then  we  will  make  our 
way  into  the  garden,  and  be  off  at  once." 

"But,  good  gracious,"  cried  the  novice,  in  a  tone  of  voice  that,  considering  the 
neighbourhood  of  efen  the  slumbering  Dennis,  was  not  a  prodent  one  to 
ttrust  to  the  still  aif  of  the  chape!,  "  it  is  here  that  the  trial  will  be  held." 

''Here?" 

''*%tti  here,  la  the  chapd." 

*•  The  deuce  it  is/' 

"There  is  danger,  you  see,  sir." 

"  I  do,  indeed.  What  the  deuce  is  to  be  done  now,  f  wonder  ?  This  is  rather 
awkward.  Never  mmd,  though,  they  are  not  here  yet,  and  we  may  stUl,  if  we 
are  quick  about  it,  have  time  to  escape.    This  way — this  way !" 

"  Hush/'  said  Jack.     ''Look  there/' 

Jack  pointed  to  the  steps  of  the  altar,  down  which  the  abbess  was  now  slowly 
coming,  guarding  the  lamp  she  held  in  her  hand  against  the  draughts  in  the 
chapel.  It  was,  no  doubt,  to  the  fact  that  the  little  tlickoring  flame  of  the  lamp 
demanded  all  her  attention  that  Claude  D  uval  and  his  friends  escaped  the  pene- 
trating glance  which  she  otherwise  would  have  sent  round  the  chapel. 

"  Stoop,  all  of  you,"  whispered  Claude. 

They  all  shrank  down,  now,  below  the  level  of  the  top  of  the  tomb,  so   that 
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even   if  the  abbess  were  to  pause  and  look  in  that  direction,  she  would  not  see 
them  amid  the  dusky  air  of  the  plac«. 

"  What  is  to  be  done  ?"  whispered  Mr.  Field. 

"Hush,"  said  Alicia,  **  speak  only  in  whigperg,  for  the  love  of  Uf«  I  If  we 
could  get  about  twenty  fe«t  to  the  right  of  this  spot  we  should  reach  the  confea- 
sionals,  and  two  of  them  would  hold  us  ell.  It  is  very  unlikely  that  they  would 
be  visited  by  any  one,  and  as  there  is  no  Father  Garvey  to  take  po8«ess»ion  of 
one  of  thera  wc  jthould  be  safe  there  until  the  trial  was  over.'* 
"  We  will  try  it/'  said  Claude  Duval,  "  at  all  events." 
**Do  so— oh,  do  80,'  said  Mr.  Field, 

The  abbess  reached  the  foot  of  the  altar  steps/^d  then,  still  shading  her  lamp 
with  her  hand,  she  said,  in  a  low  voice — — 
••Dennis— Dennis?" 

A  loud  note  of  flJiything  but  a  musical  charecter  from  the  nose  of  the  slumber- 
ing Dennis  was  the  only  answer  to  the  lady  abbess's  call. 
"Dennis— Dennis,  1  say  P" 
Another  snoring  sound  was  the  reply. 
■        *'The  wretch  sleeps,"  said  the  abbess. 
j        It  was,  no  doubt,  the  anger  of  the  Udy  abbess  that  made  her  quite  forgetful  of  1 
the  fact  that  tihe  little  lamp  she  carried  in  her  hand  was,  from  some  cause  or 
another,  burning  \try   feebly  and  required  greU  care  to  keep  alight,  for  with 
hasty  steps,  and   without  shading  it  at  a!l  from  any  sudden  rush  of  air,  she  ad- 
vanced towards  where   the    nasal  sounds  convinced  her  that  the  slumbeiing 
Dennis  gave  so  loud  an  idea  of  vigilance  upon  his  part,  and  the  lamp  in&tautly 
went  out. 

We  are  afraid  that  at  this  juncture  the  abbess  of  the  convent  uttered  an  excla- 
mation that  was  much  more  strong  than  jolite. 

"What  can  be  the  matter  with  the  lamp  ?'*  she  then  said,  in  a  more  subdued 
tone.  "It  was  wont  to  burn  well.  Father  Garvey,  when  he  was  alive — ha!  ha! 
now  he  is  dead — but  when  he  was  alive,  he  used  to  say,  that  the  well  in  the 
vaults  gave  forth  poisoHous  exhalations,  and  that  such  hindered  the  burning  of 
the  wax  tapers  in  the  altar  sconces  ;  but  I  never  believed  him." 

After,  with  some  dexterity,  and  onee  with  partial  effect,  trying  to  blow  ihe 
lamp  into  a  flame  again,  which  may  be  done  sometimes,  if  done  with  tact,  she 
found  that  there  was  no  recourse  but  to  go  to  the  farther  end  of  the  cha(»el, 
where  the  dim  light  was  burning  before  the  effigy  of  the  Virgin  Mary  in  a 
niche,  and  by  its  aid  re-illume  her  hand  lamp. 

Dennis  went  on  swearing,  certainly,  at  a  most  awful  rate,  and  the  abh?88,  after 
shaking  her  clenched  hand  at  him^  went  with  quick  steps  to  the  little  image  of 
the  Virgin  with  the  lamp. 

Neither  Claude  Duval   nor  his  friends  could  have  the  least  difficulty  in  bjiug 
cognisant  of  all  these  proctedingg  on  the  part  of  the  abbess,  and  amid  the  stillness 
that  was  in  the  chapel,  they  could  hear,  with  the  greatest  ease,  everything  that 
she  said.     When  the  abbess  moved  off  to  the  far  end  of  the  chapel  in  quest  of  a 
light,  Claude   felt  that  then  was  the  opportunity,   and  the  only  one,  that  in  all 
probability  they  could  have  of  concealing  themselves  in  the  confessional*. 
Ib  quite  a  low,  anxious  whisper,  he  spoke  to  Alicia,  saying— 
**If  you  can  manage  to  guide  us  to  the  confessionals  you  speak  of,  do  eo  now, 
if  you  please.     If  they  are  close  at  hand,  and  if  there  should  be  no  difficulty  in 
getting  admission  to  them,  now  ia  the  time," 
"  It  is— it  is.  Come." 

They  had  all  heard   what  Claude  said  to  Alicia,  so  there  was  no  time  lost  in 
any  explanation,  and  they  followed  her  along  the  aisle  with  rapidity.    They  took 
good  care  to  keep  in  stooping  attitudes,  so  that  they  might  not  be  seen  by  any 
accident ;  and  then  Alicia  opened  one  of  the  confessional  doors,  saying— 
"  This  will  hold  gome  of  us." 

**  It  will  hold  us  all,"  said  the  novice,  who  bad  fainted  in  the  vauhi  below, 
"It  will  hold  us  alL" 
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"Nay!"  I 

•*  Yes — yes,  it  will.     There  is   an  inner  chamber  to  this  one  confessionaly ' 
which  Father  Garvey  used  often  to  sleep  in." 

It  certainly  was  possible  that  the  confessional,  without  an  inner  chamber  at  all,    ' 
might  have  hold  them  all ;  but  in  order  to  make  it  do  so,  they  would  have  had 
to  stand  up  rather  closely  to   each  other.    The  novice,   though,  was  well  aware 
that  at  the   back  of  the  confessional  there  was   a  little  door  that  opened  to  a 
chamber,  about  twelve  feet  square,  in  which  the  holy  father  used  to  repose  after 
the  labour    of  attending  to  the  confessions  of  his  penitents  at   the  convent.  ' ; 
Upon  one  occasion,  curiosity  prompted  her  to  make  the  most  diligent  search  lor    I 
(hat  little  door,  and  she  had  not  only  found  out  its  exact  position,  but  had  made    ! 
herself  acquainted  with  the  secret  spring  by  the  aid  of  which  it  was  opened.  ;  j 

This  knowledge  stood  her  in  good  stead  now. 

Imagine  then,  the  whole  party,  which  now  consisted  of  no  less  than  seven 
persons,  safely  in  the  confessional,  and  the  door  closed.    The  noviee  found  the    > 
spring  of  the  door  in  the  wall,  leading  to  the  other  chamber,  and  there  they  had    ! 
plenty  of  room.  I  j 

All  this  did  not  occupy  many  moments  in  accomplishing,  and  it  was  well  that  it    ' 
did  not,  for  Claude  Duval  felt  rather  uneasy  every  minute  that  the  lady  abbess 
was  out  of  his  sight.  1 1 

There  was  one  great  advantage,  though,  connected  with  getting  into  the  chapel,  i  i 
and  that  was,  that  the  girls  could  have  a  good  rest  in  the  priest's  chamber,  which 
was  very  luxuriously  and  handsomely  furnished. 

To  be  sure,  the  darkness  there  was  something  that  might,  indeed,  be  called    | 
profound  ;  but  if  they  felt  around  them,  almost  wherever  they  did  so  they  found 
some  soft  sofas  or  easy  chairs,  in  which  one  might  sit  and  doze  the  hours 
pleasantly  enough  away. 

"  Now,  for  Heaven's  sake,"  said  Claude  Duval,  "  be  quiet,  ladies,  while  we 
men  look  into  the  chapel  as  well  as  we  can  from  the  dcor  of  the  cosfessional,  and 
see  what  goes  on  there." 

**  There  is  no  occasion  to  look  from  the  door,"  said  Alicia;  "  there  is  a  grated 
window  which  will  aflford  you  an  easy  view.     It  is  covered  with  wire  gauze, 
too,  so  that  you  can  see  out  from  here,  and,  while  there  is  no  light  m  the  con- 
fessional, no  one  can  see  you." 
•*  The  very  thing,"  said  Claude. 

As  he  spoke,  the  convent  bell  began  to  toll  again,  and  the  novice  said— 
•'  That  is  the  second  bell.    The  nuns  will  assemble  now,  and  bring  in  their 
prisoner  at  once." 

Claude  Duval  was  exceedingly  anxious  to  see  all  that  might  transpire  in  the 
chapel,  and  along  with  Dick  Turpin,  Jack,  and  Mr.  Field,  v^ho,  by-the-bye,  con- 
verted himself  into  a  sort  of  general  intelligencer  between  the  ladies  in  the  priest's 
room  and  the  confessional,  through  the  gauze  wire  of  which  the  proceedings  in 
the  chapel  could  be  seen,  took  up  their  posts  at  that  spot.! 

This  second  time  that  the  bell  rang  was  for  a  very  short  time  indeed,  and  then 
there  was  a  shuffling  of  feet  in  the  corridor  leading  to  the  chapel,  but  as  yet  no 
one  but  the  abbess  was  to  be  seen  within  its  walls. 

The  abbess  had  re-illumined  her  hand  lamp  at  the  little  shrine  of  the  Virgin,  and 
bad  approached  Dennis,  to  whom  she  administered  two  or  three  kicks,  and  he 
woke  up,  saying — 

**  Murder  !  murder !     Oh,  bedad,  and  what's  that  same— •«-" 
*'  Wretch  ! 

"  Oh,  ma'am,  and  then,  sure,  is  it  vou  ?" 
*'  Beast !" 

"  Is  it  a  baste,  ma'am,  you  are  after  calling  me  ?" 
"  Yes." 

*'  Oh,  then,  ma'am,  I'd  rather  not,  for  sure  and  it  don't  seem  fine  and  aisy  ' 
for  such  a  lady  as  yourself,  ma'am,  to  bs  destioying  your  elegant  mouth  with 
such  words," 
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**  You  are  an  idle,   good-for-nothing  fool,  and  your  life  ought  to  pay  the 
penalty  of  your  folly.    How  dare  you  come  here  and  undertake  a  duty,  and  then 
neglect  it  ?" 
**  Neglect  it,  ma*am  ?" 
"  Yes,  neglect  it." 

•*  And  pray,  ma'am,  if  it's  all  the  same  to  you,  what  was  the  duty,  ma*am  ?** 
<*  To  keep  the  most  diligent  watch  in  the  chaoel." 
"  And  didn't  I.  ma'am  ?" 

•*  You  know  you  did  not.     You  slept  as  sooa  as  my  back  was  turned." 
•*  Oh,  no,  ma'am." 
•'  Oh,  no  ?    But  I  say,  oh,  yes." 

**  Bedad  then,  ma'am  it  isn't  right  to   contradict  your  ladyship,  but  I  only 
slept  with  one  eye,  and  I  assure   you,  my  lady,  that   the  other  was  continually 
rolling  round  and  round,  and  doing  the  duty  of  twenty  soldiers,  raa'ara,  all  on 
duty  with  a  swoid  and  a  blunderbuss  each  of  them,  ma'am." 
"Idiot!" 

**  Yes,  ma'am— I'm  sure,  ma'am,  it's  quite  a  pleasure  to  be  anything  your 
ladyship  may  happen  to  like  best." 

Ihere  was  a  decided  tone  of  insolence  about  Dennis  now.  That  inevitable  effect 
upon  a  small  mind  of  being  useful  was  beginning  to  take  its  course  with  him. 
He  was  beginning  to  improve  upon  it,  audio  fancy  that  he  might  say  and  do 
things  thai  otherwise  he  would  not  have  dreamt  of. 

Nothing  but  the  ignorance  of  thb  man  could  possibly  have  induced  him  to  act 
in  this  way,  for  after  what  he  knew  of  the  proceedings  within  the  convent  was  it 
likely  that  such  a  woman  as  the  abbess  would,  for  long,  endure  either  his  presence 
or  hii  insolence  ? 

No.  The  danger  of  the  position  in  which  Dennis  stood  was  SHch  that  any  one 
with  a  very  little  more  sense  than  he  had  must  have  seen  it,  and  the  look  that 
the  abbess  gave  him  was  truly  that  of  the  basilisk,  for  it  promised  death  to 
him. 

•*  Very  well,  Dennis,"  she  said,  quite  mildly.  **  I  daresay  you  are  quite 
right." 

'*  True  for  you,  ma'am." 

**  And  so,  as  the  business  that  I  come  to  the  chapel   upon  now  is  rather  of  a 
private  nature,  you  will  oblige  me  by  going  up  the  steps  of  the  altar  and  making 
your  way  behind  it,  where  you  will  see  a  door   in  the   wall.     By  pursuing  the 
passage  beyond  that  door  you  will  come  to  my  apartment." 
•*  Yes,  ma'am." 

*•  Wine  is  on  the  table.     I  need  say  no  mote.** 

•*  Troth,  ma'am,  and  you  need  not,  any  way.     Good  luck  to  you,  ma'am." 
Dennis  left  the  chapel  by  the  route   indicated   to  him   by  the   abbess,    while 
from  an  arched  door  at  the  farther  end  of  the  aisle  there  entered   the  building  a 
long  row  of  nuns  in  the  habit  of  their  order,  and    with  their  arms  crossed   over 
their  breasts,  and  walking  slowly  like  people  who  are  given  to  somnambulism 


CHAPTER   CCCJLXXV. 

CLAUDE   BUVAL   STAYS   THE   EXECUTION  OP   A   JUDICIAL  SENTENCE. 

Claude  Duval  thought  that  surely  there  must  be  something  more  in  the 
character  of  these  proceedings,  so  full  of  formality  as  they  were,  than  the  mere 
passing  sentence  upon  one  whose  crime  was  only  a  crime  affecting  the  peculiar 
position  in  which  she  was  placed,  and  who  might  be  adjudged  to  any  punish- 
ment the  person  in  power  chose,  without  even  the  fraction  of  an  examination  into 
the  circumstances  of  the  case. 

It  seemed  as  if,  to  use  a  common  expr«asion,  th.e  ab.bess,  who  reigned  in  that 

"~^  -~~~  -  *-  •  ■    ■        ;       ■»     I    "..y    ■■  ■■«  ■  I  J  , 
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convent,  certainly,  with  absolute  authority,  was  making  much  ado  about  nothing 
in  this  trial  of  the  novice. 

But  when  we  come  to  consider  that  catholicity,  as  understood  by  the  Churoh  of 
Rome,  is  a  system,  and  that  in  all  its  parts  it  abounds  with  ceremonials  of  the  most 
sombre,  as  well  as  of  the  most  glittering  character,  and  that  without  those  cere* 
monials  it  is  nothing,  we  shall  see  how  even  those  who  are  united,  with  absolute 
authority,  under  it3  jurisdiction,  havt  to  conform  to  those  general  principles  by 
which  the  whole  of  the  system  is  carried  o», 

The  trials,  too,  of  the  inmates  of  conventts  »nd  of  nunneries  were  considered  by 
the  Catholic  Church  as  useful  in  another  poiat  of  view.  They  taught  those  who 
were  present  at  them  what  was  the  peculiar  crime  that  had  to  be  avoided ;  and 
this  was  a  !  nowledge  that,  with  all  the  cou«omitant«  and  ceremonies  of  a  trial, 
was  advanced  at  much  greater  length  than  sa  if  it  had  merely  staled  that  so  and 
so  was  punished  by  order  of  the  superiors  fof  such  and  such  conduct. 

Besides,  these  forms  and  ceremonies  kept  up  the  semblance  of  something  like 
a  regal  state  ;  for  what  would  be  regality  without  its  nice  ceremonies? 

Thus,  then,  was  it  that  the  abbess  of  the  convent  took  the  trouble  of  solemnly 
trying,  or  seemin*  solemnly  to  tr}',  one  over  whom  she  had  so?ereign  authority, 
and  whom  she  had  quite  made  up  her  mind  beforehand  to  adjudge  guilty;  the 
amount  of  punishment  that  she  was  to  receive  had,  no  doubt,  been  completely 
settled  in  the  mind  of  the  abbess. 

This  vvas  the  only  way  in  which  dlaude  Duval  could  to  his  own  mind,  in  any- 
thing like  a  satisfactory  manner,  account  for  the  vast  trouble  that  was  taken  to 
make  something  that,  in  reality,  was  quite  arbitrary,  appear  to  be  something 
strictly  m  accordance  with  justice,  always  assuming  that  the  afifair  was  really  an 
oflcnce. 

The  long  and  really  solemn  procession  of  nuns  came  slowly  along  the  aisle, 
and  whiit  with  their  sombre  dresses,  the  dim  religious  light  of  the  place,  and  the 
strange  ghost-like  manner  in  which  they  glided  along,  Claude  could  not  help 
admitting  to  himself,  that  the  catholic  was  indeed  the  faith  that,  of  all  others, 
mostly  took  the  imagination  prisoner. 

The  nuns  soon  arranged  themselves  in  a  circle  round  the  steps  of  the  altar,  or 

rather,  we  should  say,  round  the  space  of  the  chapel  immediately  in  front  of  those 

steps;  and  then  a  chair  of  an  ancient  looking  form,  with  much   gilding  upon  it, 

.  and   a  carved  angel's   head   at   the  corners  both   of  the  seat  and  back,    was 

!  placed  in  the  centre  of  the  half  ciicle  of  nuns,  rather  close  to  the  steps  of  the 

j  altar. 

j    *  The  seat,  of  course,  was  for  the  lady  abbess. 

I       A  death-like  stillness  now  reigned  in  the  chapel,  for  the  bell  had  ceased  to  toll, 
j  and  the  abbess  was   hidden  8omewh?»-e.     It  suited  her  better  not  lo  appear  till 
all  the  nuns  were  assembled,  and  then  she  could  do  bo  with  effect;  and  so,  from 
I  behind  the  altar  she  made  her  appearance. 
I       The  nuns  all  bowed  reverently  before  her- 

•'.      Claude  Duval,  if  he  had  not  enjoyed  the  rather  frequent  opportunities  that  he 
4  had  of  seeing  the  abbess,  certainly  would  not  have  known  her  now,  in  her  robt's 
of  office. 

From  some  receptacle  at  the  back  of  the  altar  where  they  were  kept,  she  liad 
procured  them,  and  placed  then  over  her  other  apparel,  so  that  she  presented  rather 
a  gorgeous  appearance  as  she  stepped  forward  to  take  her  place  in  the  seat  of 
authority  that  had  been  placed  for  her. 

*'  Silence  !''  cried  ths  abbess,  after  rather  a  long  pause.  "  Havs  you  prayed  ?" 
'*  We  have,"  said  all  the  nuns. 

**  Sisters,  have  you  remembered  the  sinner  in  vour  prayers  ?' 
"  We  have." 

*'  Do  you  think,  sisters,  that  in  the  time  which  is  to  come,  and  which  will  be 
without  end,  she  will  find  favour  ?" 
"  She  will." 
••  That  is  well.    We  Would  have  it  so  from  the  bottom  of  our  hearta,"  | 
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An  old  nun  now  stepped  forward  from  the  rest,  and  kneeling  at  the  feet  of  the 
abbess,  she  said —  I 

jj         "Holy  mother,    it   is   true  that  the  sinner  shall  find  peace  and  mercy  in  the  f 
•  !    world  which  is  to   come,  through  the  intercession  of  the  church;  but  that  state  ; 
can  only  arise  after  she  has  passed  the  bar  of  human  justice." 
•'What  would  you  have  ?"  said  the  abbess. 
"  Her  triai;^* 
"Whose  trial?" 

"  The  novice,  Frances."  ,  ^ 

"  Be  it  so." 

Kow,  all  this  was  repeated  in  such  a  style  that  it  was  quite  evident  to  Claude 
Duval  and  his  friends  that  it  was  nothing  in  the  world  but  a  regularly  established 
farce  ;  so  that  when  one  of  the  nuns  or  novices  was  tried  for  any  offence,  real  or 
supposed,  the  abbess  should  be  able  to  say  that  she  had  been  called  upon  by 
all  the  sisterhood,  in  full  chapter  assembled,  to  take  that  course. 

When  the  abbess  had  said,  "  Be  it  bo/'   th«  old  nun  rose  from  her  knees,  and  f 
retired  among  the  sisters. 

After  a  few  moments'  thought,  then,  the  abbess  gave  out  the  words  of  a  kind 
of  hymn  of  praise,  which  was  sung  in  the  space  of  about  three  minutes  by 
the  nuns  ;  and  then,  as  the  echo  of  the  voices  died  away,  she  said — 

"  Bring  the  culprit  hither." 

There  was  a  considerable  stir  among  some  of  the  old  nuns  now,  and  then 
about  half  a  dozen  of  them  started  upon  the  errand  in  search  of  her  whom  the 
abbess  was  pleased  at  that  early  stage  of  the  proceedmgs  to  call  the  culprit, 
although  professed  only  to  be  sitting  there  to  try  her  for  alleged  offences. 

During  this  pause  in  the  proceedings  Claude  Duval  took  the  opportunity  of 
asking  Alicia  if  she  knew  a  novice  by  the  name  of  Frances. 

"Oh,  yes,"  she  replied.  "She  is  a  beautiful  young  girl,  and  has  only  been 
in  the  convent  about  a  month." 

"What  is  her  age?'* 

»•  Not  exceeding  sixteen,  I  shculd  say,  and  she  has  the  greatest  dislike  to  a 
conventual  life,  and  has  expressed  as  much," 

"  How  came  she  here,  then?' 

"  She  has  been  forced  here  by  her  fricnda,  being  originally  deceived  into  the 
idea  that  it  was  a  boarding  school/* 

"Then  her  offence  for  which  she  is  about  to  be  tried  is,  no  doubt,  just  for 
expressing  a  dislike  to  the  convent  ?" 

"  Oh,  no—no  I" 

'*  No  ?    What  else  can  she  have  done  ?" 

"  Something  that  you  will,  no  doubt,  hear  alleged  against  her,  whether  it 
be  true  or  not ;  but  that  h  not  the  offence.  If  that  were  to  make  a  high  causa 
of,  the  lady  abbess  would  have  nothing  in  the  world  to  to  but  to  hold  chapters 
for  the  trial  of  all  the  novices  in  the  convent." 

"  And  the  nuns — do  they  never  grow  uceasy  ?" 

"Yes  ;  but  the  punishment  of  anything  in  the  way  of  apparent  repentance  of 
having  taken  the  vows  to  which  they  would  be  subjected  is  so  severe,  that  they 
are  terrified  into  silence  ;  and  after  a  long  time  the  mind  gets  vitiated  and 
habituated  to  this  sort  of  life,  and  from  weeping  and  wailing  in  secret  over  their 
own  sufferines,  they  get  to  take  a  pleasure  in  inflicting  them  upon  others." 

"No  doubt." 

"  Claude— Claude,"  said  Turpin,  "  come  to  the  erating  here— come  now." 

Claude  hastily  applied  bis  eye  to  the  wire  gauze  once  again,  and  he  heard  a 
great  shuffling  noise  in  the  immediate  vicinity  of  the  chapel  as  he  did  so. 

A  door  in  the  wall  was  flung  open,  and  then  the  old  nuns  who  had  left  to  seek 
her  whom  the  abbess  had  called  the  culprit  ma'le  their  appearance,  dragging  somi 
one  with  them. 

"  Help  !     Oh,  ha%''e  mercy  upon  me  !"  cried  a  voice* 
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Claude  £)uvai  felt  the  hot  blood  ot  indignation  rise  to  his  face,  and  he  placed 
his  hand  upon  the  door  of  the  confessional. 

**Hold,"  whispered  Jack. 

"  But  can  I  hear  this  i" 

**  Yea.  Wait  a  bit.  Remember  that  we  have  it  in  our  power,  at  any  momenf^ 
to  step  forward  to  the  rebasje  of  the  young  gill.'* 

"Yes;  but " 

'•  Nay,  Claude,  be  patient  ret  awhile." 

*•  I  will  try  to  be  so.*' 

The  old  nuns  dragged  into  the  chapel  a  young  and  beautiful  girl,  whose  long 
hair  hung  down  to  her  waist,  and  one  of  the  old  hags  had  a  mass  of  it  twisted 
round  her  hand,  with  which  she  gave  the  poor  girl  such  tugs  that  it  was  a  wonder 
she  did  not  pull  that  quantity  out  by  the  roots. 

The  other  old  nuns  followed  and  sept  striking  her  severe  blows  about  the  head, 
neck,  and  shoulders. 

"  On—on,"  cried  the  hag  that  had  hold  of  the  girl  by  the  hair.  *'  Come  on, 
vvretch— come  on,  heretic  !     Ha — ha  !    I  have  you !" 

"  Kelease  me — oh,  release  me  !  I  will  follow'  you  if  it  be  to  death,  but  do  not 
torture  me  thus!'* 

"  I  will  torture  you,  you  wretoh.  So,  you  think  because  you  have  a  pretty 
face  that  you  won't  stay  in  the  canvent,  do  you  V* 

"  Mercy — mercy !" 

"  Take  that,  and  that." 

The  old  hag  tugged  at  the  yottog  girl's  hair  as  she  spoke,  and  Claude  said,  in  a 
whisper — 

"Jack,  get  your  head  on  ont  side." 

"  What  for  ?" 

*•  I  am  going  to  shoot  that  old  devil." 

"No— no.     Look!" 

Goaded  at  last  to  desperation  by  the  suffering  she  endured  and  the  torments 
of  the  old  nun,  the  young  girl  rushed  forward  and  sent  her  sprawling  upon  the 
pavement  of  the  chapel,  against  which  her  head  came  with  an  ominous  sort  of 
crack. 

The  old  hag,  to  try  to  save  Wnelf,  let  go  of  the  hair  of  the  young  girl,  who, 
thus  being  free  for  a  moment,  bounded  forward,  and  koeelmg  at  the  feet  of  the 
lady  abbess,  she  cried — 

*'  Madam,  you  are  the  superior  ef  this  convent,  and  your  word  is  law.  If  I 
have  done  anything  for  which  you  fael  that  you  have  a  right  to  punish  rac,  let  me 
hear  what  it  is,  but  do  not  sit  there  and  suffer  me  to  be  ill-treated  by  these  persons 
whom  I  both  hate  and  despise." 

The  abbess  looked  coldly  at  the  young  girl. 

"The  sisters  of  the  convent  are  not,''  she  said,  "to  be  hated  and  despised." 

*' Yes,  if  thevare  hateful,  and  if  thev  do  despicable  things." 

"Silence!"  * 

The  novice  rose  from  her  kneeling  posture  and  looked  around  her  with  dis- 
dain upon  her  countenance,  and  Claude  Duval,  as  he  looked  at  her,  thought  her 
certainly  the  sweetest  creature  of  her  age  that  he  had  ever  seen, 

"  Let  me  kill  her—let  me  kill  her  I"  cried  a  voice. 

At  the  same  moment  the  old  hag  who  had  had  the  tumble  upon  the  cold  and 
hard  pavement  of  the  chapel,  half  blinded  b^'  her  rage  and  her  dishevelled  locks, 
made  a  rush  at  the  novice,  but  tke  young  girl  dexterously  slipped  aside,  and  the 
hag,  unable  to  stop  herself,  or  really  sot  seeing  where  she  was  going,  flew  right 
in  the  abbess's  face  and  imprinted  half  a  dozen  territele  long  scratches  upon  her, 
to  the  great  danger  of  her  eyes,  at  the  same  time  that  she  cuffed  her  about  the 
ears  with  the  other  hand  in  a  most  vicious  manner. 

The  abbess  was  so  completely  taken  by  surprise,  and  confounded  hy  the 
sudden  character  of  this  attack,  that  she  had  got  all  the  worst  of  it  before  she 
could  recover  herself  sufficiently  to  resist  it.    Then,  with  a  shriek  of  rage  ^And 


Ji 


GENTLEMANlAClTroU,  LIFE  ON  THE  ROAD.  1545 


pain,  she  laid  hold  of  the  hag  by  the  throat  rnd  dashed  her  to  the  floor,  an«1 
kicked  and  struck  her  with  such  ardour,  that  sense  or  life  seemed  to  leave  the  old 
wnraan,  and  she  lay  passive  and  covered  wiih  blood  al  the  feet  of  the  revengeful 
abbess. 


FP..\KCr-S    1  ROUOHT    pEFORE    THE    Alllir.SS    ON    A    CU.MiCT.    OF   HERESY. 

I  CSTAPTKR  CCCi.XXVr. 

THE    rOOM    OF   THE    YOUNG    NOVICE    IS    PRONOUNCED. 

i       ^uis  most  infurirtte  encounter  between  the   abbess  and  the  oH  hnz-    'U.o   la;     i 
i:r..  d  the  novice,  Frances,  so  ill,  wa3  so  delightful  to  Claude  Duval  and  his  frienas  j  j 
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hat  they  actaally  danceed  again  while  it  was  going  on,  and  Claude   himself  had 
he  greatest  difficulty  to  prevent  himself  from  calling  out  in  a  loud  voice — 

"  Bravo — bravo  !" 

Prudence,  however,  and  a  desire  to  hear  what  might  further  take  place, 
restrained  him,  so  he  listened  and  watched  the  proceedings  in  the  chapel  with 
still  greater  interest  than  before. 

The  wild  rage  of  the  abbess  was  such  that  it  was  some  time  before  she  could 
command  her  voice  to  speak,  and  when  she  did  it  was  more  in  a  scream  than  in 
any  other  sort  of  tone. 

"  Is  the  wretch  dead  ?     Is  she  dead  ?"  she  cried. 

As  she  spoke,  she  jumped  upon  the  body  of  the  old  nun  again,  and  evidently 
very  much  enjoyed  the  doing  so. 

The  other  nuns  looked  aghast  at  all  this,  and  then,  with  one  accord,  they  called 
out  in  reply — 

*'  Dead — dead  !     Yes,  she  is  dead.*' 

The  abbess  sunk  back  into  her  chair  again,  and  applied  her  handkerchief  to 
the  long  bleeding  scratches  in  her  face,  and  then,  in  a  quiet  tone,  she  said— 

"  And  you  all  stood  by  and  saw  me  thus  treated.  Yes,  none  of  yau  moved 
an  inch." 

They  all  dropped  on  their  knees,  and  were  beginning  some  sort  of  lamenta- 
tion ;  but  the  abbess,  by  an  impressive  gesture,  stopped  them,  saying— 

•*  Peace — peace,  I  say  !     Be  still." 

They  all  rose. 

"Take  this  wretch,"  added  the  abbess,  pointing  to  the  insensible  form  of  the 
old  hag — '•  take  this  wretch,  and,  whether  she  be  alive  or  dead,  cast  her  through 
the  bishop's  tomb  into  the  vault." 

Even  the  old  nuns  looked  at  each  other,  and  shuddered. 

*'.Do  my  bidding,  or  woe  be  to  you  all !"  cried  the  abbess. 

It  was  evident  that  they  did  not  consider  this  an  idle  threat,  or  as  one  that 
could  with  any  degree  of  safety  be  disregarded,  for  they  advanced,  and  lifted  the 
body  of  the  old  nun  from  the  floor. 

"Away  with  her  !"  shouted  the  abbess.  "Away  with  her,  and  let  me  never 
look  upon  her  hideous  face  again." 

The  nuns  lifted  the  hag,  and  as  they  did  so,  she  showed  some  slight  signs  of 
returning  consciousness;  but  they  all  bore  her  to  the  tomb,  which  covered  the 
opening  to  the  vaults,  by  the  aid  of  which  Claude  Duval  and  his  party  had 
reached  the  chapel.  They  laid  her  upon  the  floor  at  full  length,  by  the  side  oi 
the  swinging  side  of  the  tomb. 

"Away  with  her!"  cried  the  abbess. 

They  kicked  her  against  the  swinging  board,  and  in  another  moment  she  was 
gone ! 

This  was,  in  sober  and  plain  truth,  rather  an  awkward  slate  of  affairs  to  have 
to  contend  against.  Claude  Duval  hardly  felt  satisfied  not  to  interfere  while 
murder  was  going  on  before  his  very  face  in  this  sort  of  way  ;  and  yet  as  the 
mischief  was  all  confined  to  those  with  whom  he  could  not  have  any  special 
sympathy,  he  did  not  like  to  step  forth,  and  say — "  1  will  put  a  stop  to' this." 

T  he  nuns,  when  ihey  had  pushed  the  body  of  the  old  hag  through  the  opening 
in  the  vaulted  roof,  stood  for  a  few  moments  listening.  There  was  then  a  strange 
wailing  noise  as  the  platform  descended  with  her,  and  then  there  was  a  piercing 
shriek  ! 

The  nuns  started. 

*'  She  was  alive  !"  cried  the  abbess,  as  she  clapped  her  hands  together  in  joy 
at  the  thought,  for  from  that  fact  she  considered  her  triumph  and  her  revenge 
to  be  all  the  greater.     "She  was  alive  !     Ha!  ha  1  she  was  alive!" 

"  She  was,"  said  the  nuns. 

"  'Tis  well — oh,  'tis  very  well !  Now  she  will  suffer,  and  may  she  feel  the 
weight  of  my  greatest  curse  !" 

"Amen  1"  said  the  nuns. 
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"Come  now,  sisters,"  said  the  abbess,  *'  come  to  me,  and  let  us  forget  the 
wretch,  of  whom  we  are  so  well  rid,  while  we  proceed  to  investigate  the  crimes 
of  the  novice  now  before  us.     Come  hither!  come  hither!" 

The  thought  that  she  would  be  so  fully  and  so  amply  revenged  upon  the  old 
hag  who  had  scratched  and  buffeted  her  at  such  a  ra:e  seemed  to  give  the  lady 
abbess  pleasure  sufficient  to  obliterate  for  the  moment  the  sense  of  the  injuries 
she  had  received,  and  she  had  spoken  la  much  of  her  usual  tone  of  voice. 

The  nuns,  m  pursuance  of  the  orders  they  received,  again  collected  iu  a  half 
circle  round  the  abbess,  and  the  young  prisoner,  looking  pale  and  anxious,  for 
she  fully  expected  death,  stood  in  the  centre  of  them,  and  facing  the  abbess. 

A  kind  of  established  form  was  now  proceeded  with  in  the  accusation  of  the 
young  novice,  for  the  ai^bess  pointing  to  her,  said — 

"  Who  is  this  V 

"A  novice  of  the  convent,"  sail  one  of  the  nuns. 

'•  Her  name  ?" 

"  Child  Frances.'* 

The  novices  generally  were  called  child  so-and-so,  whatever  their  names  might 
be,  and  the  nuns  were  called  sisters, 

"  Why  is  fche  here  f" 

"  For  sin  committed." 

"  Is  this  so  ?" 

"No!"  said  Frances. 

"  She  says  no  i" 

"  But  she  ought  to  sa}',  yes.  It  is  the  devil  that  has  whispered  to  her  to  say 
no  to  the  charge." 

"Alas!"  said  the  abbess,  "  unhappy  girl !  why  do  you  not  at  once  and 
heartily  confess  your  great  sia,  and  unon  your  knees  ask  for  the  forgiveness  t;f 
the  church,  and  of  us?  It  might  be  then  that  your  punishment  wou'd  not  be  so 
very  severe;  but  if  you  are  obstinate,  there  is  no  saying  how  far  the  saints  may 
\vi:jh  us  to  go  against  you." 

'"  With  what  am  1  charged  ?"  said  the  young  girl.  "  What  is  the  meaning  of 
ail  this  ?  'i'eli  me  what  it  is  you  charge  me  with  doing  that  I  had  uot  the  most 
perfect  right  in  the  world  to  do  ?*' 

"  iSilence  !  you  are  a  prisoner." 

'*  Alas !  I  know  it.  1  have  been  ever  since  I  set  foot  within  this  dreadful 
place." 

"  That  is  contumaciousness,"  said  a  nun. 

"  It  is,"  said  the  abbess  ;  "  but  we  will  proceed,  not  heeding  it  just  now.  It 
seems  to  me  that  the  charge  against  you,  is  this." 

As  she  spoke,  she  took  a  written  paper  from  her  bosom,  and  handed  it  to  oue 
of  the  nuns,  who  in  a  drawling  tone  read  as  follows  from  it — 

"'This  certifies  that  Child  Frances  is  a  novice  in  this  holy  house,  and  that 
on  the  Wednesday  of  the  last  week,  instigated  by  the  devil,  she  threw  over  the 
wall  of  the  garden  a  certain  written  paper,  highly  to  the  injury  oi  the  suints 
and  the  Holy  Catholic  Church.'" 

"  You  hear.  Child  Frances  ?"  said  the  abbess.  *'  Tnat  is  the  accusation." 

"  I  do  hear." 

•  And  whut  have  you  to  say  to  ii  ?" 

"  You  know  well  what  I  have  to  say  to  it.  I  am  here  a  prisoner.  I  arn  kept 
here  against  my  will,  and  denying  the  right  of  every  one  so  to  imprison  me.  I 
say  that  1  have  the  right  to  do  all  1  can  to  obtain  ray  liberty." 

"  Is  that  yoar  answer  V 

"  It  is." 

"  Unhappy  girl !  you  know  not  what  you  say." 
T  "  I  do  know." 

"Peace — j)eace  !  Read  the  letter  which,  by  quite  a  miracle,  owing  to  the 
saints  being  continually  heaping   favours  upon   this   convent,  we   found  by  one 
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who  brought  it  to  me,  instead  of  carrying  it  to  any  heretic,  who  would,  no  doubt, 
have  made  use  of  it  against  us." 
The  nun  who  had  made  the  accusation  now  produced  another  note,  which  she 

read  as  follows : — 

J  "  •  This  is  addressed  "to  any  one  who  may  find  it,  and  who,  with  Christian  feel- 
ing, may  be  disposed  to  aid  the  writer.  My  name  is  Frances  Atherton,  and  I 
am  confined  againsl  my  will  in  the  convent  at  the  corner  of  the  lane — it  is  called 
Berrymead.  What  I  wish  is  that  the  finder  of  this  note  would  go  to  some 
magistrate  and  place  it  in  his  hands,  so  that  he  may  feel  it  to  be  his  duty,  as,  no 
doubt,  it  will  likewise  be  his  intention,  to  take  such  steps  as  will  release  me  from 
the  odious  and  unjust  imprionment  that  I  suffer. 

** '  May  Heaven  reward  you  for  aiding  me, 

"  '  Frances  Atherton.*  " 

"  Is  that  your  writing?"  asked  the  superior  of  the  novice. 

"It  is." 

•'And  what  were  your  expectations  consequent  upon  that  being  found?'* 

*•  My  expectations  were  what  I  mention  in  it." 

'•  Wretch  !" 

"The  wretclies  are  those  who  forced  me,  io  self  defence,  to  write  it,  and  who 
now  msult  me  for  so  doing." 

*•  Ha — ha!  you  are  bold.'* 
:   "  i  am." 

•'  And  yet  you  are  here.** 

••And  yet,  as  you  say,  madam,  I  am  here.  You  think  that  I  am  in  your 
power,  but  surely  heavtn  will  not  look  down  upon  us  all  this  day  and  suffer  me  to 
be  saciificed." 

♦'  You  will  see." 

"  I  hope  so,  and  that  the  seeing  will  consist  of  some  aid  coming  to  me.'* 
■    ,*' Holy  sisters,"  said   the   superior,    "you   have  heard  the  accusation  against 
thiiB  Child  Frances,  and  you  have  heard  that  she  admits   her   guilt.     What  say 
you—  is  she  a  guilty  one,  tr  is  common-sense  and  light  a  delusion  ?** 

"Guilty!"  < 

••'lis  well." 

The  whole  of  the  nuns  had  spoken  at  once,  and  the  echo  of  their  voices  had  a 
strange  effect  in  the  old  chapel.  Poor  Frances  seemed  hardly  able  to  support 
herself,  and  the  courage  with  which  she  had  hitherto  spuken  and  borne  her 
tiial  appeared  to  be  giving  way.  She  turned  very  pale,  and  as  her  eye  ran  over 
the  array  of  countenances  around  her  she  could  see  no  glance  of  compassion  in 
any  of  them. 

Then  sh  looked  at  the  abbess  who  was  in  deep  thought,  with  her  head 
resting  upon  her  hands,  or  who  afllected  to  be  so  and  assumed  that  position. 

"Madam,"  said  Frances,  •"madam?" 

"Goon." 

*'  I  cannot  see  that  my  offence  is  one  that  is  not  so  natural  that  your  own 
sense  of  justice  must  acquit  me  of  any  frailty.  What  would  you  do  if  you  were 
a  prisoner  anywhere  ?  What  would  you  do  but  try  all  manner  of  means  in 
order  to  effect  your  escape,  if  possible?" 

*' Peace!" 

The  abbess  looked  up,  and  there  was  such  an  awful  expression  upon  her  face 
that  even  some  of  the  oldest  nuns  started  back  a  pace  or  two  and  regarded  her 
with  terror  as  they  guessed  what  was  coming. 

"Sisters!"  said  the  abbess. 

They  all  very  reverently  bowed  their  heads. 

*'  Sisters!"  she  said  again,  •' it  is  necessary  in  this  convent  that  some  terrible 
example  should  be  made  " 

**  Amen  !*'  said  the  nuns. 
I  *'  The  spirit  of  disaffection  and  of  dissatisfaction  is  abroad,"  continaed  the 
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abbess,  "and  it  must  be  checked.      The  saints  have     'lispered  counsel  to  me, 
and  the  sentence  I  now  pass  upon  the  culprit  here  before  us  is  theirs,  not  mine." 

•'Amen!" 

"  Bring  the  feather  couches  !'* 
ff  There  was  a  movement  among  the  nuns  as  though  a  shock  of  electricity  had 
passed  through  them  all.  • 

*•  Bring  the  fealher  couches  !**  said  the  abbess  again. 

**  Amen!"  said  one. 

The  rest  struck  their  breasts,  and  then  all  said — "Araen!"  Half  a  dozen  of 
them  left  the  chapel,  and  Frances  looked  about  her  with  an  unknown  dread,  for 
she  did  not  know  what  fetching  the  feather  couches  really  meant,  and  in 
Dvhat  way  they  concerned  her. 

In  the  course  of  five  minutes  the  nuns  who  had  left  the  chapel  came  back, 
bearing  with  them  two  large  fealher  beds.  One  of  them  they  laid  exactly  at  the 
feet  of  the  abbess,  Bnd  flattened  it  out.  The  other  they  then  laid  by  the  side  of 
the  first  one,  and  likewise  flattened  it  out. 

*•  What  is  the  meaning  of  this  ?'*  said  Frances. 

**  You  will  soon  knew,"  said  one  of  the  nuns. 

•*  Silence  f**  cried  the  abbess. 

*•  But  this  is  absurd,*'  said  Frances.  "  I  protest  against  any  punishment 
which  you  would  seek  to  inflict  upon  me,  and  1  bid  you  beware  of  the  conse- 
quences.    If  there  be  law  and  justice  in  England,  you  will  hear  of  it." 

"  Peace,  girl  !     Peace,  I  say  1" 

"  I  will  not  hold  my  peace,  and  so  seem  to  submit  to  your  capricious  and  un- 
feeling dictates.     I  will  not  !" 

•'  Seize  her,  and  bind  her  !" 

The  nuns  made  a  rush  at  the  young  novice,  and  held  her  arms. 


CHAPITER  CCCLXXVH. 

DETAILS    THE   PROJECTED    MURDER  AT   THE    OLD    CONVENT. 

If  Frances,  the  young  novice,  was  surprised  at  the  rather  singular  prepara- 
tions that  were  being  made,  and  in  which  she  was  evidently  tlie  prmcipal  person 
concerned,  Claude  Duval  and  his  friends  were  not  less  so. 

With  very  great  interest,  because  all  the  proceedings  were  very  new  and  very 
strange,  they  had  listened  to  the  mockery  of  a  trial  that  had  taken  pla^e  in  the 
chapel;  Luit  what  was  to  be  done  with  the  two  feather  beds  that  the  abbeas  had 
sent  for  was  beyond  their  ability  to  conjecture. 

"Dick?"  whispeted  Claude. 

"  Yes,  Claude  ?'* 

••  What  do  you  think  of  this  ?" 

•*  I  don't  know  what  to  think.  It  gets  the  better  of  me  altogether.  Have 
you  any  idea  nbout  its  raesning  ?** 

"Not  the  least," 

**  Let's  wait,  then,  quietly." 

••  Be  it  so  ;  but  upon  the  least  evidence  of  any  real  danger  to  that  young  girl, 
it  seems  to  me  now  that  we  must  risk  everything,  and  show  ourselves.  Do  you 
agree  to  that,  all  of  you  ?" 

•*  We  do — we  do  !'*  they  all  said. 

*' Very  well,  then  ;  will  you  leave  it  to  me  to  say  when  the  interference  is  to 
be  undertaken?  I  do  not  ask  from  any  feeling  of  vanity,  but  just  because  it 
must  be  left,  you  know,  to  some  one." 

*•  We  leave  all  to  you,"  said  Mr.  Field. 

Both  Jacjc  and  Dick  concurred  in  this  by  a  few  short  words,  so  that  Claude 
Duval  felt  that  the  fate  of  the  young  novice  remained  ia  his  hands,  and  he  only 
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waited  before  actually  interfering  to  hear  what  extraordinary  villauy  the  lady 
abbess  was  going  to  give  utterance  to,  in  th2  shape  of  a  command, 

Thiev  had  not  to  wait  long  for  the  denouement  of  the  affair.     The   abbess  had 
for  some  few  minutes  affected  to  be  in  deep  thought,  or  prayer,  aguin  ;  and  then 
:  she  looked  up  with  -her  face  frightfully  pale,  save  where  the  red  streaks  of  the 
t  scratches  that  the  old  woman  who  had    been  tumbled  headlong  into  the  vaults 
jhad  given  her  shone  up  in  strong  relief,  and  said — 
"  Js  all  ready  ?" 
"  All  ready,"  said  the  nuns. 
"  l-ieady  for  what?"  cried  Frances. 
:      "  Bind  her." 

Some  one  of  the  nuns  produced  a  cord,  by  the  aid  of  w^hich  they  bound  the 
hands  of  Frances  behind  her,  so  that  it  was  out  of  the  question  that  she  could 
;  wake  any  effectual  resistance  to  what  they  were  about  to  do. 
i      *'  The  letter,"  said  the  abbess.     "  Where  is  it  ?" 

*'  Here,  holy  sister." 
I     The  letter  that  Frances  had  written  and  thrown  over  the  convent  wall  was 
handed  to  the  abbess,  who  thereupon  cast  it  upon  the  feather  bed  that  was  nearest 
to  her. 

*'  Place  her  there  !"  said  the  abbess. 

The  nuns  began  to  force  Frances  towards  the  bed,  but  she  cried  out  for  help,  and, 
pinioned  as  her  hands  were,  she  still  managed  to  give  them  a  i^ood  deal  of  trouble 
to  get  her  along.  By  dint  of  violence,  however,  they  were  pretty  sure  to  succeed, 
and  they  forced  her  to  the  side  of  the  bed. 

"  Help  !  help  !"  she  cried.     ''  Oh,  is  there  no  help  ?" 
"None!" 

"Oh,  is  this  possible,  that  of  all  here  there  is  not  one  human  heart  that 
can  feel  for  me  ?  What  is  it  you  would  do  ?  At  least,  tell  me  what  I  have  to 
expect." 

The  abbess  made  a  gesture  with  her  head,  and  the  nuns  flung  Frances  violently 
on  to  the  bed. 

"  No—no  !     Oh,  God !  mercy  !"  she  cried.     "  What  are  you  about  to  do  ?" 
The  abbess  made  another  gesture,  and  then  they  turned  her  over  on  to  herface, 
so  that  her  cries  were  partially  smothered.     Then  the  abbess  rose  to   her   feet, 
I  and  looking  like  a  demon,  and  speaking  with  what  we  might  we'l  suppose  would 
i  be  the  accent  of  one,  s'le  cried  out — 

I       "  Do  your  duty.     Quick— quick  !     Kill  her!  kill  her  !" 

I  Some  half  dozen  of  the  nuns  who  were  not  holding  the  novice  down  upon  the 
:  bed  nearest  to  the  abbess  lil'ted  the  other  one,  and  placed  it  upon  her  in  a  moment. 
!  A  smothered  shriek  came  from  the  girl. 

I  Jt  was  not  till  that  instant  of  time  that  Claude  Duval  felt  perfectly  sure  of 
j  what  they  were  about  to  do  ;  but  then  there  was  no  doubt  but  that  the  intention 
!  was  actually  to  smotlier  her  between  the  two  feather  beds. 

j  I  So  monstrous  an  act  might  well-stagger  any  one  who  saw  it  in  conteraphitlon; 
I  and  for  the  space  of  time  you  might  have  counted  four  in,  Claude  Duval  was 
I  petrified  w-ith  horror  and  amazement.  Then  with  one  dash  of  l\is  hand  he  flung 
!  the  door  of  the  confessional  wide  open,  and  with  a  spring  that  brought,  him  into 
I  the  mids';  of  the  nuns,  he  appeared  before  the  astonished  eyes  of  tl)e  abbess  and 
'  the  hags  of  nuns. 
J!     "  Hold,  wretches!"  he  shouted  in  a  voice  of  thunder.     "  Hold,  I  say  !     I  will 

not  see  this  vile  murder  done  1" 
I      Jack,  Dick  Turpin,  and  Mr.  Field,   were  by  his  side  now  in  a  moment,  and 
I  they  each  had  a  "pistol  in  their  hands  ready  for  use. 

I       It  would  be  quite  impossible  for  any  pen  to    adequately  describe   the  con- 
sternation of  the  abbess  and  the  nuns  at  the  unexpected  appearance  in  the  midst 
I  of  them  in  this  most  extraordinary  manner  of  four  well-armed  and  resolute  men. 
The  effect  for  the  moment  was  perfectly  overpowerinor. 

Before,  however,  the  abbess  or  any  one  could  speak,  or  even  had  time  to  think 
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of  what  to  do,  Claude  had  laid  hold  of  the  corner  of  the  upper  fealher-bed  and 
drawn  it  off  the  novice,  crying  out  as  he  did  so — 

"  Ivise,  Frances — rise  ;  you  are  saved  !  you  are  saved  !'* 

Tlie  young  girl  uttered  piercing  shrieks,  for  she  had  but  the  moment  before 
been  under  the  full  and  perfect  impression  that  she  was  doomed  to  the  horrible 
death  from  which  it  did  not  seem  possible  that  any  human  agency  coa'.d  now 
save  her. 

The  scene  of  confusion  that  ensued  was  positively  awful.  The  old  nuns  who 
had  assembled  at  the  call  of  their  villanous  abbess,  and  who  had  evidently  exulted 
ia  the  act  of  cruelty  and  murder  that  had  been  so  purposely  attempted  to  be 
carried  out  in  all  its  horrors,  fled  along  the  chapel  in  all  directions. 

At  6rst,  Dick  Turpin  was  for  intercepting  them  ia  their  flight,  but  Claude 
Daval  called  out  him — 

"  Let  the  hags  go,  Dick — let  them  go." 
*'  Yes,"  said  Jack,  '*  and  a  good  riddance  too.* 

The  few  lights  that  had  cast  some  sort  of  radiance  upon  the  scene  were,  with 
one  exception,  knocked  down  and  extinguished,  and  when  Claude  Duval,  after 
placing  Frances  in  the  arms  of  Jack,  made  a  sprhig  over  the  two  beds  that  were 
on  the  floor,  in  order  to  catch  hold  of  the  abbess,  for  he  thought  it  expedient 
to  take  her  prisoner,  at  all  events,  he  found  that  it  was  not  so  easy  a  thing  to  do 
as  he  had  anticipated. 

With  a  scream  of  rage,  such  as  might  well  have  come  from  the  throat  of 
some  wild  animal  from  whom  its  prey  had  been  but  nearly  snatched,  the  abbess 
produced  from  somewhere  in  her  apparel,  where  she  had  it  hidden,  a  dagger,  and 
just  as  Claude  Duval  was  upon  the  point  of  seizing  her  by  the  arm,  she  raised  it, 
and  made  a  plunge  at  his  heart  with  it,  crying  out  as  she  did  so— 

"  Wretch  !  take  the  reward  of  your  interference.  Death — death,  at  least,  to 
you  !  and  then,  let  who  will  take  my  life,  I  shall,  at  least,  feel  that  I  am 
avenged." 

It  was  fortunate  that  the  flash  of  the  keen  and  highly-polished  blade  of  the 
dagger  shone  in  the  eyes  of  Claude  Duval  for  a  moment ;  and  he  was  able  to 
swerve  on  one  side,  so  that  the  blade  only  inflicted  a  slight  wound  6n  his 
shoulder. 

This  swerving,  though,  had  the  effect  of  freeing  the  abbess  from  the  slight  hold 
he  had  got  of  her ;  and  so,  without  pausing  there  a  moment  to  see  if  she  had 
inflicted  any  serious  injary  upon  him  or  not,  she  dropped  the  dagger,  and  turn- 
ing, she  flew  up  the  steps  of  the  altar,  and  disappeared  behind  it  in  a  moment. 

Claude  Duval  heard  the  snap  of  the  spring  of  the  little  secret  door  at  the  back 
of  the  altar  in  a  moment;  and  he  did  not  doubt  but  that  she  had  taken  good  care 
to  fasten  it  on  the  other  side. 

"  Are  you  hurt,  Claude  ?"  said  Dick. 

"Oh,  no—no." 

"  But  she  has  escaped  ?" 

"Never  mind  her  ;  let  her  go.  It  would  have  been  a  very  difficult  matter  to 
know  what  to  do  with  her  if  1  had  taken  her  prisoner;  so,  after  all,  perhaps  it  is 
better  that  she  has  realiy  got  away.     Where  are  the  nuns  ?" 

"  Oh,  they  have  all  disappeared  somewhere.** 

"  Then  we  are  masters  of  the  field  of  battle,  1  suppose  ?** 

"  It  looks  like  it,  certainly.  No  one  seems  to  be  here  to  dispute  a  supremacy.** 

"Victory!  victory!"  cried  Claude. 

Hearing  the  cry  of  victory  from  the  lips  of  Claude  Duval,  the  young  novice 
stepped  forward  from  the  confessional,  and  with  eager  joy  embraced  Frances, 
who  really  was  so  much  astonished  and  bewildered  by  what  had  taken  place 
that  she  looked  around  her,  as  if  she  feared  that,  after  all,  the  seeming  deliverance 
that  she  had  had  from  the  murderous  abbess  would  turn  out  to  be  oothing  but  a 
delusion, 

"  You  are  saved !— you  are  saved,  Frances  l"  said  Alicia.  *'  Do  you  not  know 
that  you  are  saved  from  death  V 


.) 


^ 


i         1552  GENTLEMAN  JACK. 


"  Are  you  Alicia  ?" 

"Yes;  and  hero  is  Helen.     Do  you  not  know  us  V* 

"Oh,  yes—yea!" 

The  young  girl  could  control  her  feelings  no  longer,  but  burst  into  a  complete 
passion  of  tears,  so  that  they  had  great  difficulty  in  calming  her  at  all. 

'*  Never  mind  her  tears,**  said  Jack.  '*  You  may  depend  upon  it  that  there  is 
nothing  that  will  recover  her  more  rapidly  and  readily  than  they," 

"  Yes,"  said  Claude  ;  "  let  her  weep." 

Dick  Turpin  now  set  about  lighting  one  or  two  of  the  other  lights  about  the 
chapel ;  for  they  were  in  such  a  state  of  semi'darkness,  that  he  feared  the  old 
nuns  or  the  abbess  might  thiqk  it  a  good  opportunity  of  attempting  to  do  them 
some  sort  of  mischief. 

'•  What  are  you  about,  Dick  ?"  said  Claude.  "  Don't  make  such  an  illumi- 
nation." 

*•  I  am  afraid  of  being  left  in  the  dark,"  said  Dick.  •'  If  they  found  we  had 
only  one  light,  perhaps  it  would  not  seem  to  them  a  very  difficult  thing  to  find 
some  means  of  putting  it  out ;  but  if  there  are  half  a  dozen  it  will  be  quite 
a  different  affair.  There,  now,  I  think  we  shall  be  able  to  see  what  we  are 
about." 

The  candles  burnt  up  quickly,  and  as  they  did  so,  they  shone  upon  rather  a 
strange  scene  in  that  chapel. 

There  was  Claude  Duval  and  his  friends,  and  there  was  young  Mr.  Field,  and 
theie  was  Alicia  and  the  two  novices  and  Frances,  who  still  could  hardly  believe 
the  evidence  of  her  own  senses  to  the  effect  that  she  was  free,  although  she  had 
left  off  weeping. 

Upon  the  floor  were  the  two  mattresses  that  had  been  brought  into  the  chapel 
for  the  horrible  purpose  of  committing  one  of  the  most  hideous  of  murders, 
and  beside  them  lay,  here  and  there,  a  veil  and  a  rosary,  which  the  old  nuns 
had  dropped  in  their  flight,  as  they  made  so  hasty  a  retreat  from  the  place. 

Close  to  the  steps  of  the  altar,  too.  was  the  seat  of  judgment  which  the  abbess 
had  occupied  during  the  mock  trial  of  Frances  ;  and  there  lay,  too,  the  dagger 
with  which  at  the  last  moment  she  had  tried  to  take  the  life  of  Duval. 

"Well,"  said  Dick  Turpin  as  he  looked  around  him,  «  I  think,  Claude,  that 
this  is  about  our  most  curious  adv  enture." 

"It  is,  Dick." 

**  Never  mind  that,"  said  Jack.     **  Let  us  go.** 

**  You  are  right  Jack,  we  will  go  at  once,  for  we  have  those  now  in  our  care 
whom  we  ought  to  take  out  of  the  danger  of  this  place  as  quickly  as  possible." 

With  these  words,  Claude  Duval  approached  Frances,  and  spoke  kindly  to  her 
Baying— 

"  You  are  now  quite  safe  from  the  abbess,  and  your  life  will  be  protected  by 
ours.  What  I  wish  to  know  of  you  is,  if  you  are  strong  enough  and  sufficiently 
recovered  from  the  shock  you  must  have  received  to  leave  this  place," 

**  Oh,  yes— yes.    It  is  the  staying  here  that  will  drive  me  mad." 


;  CHAPTER  CCCLXXVIIL 

j        DBNNIS   TRIES    AN   EXPERIMENT  ON  THE   CREDULITY   OP  HUMAN   NATXTRB.  ;    j 

i  .    { I 

I     *'  We  are  all  ready,"  said  Alicia,     **  Let  us  go  at  once."  1 1 

Frances  rose  from  the  breast  of  Alicia,  upon  which  she  had  been  reposing,  and     1 ! 
approaching  Claude  Duval,  she  placed  both  her  hands  upon  his  arm,  saying— 

•'  You  have  saved  me,  sir,  from  such  a  death  as  is  truly  horrible  to  think  of. 
Will  you,  oh,  will  you  teach  me  how  to  thank  you !" 
I      **  I  am  more  than  thanked." 
I      ••  No,  no.    If  all  my  life  I  were  to  try  to  do  you  kindness— if  I  pray  for  you 


■y  ta?; 
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while  I  have  breath  to  do  so,  I  cannot  hope  to  repay  this   great,  this  deep  and 

-^'"Iprt'y'youTo''8ay  no  more  about  it,"  said  Claude.  -Jt  is  of  little  moment,  I 

assure  vou.    Don't  speak  of  it."  ,         ..       _^«««<«rrT 

Frances  was  really  a  very  beautiful  girl,  and  ^^  ,^as  by  quite  a  momentarv 

impulse  nov.,  and  with  perfect  innocence  of  purpose,;  that  Claude  Duval  placed 

his  arm  for  a  moment  around  her  and^kissed  her.  ] 


"  As  a  dear  sister,"  he  said,  **  I  thus 
salute  you." 

'♦  You  will,  then,  let  me  think  of  you 
as  a  brother?" 

"Yes,  if  you  will." 

•'  Ah,  I  will,  indeed  ;  and  where  in 
all  the  world  is  there  a  brother  coequal 
to  you?" 

•*  Now  for  it,  Claude,"  [said  1  Jack, 
rather  impatiently.  ♦*  This  is  the  way 
to  the  chapel  door,  I  think.'* 

Claude  turned  in  the  direction  that 
Jack  intimated,  but  before  they  could 

"  Oh.  bedad     and  isn  t  h>s  the  joy  ou  ^^  ^^ ,  ^^^  ^^^^^,^  j  b,e„  gnev 

master,  or  don  t  U     Oh,  the  ^"'"'^  ,"'  6       ,„  |,ft  ;„  „«  head  wid  crying.    Oh, 

property  in  ould  Ireland  again,  now  th^t  I  ^^^ J^^' 'jf -^^^^      the'reader,  from  his 
L  4th  this  congratulatory  s^^^^^^^^^^^  3, 'good   an 

previous  knowledge  of  Dennis  sproce^^^^   ^^^^  ^^^.^^  ^^^  ^^^^^^  ^^^  ^^  ^^^ 

opinion,  Dennis  had  the  impuaence  ^^  to  "  and  as  if  he  had  only  to  make 

dSwn  the  steps  of  it  as  if  nothing  were  at  ^"  7'  ^^  ^"^^'^V  t^  agam 

a  few  professions  of  regard  for  his  master  and  his  ir.  ends  to  put  mm         g 

upon  capital  terms  with  him.  r 

«' Why,  it's  Dennis,"  said  Dick. 
«  Dennis,  by  all  that's  abominable!"  said  Mr.  Field. 
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j      "Yes,  sir/*  said  Dennis,  "it  is,  sure  enough,  youi'  own  faithful  Dennis,  who 
I  is  willing,  the  saints  be  praised,  to  follow  you,  sir,  to  life  or  death." 

*'  Of  the  latter  proposition  I  have  no  doubt,"  said  Mr,  Field. 
!       *'Many  thanks  to  you,  sir,  for  not  doubting  your  faithful  Dennis,  and,  bedad! 
:  DOW  I  look  about  me,  here  are  all  our  old  friends,  sir.     Oh,  then,  it's  the  joy  of 
my  heart,  that  is  ready  to  come  right  out  of  my  eyes,  sir,  and  to  go  rolling  down 
my  nose  and  my  cheeks,  to  see  you  wid  such  a  good  company,  sir." 
Claude  looked  at  Dick  and  Jack,  and  they  both  looked  at  him,  and  then  Duval 
I  said — 

"  Can  impudence  go  further  than  this  ?" 
'*  Impossible,'*  said  Dick, 

"  Wait  a  bit,"  said  Jack,  "  there  is  some  plan  in  all  this.** 
"  Think  you  so  ?" 
"I  do,  indeed." 
"But  what?" 

"My  opinion  is,  that  this  rascal  is  sent  by  the  abbess." 
"  Ah  !'* 

*'  Yes  ;  so  it  will  be  just  as  well  to  look  to  him  well." 
/'  It  will— it  will.    Mr.  Field  ?" 
"  Yes,  my  friend  ?' 
'      Claude  Duval  whispered  his  suspicions  iu  Mr.  Field's  ear,  at  the  same  time 
advising  him  to  humour  Dennis  a  little,  in  order  to  get  out  of  him,  if  possible, 
what  was  the  diabolical  scheme  of  which  he  was  to  be  the  abject  tool, 
"I  will,"  said  Field.     "Well,  Dennis?'* 

"Yes,  your  honour?    Oh,  then,  it  gives  me  quite  a  joy  all  around  my  true, 
innocent  heart,  sir,  to  hear  you  speak  again  in  this  world," 
"  Come  here,  Dennis.'* 

"  Yes,  sir ;  it's  myself  that  will  come.     Oh,  the  holy !  oh——*' 
"  What's  the  matter  ?'* 

**  It*s  the  eyes  of  me  that  are  forced  to  go  on  winking  like  nothing  at  all,  at 
all,  at  the  sight  of  all  these  young  beauties,  sir.    Bedad  !  and  where,  sir,  did  all 
these  lovely  young  females,  sir,  come  from  ?'* 
"  Never  mind  that,  Dennis.     I  want  to  know  where  you  came  from  ?" 
"  Where  I  came  from,  sir  ?" 
"  Yes.'* 

"  Well,  sir,  I  thought  you  would  want  to  know." 
"  You  thought  right.'* 

"  Then,  sir,  I'm  mightily  glad  I  am  right,  sir ;  for  it  ain*t  often,  sir,  that  a  poor 
fellow  is  right  when  he  is  with  all  this  quality,  sir.** 
"But  how  came  you  here  ?"  said  Claude. 
"  How  came  I  here,  sir  ?'* 
*'Yes.** 

"  After  the  master,  sir  ;  at  the  same  time,  sir,  it*s  mighty  glad  I  am  to  see 
your  own  good-looking  face,  sir,  to  the  face.  And  it*s  a  fine  looking  man  you 
are,  sir.  Sure,  and  the  girls,  sir,  have  beenpulling  caps  about  you  where  you 
come  from,  sir,  no  doubt.  Master,  don't  you  think,  sir,  that  it  would  be  as  well 
to  get  out  of  this  place  ?" 

"  Better  than  well,  Dennis.     Can  you  show  us  the  way  ?" 
"  Well,  sir,  then  I  can." 
"  That's  it,"  whispered  Jack  to  Claude. 
"What?" 

"  He  will  lead  us  all  into  some  danger  by  order  of  the  abbess." 
**  Hush !" 

"Well,  Dennis,"  said  Mr.  Pield,  "  if  you  can  show  us  the  way  out  of  this 
place,  we  shall  be  much  indebted  to  jou." 

"  Well,  sir,  then,  it's  the  oddest  thing  in  the  whole  world,  sir,  that  I  can  do  so 
at  all— at  all;  but  you  see,  sir,  just  in  an  accidental  kind  of  way  I  do  know  tb« 
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way  out ;  and  if  you  will  all  follow  me,  ladies  and  gentlemen.  I  will  lead  you  fair 
and  easy  away." 

•'  Go  on,  Dennis."  * 

**  This  was,  sir— this  way.'* 

Dennis  went  to  a  corner  of  the  chapel,  and  opened  with  a  key  that  he  had  in 
his  hand  a  secret  door,  and  pointing  through  it,  he  said— 

"  Now,  sir,  pray  go  on— all  of  you  pray  go  on,  and  it's  myself  that  will  follow 
you,  sir." 

"  And  where  does  that  lead  to  ?'* 

"To  the  garden,  sir." 

**  Very  good,  then,  Dennis ;  vou  will  go  first." 

"  Me,  sir  ?" 

"Yes,  you." 

*'0h!  but,  sir,  where  would  be  my  manners  td  go  first,  sir,  I'd  like  to  be 
after  knowing  ?  Oh,  no,  sir,  it's  myself  that  will  follow  the  quality.  You  have 
nothing  to  do,  sir,  but  to  go  straight  on,  and  you  will  find,  the  saints  be  good  to 
us,  it's  all  right." 

Claude  whispered  to  Jack  and  Dick  ;  and  one  of  them  placed  himself  on  one 
side  of  Dennis,  and  the  other  on  the  other.  Claude  Duval  himself  stepped  up  to 
him  behind,  so  that  Dennis  was  environed  completely,  if  we  count  the  open  door 
as  one  side  of  the  four. 

"  Now,  Dennis,"  said  Claude,  "we  have  that  respect  for  you  that  we  insist 
upon  your  going  first." 

*'Me,  sir?" 

*'  Yes,  you.  So  you  had  better  go  at  once  without  any  farther  bother  about  it. 
We  will  follow  you." 

"But  it's  all  right,  sir." 

"  We  know  that,  and  so  we  will  follow  you.  Do  you  think  for  a  moment  that 
we  would  follow  you  if  it  were  not  all  right  V 

"  But,  sir,  I— that  is— you " 

V  Go  on,  Dennis." 

"  But,  sir — master,  I  don't  want  to  go  first.  I'm  only  a  poor  sort  of  fellow, 
you  know,  sir ;  and,  bedad  !  I'd  rather  not  go  first.  Master,  will  you  speak  to  the 
gentlemen,  sir,  an  it  please  you,  sir  ?" 

"  No,  Dennis  j  I  insist  upon  your  going  first." 

'*Then,  sir,  1  won't!  I  ain't  very  well,  sir.  Let  me  go,  gentlemen.  I  don't 
feel  very  well.  I  want  to  go  away  altogether,  sir,  if  you  please.  Oh  !— oh  .' 
murder !" 

Claude  Duval  caught  Dennis  by  the  back  of  the  neck  as  he  tried  to  make  a 
bolt  past  Jack,  and  held  him  firmly. 

"You  scoundrel!"  he  said,  *'you  shall  go  whether  you  like  it  or  not." 

"Murder  I  murder!" 

By  one  of  those  efforts  of  strength  which  Claude  Duval  sometimes  astonished 
people  with,  he  fairly,  by  the  aid  of  both  his  hands,  lifted  Dennis  off  his  feet,  and 
flung  him  with  terrible  force  head-foremost  through  the  open  door  into  the  ob- 
scurity and  complete  darkness  beyond. 

There  was  one  loud  scream  from  Dennis  just  as  Duval  threw  him,  and  then, 
to  the  surprise  of  them  all,  they  did  not  hear  him  fall ;  but  in  about  three  or  four 
seconds  there  was  a  faint  cry,  as  if  far  away  in  the  very  bowels  of  the  earth. 

They  all  looked  at  each  other  in  amazement. 

"  What  is  the  meaning  of  that  P"  said  Dick. 

"  I  can  guess,"  said  Jack. 

"And  so  can  I,"  said  GJaude.     "  Get  one  of  the  candles.  Jack." 

Jack  run  to  one  of  the  candies  that  were  lighted  at  one  of  the  little  shrines  of 
the  chapel,  and  soon  brought  it  to  the  spot. 

"  Don't  be  rash,  Claude,"  he  said. 

'*  No,  no ;  trust  me  for  that.     I  will  be  more  than  careful." 

As  he  spoke,  Claude  Duval  stood  upon  the  very  threshold  of  the  little  open 
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door  through  which  ha  had  projected  Deoais,  aad,  stretching  out  his  arm  with 
the  candle,  he  looked  beyond  it. 

The  mystery  was  at  once  explained. 

Beyond  the  door  there  was  no  flooring  at  all,  but  a  deep  chasm,  down  which 
Dennis  had  gone,  and  down  which  the  party  now  in  safety  in  the  chapel  would, 
no  doubt,  have  gone,  if  they  had  but  allowed  Dennis  to  be  the  last  one  of  the 
lot,  for,  no  doubt,  if  any  difficulty  had  arisen  he  would  have  wade  a  rush  at 
them,  and,  so  taking  them  by  surprise,  have  precipitated  Duval,  his  friends,  and 
his  master,  down  the  chasm. 

After  that,  the  young  girls  would  have  been  an  easy  prey  to  the  abbess  and 
the  old  nuns,  who,  no  doubt,  were  wailing  with  some  eagerness  the  result  of  the 
diaboHcal  experiment. 

*'  It's  all  over  with  Dennis,*'  said  Claude,  as  he  drew  back, 

«•  How  80  T'  said  Mr.  Field, 

"Look!" 

Claude  handed  him  the  light,  and  as  Duval  had  done,  he,  too,  took  a  cautious 
look  through  the  open  door,  and  then  he  turned  away  with  a  shudder. 

"  It  is,  indeed,  all  over  with  him." 

"  No  man  more  lichly  merited  the  fate  he  has  come  to,"  said  Dick. 

*•  And  may  all  such  so  perish,"  said  Jack.  "  He  was  the  very  worst  of  traitors, 
for  he  betrayed  the  hand  that  fed  him." 

Jack  closed  the  door,  and  they  shrunk  from  the  very  vicinity  of  it.  Then 
Claude  Duval  said  in  a  clear  voice — 

"Take  good  care  of  these  young  ladies,  and  follow  me,  I  will  not  remain 
another  minute  willingly  in  this  most  odious  place,*; 
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THE   DEPARTURE   PROM   THE   CHAPEL,  AND   THE   MYSTERIES  OP  THE  GARDEN. 

Alicia  hung  upon  the  arm  of  Mr.  Field,  and  they  followed  Claude  Duyal 
closoly.  After  them  came  the  three  young  girls,  and  Dick  and  Jack,  each  with 
%  loaded  pistol  in  his  hand,  brought  up  the  rear  of  the  little  party. 

Claude  Duval  and  his  friends  were  quite  clearly  in  that  frame  of  mind  that  it 
was  not  likely  they  would  stop  at  trifles  in  eff'ecting  their  escape  from  the  convent. 
The  atrocious  attempts  that  had  been  made  not  only  [upon  their  own  lives  but 
upon  the  lives  of  the  innocent  and  beautiful  girls  who  were  with  them,  had  cer- 
tainly had  the  eff'ect  of  enraging  Claude  and  his  friends  beyond  all  endurance; 
and  if  any  of  the  old  nuns  or  the  abbess  had  come  in  their  way,  it  is  very  likely 
that  they  would  hardly  have  stopped  to  consider  whether  their  sex  gave  them 
any  particular  claim  to  mercy. 

There  was  a  look  about  the  face  of  Duval  which  let  Jack  see,  for  he  knew 
him  well,  that  his  patience  and  temper  had  been  tried  to  the  very  utmost  by  the 
events  that  had  taken  place  in  the  convent. 

Proceeding  along  the  aisles  of  the  chapel,  Claude  reached  a  kind  of  transcept, 
at  one  end  of  which  was  an  arched  door,  which  had  evidently  been  designed  by 
the  architect  of  the  place  to  be  the  principal  mode  of  egress  and  ingress  from  the 
chapel. 

This  door  was  securely  and  elaborately  bolted,  but  it  did  not  present  any 
apparent  obstacle  to  getting  it  open,  till  all  the  bolts,  and  there  were  five  in  num- 
ber, were  withdrawn,  and  then  there  was  evidently  some  hindrance  to  its  openiug 
which  Claude  at  the  instant  could  not  detect. 

There  was  no  lock, 

*•  Confound  the  door,"  said  Claude,  "  I  don't  know  what  is  the  matter  with 
it.    Just  come  and  look  to  it,  Jack.  _You,  I  know,  comprehend  these  things,'* 
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Jack  stepped  forward,  and  by  the  aid  of  one  of  the  lights,  he  carefully  ex- 
i^  amined  the  door,  and  thco  he  said— 

"  I  have  it,  Claude.     Don't  you  Me  that  there  U  a  long  iron  pin  here  down 
the  side,  which  holds  it  all  the  way  by  a  kiad  of  lip,  that  just  comes  over  it  V 
*'  Ah,  yes  ;  what  are  we  to  do  ?" 
'*  Hold  the  light.    Dick,  have  vou  the  crow-bar  V* 
«' It  is  here." 
**  That  will  do." 

With  the  crow-bar,  Uiat  had  already  been  of  such  use  to  them,  Jack  tapped 
the  long  piece  of  iron,  till  he  i^\ini  a  part  of  it  that  returned  a  much  duller  sound 
than  the  rest.  r 

**  This  is  the  spot  to  try  it,"  he  said. 

There  were  few  persons  who  could  wrench  with  a  crow* bar  with  greater  skill 
than  Sixteen-string  Jack,  and  now  he  managed  to  place  it  in  such  a  position  that 
the  long  piece  of  iron  gave  a  sharp  orack  and  flew  aside  upon  its  hinges ;  for  it 
was  hinged  all  the  way  like  the  locking  pilastres  that  are  now  so  fasionable  to 
pedestal  chests  of  drawers. 

*'  That's  it,"  said  Jack.  ''  There  is  a  secret  spring  that  held  it,  an  i  which  i 
we  had  known  the  way  to  act  upon  it,  no  doubt  would  have  moved  the  iron  rim  at 
once.     1  have  broken  it,  though,  so  our  end  is  answered." 

Upon  Duval  trying  the  door,  now,  it  opened  at  once,  although  rustily,  upon  its 
hinges,  for  it  had  evidently  not^been  used  for  a  very  long  time  indeed. 

"Oh— on,"  said  Duval,  as  he  forced  the  door  open.  **  1  will  get  through 
every  obstacle  to*^  liberty  out  of  this  place,  the  very  atmosphere  of  which,  if 
depressing." 

There  was  quite  a  gush  of  cold  air  upon  their  faces  as  they  went  out  of  the 
chapel.     Immediately  outside  the  door  was  a  little  portico  with  a  dome  top,  and 
beyond  that  they  found  half  a  dozen  stone  steps,  that  led  at  once  into  the  garden. 
♦*  Bravo  1"  said  Dick,  "  all's  right  now." 
*'  I  don't  koow  that,"  said  Jack. 

**  Why,  what  have  we  to  be  afraid  of?  I  think  that,  honestly  speaking,  we 
are  a  match  far  the  abbess  and  all  the  nuns,  if  they  were  to  have  the  folly  and 
the  temerity  to  attack  us." 

*'  That  they  wiU  not  do,  but  I  am  thinking  of  what  the  abbess  told  Claude 
about  there   being  only  one  path  through  the  garden,  in  consequence  of  the 
spring-guns  and  the  steel-traps  that  were  in  it." 
"  Oh,  I  don't  believe  a  word  of  that." 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  you  say  so.  What  do  you  think  of  it,  Duval  P  We  are 
talking  of  the  danger  of  the  garden." 

"We  can't  help  it,"  said  Claude.  "  I  should  say  come  on,  and  don't  heed 
the  ojie  half,  or  the  v^hole  of  the  abbess's  story  about  the  may-be  romance." 

They  were  all  very  well  pleased  to  hear  that  Claude  Duval,  whom  they  looked 
upon  as  rather  a  high  authority,  had  such  an  opinion  regarding  the  daigers  of 
the  garden,  for  the  novices  as  well  as  Alicia  had  during  their  residence  at  the 
convent  been  duly  informed  of  those  dangers. 

There  was  one  particular  portion  of  the  convent  garden  only,  the  whole  of 
which  was,  not  without  reason,  supposed  to  be  within  the  view  of  some  window 
of  the  house  from  which  the  abbess  could  look,  in  which  the  novices  were 
allowed  to  walk ;  but  they  had  been  told  that  if  they  ventured  to  go  beyond  that 
spot  they  would  encounter  such  injuries  as  would  be  to  them  a  source  of  pain 
and  suffering  while  they  might  exist. 

Claude  Duval,  though,  took  a  very  common-sense  view  of  this  matter ;  and,  in 
the  first  place,  he  thought  thai  the  abbess  said  too  much  about  the  dangers  of  the 
garden  for  them  to  be  real ;  and,  in  the  second  place,  he  knew  how  dffficult  it 
would  be  to  maintain  anything  like  such  machinery  for  injuring  people,  as  she 
would  fain  make  others  believe  was  there,  in  anything  like  a  good  state  of 
repair. 
Spring-guns  require  constantly  reloading  and   lookiog  to^vsprmg-traps  get 
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rusty  and  fall  to  pieces ;  so,  taking  one  thing  with  another,  Duval  was  much 
inclined  to  think  that  the  abbess  drew  rather  largely  upon  her  imagination  for 
her  facts,  or  pretended  facts,  concerning  the  dangers  of  the  convent  garden. 

With  such  impressions,  then,  he  resolved  to  take  the  shortest  route  he  could 
to  liberty  with  those  who  were  entrusted  to  his  care. 

"This  way,"  he  said.  "Keep  close  to  me.  Come  on~come  on.  Why, 
there  is  daylight  enough  for  us  to  see  well." 

"There  is,  indeed,^'  said  Jack. 

"  Claude— C/aude,''  said  Dick,  "  I  don't  know  if  you  know  it,  but  the  fact  is, 
you  are  going,  to  ray  judgment,  dir  ectly  the  contrary  way  to  the  lodge  entrance  at 
the  corner  of  the  lane." 

"  I  know  it." 

''Then  1  have  no  more  to  say." 

*•  Allow  me  to  explain  that,  during  my  researches  in  the  garden,  I  saw  that 
there  was  a  door  in  the  wall.  It  was  of  iron,  to  my  thinking,  but  it  has,  no 
doubt,  a  lock,  and  that  will  be  as  easily  found  as  the  lock  of  a  wooden  door.  My 
object  is  to  take  you  to  that  door  in  the  wall,  and  to  let  Jack  try  his  skill 
upon  it,'* 

••I  will,"  said  Jack.  ,i 

"  Of  one  thing,"  added  Claude,  "  we  may  he  assured,  and  that  is,  that  the 
fastenings  of  the  doors,  be  they  what  they  may,  are  on  this  side  ;  so  I  cannot  ij 
for  a  moment  think  that  they  can  be  any  very  insurmountable  obstacles  to  our  || 
proceeding.'*  I  i 

"  They  cannot,  indeed,"  said  Jack;  "and  it  is  infinitely  better  to  leave  the  I 
place  by  such  means  than  by  the  ordinary  lodge  entrance."  !  | 

While  this  little  discourse  was  going  on  Claude  had  proceeded  not  very  rapidly,  J 
but  easily  and  steadily,  along  the  path  of  the  garden  which  seemed  most  likely  '  | 
to  lead  him  in  the  direction  he  wanted.  ; ' 

The  early  dawn  was  just  casting  ite  cold,  grey  light  upon  the  tops  of  the  old  ! 
trees  in  the  place,  and  the  birds  were  beginning  to  awaken  from  their  slumbers,     j 

A  rather  keen,  fresh  air  was  blowing;  but  that  was  rather  delightful  after  the  | 
vivid  recollection  they  all  had  of  the  direful  and  unwholesome  vapours  they  had  .| 
had  to  encounter  in  the  dismal  vaults  of  the  convent.  „ 

Claude  Dural  was  beginning  quite  to  congratulate  himself  upon  the  fact  that  ;i 
the  abbess  had  only  spoken,  as  she  had  done  of  the  dangers  of  the  garden,  to  j  i 
frighten  him  and  others,  when  a  circumstance  occurred  which  gave  rather  a  new  i ' 
turn  to  his  thoughts.  1 1 

As  he  went  on  he  was  rather  surprised  to  see  lying  in  his  pathway  a  quantity  '  \ 
ot  dry  twigs,  which  appeared  to  be  scattered  too  artfully  to  be  the  product  of  ; 
chance.  !  j 

Duval  paused  a  moment,  but  only  for  a  moment,  and  so  very  brief  was  the  ■ ; 
pause  that  it  could  hardly  be  observed  by  those  who  followed  him.  He  did  not  { 
say  anything ;  but,  planting  one  foot  firmly  on  the  ground,  he  advanced  the  other,  ; 
when, to  his  astonishment,  the  moment  he  hurled  aside  one  of  the  pieces  ot  wood,  j! 
the  whole  fell  with  a  crash,  revealing  the  fact  that  there  was  a  pit  of  about  fifteen  ![ 
or  twenty  feet  in  depth,  which  was  just  the  width  of  the  path,  and  which  had  m 
been  loosely  covered  over  by  wood,  and  the  debris  of  the  garden,  for  the  purpose  'I 
of  making  it  appear  to  be  all  level  ground. 

«  Hold  !"  cried  Claude.  !  f 

**  What  is  amiss  V*  said  Mr.  Field.  ; 

"Nothing  particular."  1 1 

Mr.  Field  got  to  the  brink  of  the  pit,  and  gazed  at  it  with  surprise.  |[ 

**  Why,  what  can  this  mean  ?*'  [f 

"Only  a  little  trap  in  which  to  catch  any  one  who  might  happen  to  come  this  |[ 
way,  that  is  all ;  but,  as  we  have  avoided  it,  why  it  don't  matter  to  us  now.  I  '.' 
am  rather  surprised  that  the  abbess  could  think  it  possible  that  any  one  would  i  j 
be  taken  in  by  such  an  obvious  arrangement."  1 1 

*^She  relied  upon  night  favouring  the  delusion,"  said  Dick,  L 
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'•  The  fall  would,  no  doubt,"  said  Jack,  *'  have  iaflicted  such  injury  as  to  make 
capture  certain." 

"No  doubl  of  that,"  said  Claude.  *•'  It  would  be  difficult  to  fall  into  a  hole 
like  that  aad  avoid  a  broken  or  a  sprained  limb ;  so  that  then  her  ladyship  could 
eome  at  her  leisure  and  take  what  sort  of  vengeance  she  liked  upon  the  inter- 
loper." 

"  Even  so,"  said  Alicia.  *'  I  have  heard  her  say  that  there  were  deep  holes 
in  the  grounds  that  went  far  down  into  the  very  centre  ef  the  earth.*' 

Claude  laughed  at  this  extensive  idea  of  Alicia's  about  the  pitfall  going  to  the 
centre  of  the  earth,  and  he  said — 

*'  Without  going  so  far  as  that;  it  goes,  no  doubt,  quite  far  enough  for  mischief. 
I  think,  though,  that  now  we  know  what  are  the  descriptions  of  danger  in  the 
place,  we  may  very  well  guard  against  them." 

As  he  spoke,  he  tore  from  a  tree  close  at  hand  rather  a  long  jagged  bough,  and 
determined  to  use  it  to  test  the  stability  of  the  ground  as  he  went  on. 

A  very  slight  deviation  from  the  path  enabled  them  to  get  past  the  spot  where 
the  pit  was ;  and  they  went  on  in  safety  for  some  time.  The  morning  light, 
which  each  moment  increased,  was  certainly  a  very  great  aid  to  them,  so  that, 
after  all,  as  Alicia  said — 

"  Everything  is  for  the  best.  We  were  agrieved  at  the  many  delays  which  the 
destructive  spirit  of  the  abbess  placed  In  our  way  when  we  were  trying  to  leave  the 
convent,  and  now  we  find  that  the  effect  of  all  those  delays  has  been  just  to 
give  us  daj light  to  find  our  way  in,  and  that,  having  such  daylight,  we  have 
avoided  a  fall  into  yonder  pit." 

•*  Even  so,"  said  Claude.  "  We  never  do  know  in  this  world,  so  short- 
sighted are  we,  as  to  what  is  to  come,  that  which  is  good  for  us." 

ft  was  at  this  moment  that  the  report  of  a  gun  being  discharged  came  upon 
their  ears^  and  a  shower  of  leaves  from  a  tree  close  at  hand  fell  among  them. 


CHAPTER  CCCLXXX. 

THE  ABBESS  13  COMPELLED  TO  LET  HER  PREY  ESCAPE  HER  AT  LAST. 

Claue  Duval  did  not  allow  himself  for  a  moment  to  be  put  out  of  his  way 
by  this  attack ;  for  that  it  was  an  attack  there  could  be  no  sort  of  doubt. 

Drawing  a  pistol  from  his  pocket,  he  just  glanced  around  him,  aul  made  up 
his  mind  in  which  direction  the  shot  had  come,  and  then  he  fired. 

The  moment  that  he  pulled  the  trigger  of  the  pistol,  he  called  out — 

"  Forward — forward !  nos',  quickly,  before  there  is  time  to  fire  a  second  shot 
at  us.  Follow  me,  and  depend  upon  my  leading  you  all  right.  Ah  !  there  is  the 
gate  in  the  wall.    Jack?" 

"Yes,  Claude?" 

"  Run  on  before,  and  open  the  gate.     We  will  follow  you,     Do  vou  see  it?" 

"I  do." 

Jack  ran  on  to  the  wall  which  had  just  become  visible  between  two  trees,  and 
there,  sure  enough,  was  the  little  low-arched  iron  door  that  Duval  had  spoken  of 
to  his  friends. 

Thar  it  was  the  abbess  herself  who  had  fired  the  gun  at  the  party,  but  who 
had  been  foiled  in  doing  them  any  harm,  owing  to  the  abundant  character  of  the 
vegetation  about  that  spot,  Duval  did  not  doubt.  His  only  hope  now  was,  that 
she  might  not  know  exactly  how  to  load  the  gun  again,  or  that  if  she  did,  she 
might  not  have  the  means  at  hand  to  do  so, 

A  glance  from  Claude  to  Dick  let  the  latter  see  that  he  thought  the  present 
danger  rather  great ;  and  so,  indeed,  it  was,  for  if  the  abbess  were  to  make  an 
apearance  and  fire  with  shot  at  the  party,  the  odds  were  very  greatly  in  favour  of 
her  hitting  somebody  j  and  it  would  have  been  a  hard  case,  iudeei,  if  any  of  the 
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young  girls  had  been  killed  or  badly  wounded  at  the  moment  of  escape,  after 
passing  through  so  many  of  the  dangers  of  the  coavent» 
^  "  Jack,"  cried  Claude,  **  how  do  you  get  on  ?" 
"  II  is  an  old  lock." 
*'  Can  you  pick  it  V* 
••No,  Claude." 

f  *  Then  force  it.  Jack ;  for,  on  my  honour,  I  don*t  think  that  there  is  any  time 
to  spare.'* 
I   "  The  deuce  there  isn't  1"  said  Jack. 

When  Claude  said  such  a  thing  as  that  Jack  felt  quite  certain  that  he  had 
good  cause  for  haste  ;  so,  taking  the  crowbar  in  his  hand.  Jack  plunged  the 
fine  flat  end  of  it  between  the  door  and  the  wall,  and  by  a  powerful  effort  of 
leverage,  burst  the  door  open, 
"All's  right,"  he  cried. 

♦* Thank  Heaven !"  said  Claude.    "Mr.  Field?" 
•'  Yes— yes." 

**  Take  the  ladies  out  of  the  garden.     Quick— quick !" 
r  "  At  once— at  once !" 
t  '•  No  !"  cried  a  voice.    «  Too  late  !'* 

Claude  turned  in  the  direction  the  voice  proceeded  from,  and  just  emerging 
from  amid  a  clump  of  trees  that  grew  on  one  side  of  a  narrow  gravelled  path  he 
saw  the  abbess,  with  a  short  carbine  in  her  hands,  which  she  levelled  at  the 
partY. 
**  Stir  one  step,  anv  of  you,  and  I  fire  !'*  she  cried. 
''Stop!'  said  Claude. 

"Hal  ha!  you  are  in  my  power  1"  said  the  abbess. 

Claude  gave  Dicfe  a  look,  and  then  they  both  placed  themselves  before  the 
terrified  girls,  so  that  if  the  abbess  were  to  fire,  they  would  intercept  the  shots; 
and  then  Duval  said  to  her  with  great  coolness — 

"Madam,  I  am  loth  to  take  the  life  of  a  woman  ;  but  I  swear  to  you  that  if 
you  do  not  depart  at  once,  and  cease  to  annoy  us,  1  will  forget  that  your  sex 
claims  ray  consideration,  and  kill  you  as  I  would  a  mad  dog." 

•*  Base  words  !"  said  the  abbess—"  base  words  ;  but  I  well  know  my  danger, 
and  I  likewise  well  know  my  resources,'* 
*'  You  had  better  leave  us." 

"  No  1  I  know  that  this  establishment  cannot  subsist  after  what  has  happened 
here  to-night;  and  after  what  you  and  your  myrmidons  are  cognisant  of,  I  know 
that  you  will  denounce  this  house,  and  that  the  evil  spirit  of  the  English  laws, 
which  are  not  made  to  favour  Catholicism,  will  be  down  upon  me  and  mine. 
I  care  not  to  outlive  the  ruin  of  this  house." 
"  Rash  woman,  you  know  not  what  you  say." 

"Iknow  well  what  you  say,  and  my  whole  and  sole  object  is  not  to  die 
quite  unavenged.     In  this  death-dealing  carbine  I  hold  the  lives  of  several  of  you. 
1  only  now  gloat  over  the  destruction  1  can  at  any  moment  hurl  among  you.** 
*•  You  are  mad." 

•'  Perhaps  I  am— perhaps  I  have  always  been  mad.  I  know  I  was  mad  to 
trust  yoH,  and  be  fooled  by  you  as  I  was  ;  but  it  was  passion  blinded  me.  I 
would  have  made  you  rich  as  any  prince  ;  but  now  that  you  have  deceived  me  I 
will  kill  you." 

*'And  do  yourself  no  good." 
*'  I  care  net," 

•'  Come,  now,    I  will  make  conditions  with  you." 
"  I'll  not  believe  you.' 
"  Nay,  why  not  ?" 

*'  I  made  a  bargain  with  you,  and  you  deceived  rae— shall  I  be  twice  a  fool 
within  twenty-four  hours  ?  No.  I  do  not  know  who  or  what  you  are  ;  but  I 
think  that  you  are  some  bold  and  skilful  spy  of  the  police.  ^But  whether  you 
are  or  not,  1  am  lost  and  ruined,  and  I  will  have  revenge !"    *" 
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"  Dick,"  said  Claude,  •'  she  will  fire." 

*'  Of  course." 

"If  anyihiDg  happens  to  me,  Dick,  leave  me  here." 

"Jf  I  do,  mav  1  be—    Well,  no  malter.'* 

••  Ah  !"  cried"  the  abbess,   '"  I  see  you.  It  will  not  do.     Die,  all  of  you  '." 

What  she  had  seen  was 'Jack, 'who,  dodging  behind   Dick  and  Claude  with  a 


pistol  in  his  hand,  had  just  got  on  one 
knee  with  the  hope  of  being  able  to  hit 
her  down  by  a  lucky  shot  before  she 
could  pull  the  trigger  of  the  carbine 
she  had  in  her  hands. 

This  only  expedited  the  catastrophe, 

for  before  Jack  could  get  a  good  aim  at 

her,  she   slightly   raised  the  barrel   cf 

the  carbine,  and  with  a  wild  shriek  of 

joy,    exulting   at    the   destruction    she 

considered     she  would   spread  among 

the  partv,  she  pulled  the  trigger. 

The   gun    onlv  flashed  in  the  pan, 

and  Claude  Duval  and  his  friends  were  saved  from  what  might  have  been  a  most 

serious  calamity.  ,       .  ,         .      _,:iu  „ 

Duval  drew  a  long  breath,  but  he  did  not  say  a  word.     Advancing  with  a 

nistol  in  his  hand,  he  kept  his  eyes  fixed  upon  the  face  of  the  abbess. 

When  she  found  that  the  carbine  had  missed  fire,  she  had  uttered  such  a  cry, 
that  anv  one  would  have  thought  she  had  really  been  wounded  to  the  death. 
I  Then  casting  the  useless  weapon  to  the  ground,  she  seemed  mtent  upon  flying 
'from  the  spot  f  but  the  steady  gaze  of  Claude  Duval  evidently  exercised  a  stranee 
fasdnating  poWer  over  her,  and  there  she  remained  staring  at  him  as  though  she 
had  been  turned  to  stone.  ^rt,„-   „^a 

t     Duval  waved  his  arm  when  he  got  within  about  a  dozen  paces  of  her,  and 

r"- A^av-away,  infamous  woman  !  My  duty  to  society,  I  know,  is  to  secure 
vou,  and  give  vou  into  the  hands  of  the  law.  which  for  your  ^^^''';^'f2-l 
ilould  most  probably  put  you  to  death  :  but  1  have  private  obUganon^  which 
'press  too  much  upon  me  at  thi.  time  for  me  to  do  so.  ^^f^  and  fepeot  for 
isoon  you  will  have  to  answer  both  at  an  earthly  and  heavenly  tribunal  lor  your 
blackand  malignant  life." 

NoTlg^t 
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"Mercy!"  she  gasped. 

"  Away— away  !  Do  not  let  me  look  upon  that  most  awful  sight  that  man 
can  see — the  fears  of  a  wicked  woman." 

She  shuddered,  and  stepped  back  pace  after  pace;  but  instead  of  taking  the 
route  among  the  trees  as  she  had  come,  and  as  she,  no  doubt,  intended  to  go,  and 
thought  she  was  going,  she  took  the  little  path  by  the  side  of  the  thick  vegeta- 
tion. 

"Away!"  cried  Claude,  again. 

"Mercy— mercy  !"  gasped  the  abbess.     "  Mercy  !     Oh,  God  !'* 

These  were  the  last  words  she  spoke,  for^  to  the  horror  of  Claude  Duval,  who 
did  not  look  for  such  a  catastrophe,  that  path  into  which  she  hurried  in  her 
absence  of  mind  had  in  it  one  of  the  pitfalls  similar  to  the  one  he,  Duval,  had 
escaped  from. 

The  abbess  trod  upon  the  terrible  ground,  and  with  a  piercing  shriek  she  fell 
headlong  br^ckwards,  and  disappeared  as  if  the  earth  of  its  own  accord,  or  at  the 
bidding  of  Heaven  itself,  had  opened  to  receive  her, 

"  She  is  gone,  by  Heaven  !"  said  Claude. 

The  novices  filled  the  air  with  shrieks  of  dismay,  and  it  was  with  some 
diflSculty  that  Mr.  Field  got  them  silent,  so  full  of  terror  were  they  at  the  awful 
end  of  the  abbess  of  the  convent. 

Dick  and  Jack  both  ran  up  to  Duval,  for  they  could  not  believe  but  what 
something  serious  must  have  happened  to  him  at  the  moment, 

"V.  hat  is  it?"  said  Dick. 

"  Yes,  Claude,"  cried  Jack,  "  where  is  the  abbess  ?" 

"  Gone." 

"  Gone  has  she— but  where  ?'* 

Claude  pointed  with  his  finger  downwards,  and  then  he  said — 

*'  She  has  gone  into  a  grave  of  her  own  fashioning,  Jack.  Can  you  bear  to 
look  upon  her?" 

*'  Yes." 

"I  don't  think  I  can.     Hark  !" 

A  strange  and  horrible  waiiing  crv  came  upon  their  ears,  and  then  a  frightful 
scream,  after  which  all  was  still  as 'the  grave  itself. 

"  This  is  horrible,"  said  DicR. 

'*  I  cannot  bear  it,"  said  Jack.     ''Oh,  come  away." 

"No— no,"  said  Claude  Duval,  "it  looks  cowardly  to  leave  even  such  a 
woman  as  the  abbess  of  the  convent  in  the  awful  position  she  may  be  in.  We 
are  men,  after  all,  and  it  is  our  duty  to  go  to  her  aid.  Come  with  me,  both  of 
you;  Mr.  Field  will  look  to  the  ladies  for  a  minute  or  two.     Will  you  come  ?'* 

"Yes."  said  Dick.  ^ 

*'  I  will  follow  you,"  said  Jack. 

UpoB  this  Duval,  although  he  absolutely  shuddered  as  he  did  so,  strode  forward 
to  the  little  pathway,  about  six  paces  down  which  the  abbess  had  met  with  such 
a  fearful  catastrophe.  Arriving  at  the  edge  of  the  pit  he  cast  a  glauce  down  it, 
and  then  turning  to  his  two  friends,  he  iust  said— 

"  Look." 

They  did  look,  and  turned  away  pale  and  aghast. 

The  infernal  ingenuity  of  the  abbess  had  placed  at  the  bottom  of  that  pit  a 
terrible  machine  of  iron,  with  spikes  about  the  length  of  sword  blades  sticking 
up  from  It,  so  that  whoever  might  fall  into  the  pit  could  harcly  avoid  being 
pieiced  through  by  tbem.  That  dreadful  fate  that  she  had  intended  for  others 
she  had  met  herself.  She  lay  at  the  bottom  of  the  pit  quite  transfixed  bv  some 
of  the  spikes,  and  fast  bleeding  to  death,  although,  as  Claude  looked  down',  he  saw 
some  slight  movement  of  one  of  her  arms  as  he  thought,  but  he  was  not  quite 
sure  of  that. 

For  a  moment  or  two,  neither  Claude  nor  his  two  friends  "spoke,  and  then  it 
was  Dick  who  said — 
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**0n  your  soul,  Claude,  tell  me.  do  you  think  anything  can  be  done  for  that 
woman?  for,  if  so,  I  will  scramble  down  the  sides  of  the  pit  in  some  sort  of  way.*' 

♦'  No,"  said  Claude.     *'  No—and  yet—" 

"  Yet  what  ?" 

"  It  would  be  a  mercy  to  send  a  bullet  through  her  brain.** 

"  She  is  dead,"  said  Jack.  "  1  have  taken  a  second  look.  Come  away,  and  rest 
content,  Claude,  with  the  fact  that  she  is  dead." 

*'  I  am  glad  to  think  that  it  is  so,'*  said  Claude.  "  One  would  not  have  such 
a  woman  as  that  suffer." 

*'  Certainly  not." 

*'  Come  away — come  away,"  said  Dick.  "  At  all  events,  it  is  a  gracious 
thoufiht  for  us  that  she  come  by  her  death  by  an  act  every  way  her  own, 
and  with  which  we  had  nothing  to  <1o." 

"  You  are  righi  there."  said  Claude  Duval.  "  I  would  not  have  had  that 
woman's  death  upon  my  conscience  for  any  money." 

"Nor  I." 

"  It  will  be  better,"  said  Claude,  *'to  say  nothing  of  the  fearful  state  in  which 
we  have  seen  the  abbess  to  the  ladies." 

*'  Certainly  not^  Claude,'*  said  Dick.  **  Which  of  us,  I  wonder,  would  like  to 
set  about  describmg  to  them  such  a  scene  ?'* 

*•  Not  I."  said  Jack. 

**  Nor  I,"  said  Claude.  "  So  now  come  on,  and  I  for  one  shall  breathe  a  little 
more  freely  when  I  have  left  this  terrible  abode.  The  death  of  the  abbess,  I 
think,  almost  absolves  us,  does  it  not,  from  the  necessity  of  any  further  interfer- 
ence with  Berrymead  Priory  or  its  inhabitants?" 

"  It  does,  to  my  thinking,'*  said  Dick,  ••  for  some  time  to  come,  at  the  least." 


CHAPTER  CCCLXXXI. 

GENTLEMAN   JACK    HAS   HIS  LAST  ADVENTURE, 

While  this  little  examination  into  the  condition  of  the  abbess  of  the  convent 
was  going  on  upon  the  part  of  Claude  and  of  his  two  friends,  Dick  and  Jack, 
Mr.  Field  had  very  properly  and  prudently  taken  the  ladies  through  the  little 
iron  door  in  the  wall  into  the  lane,  that  ran  along  by  the  outside  of  the  wall  of 
the  garden. 

There  they  were  not  only  tolerably  safe  from  any  further  attacks  upon  the  part 
of  the  convent  authorities,  but  they  were  out  of  hearing  of  anything  that  might 
have  a  tendency  to  increase  the  condition  of  alarm  into  which  they  had  been 
thrown. 

Upon  Claude  and  his  two  friends  seeking  them,  the  novices  and  Alicia  looked 
as  though  they  would  have  been  glad  to  have  received  some  information  regardmg 
what  had  taken  place  in  the  garden  ihat  had  seemed  so  alarming,  and  Claude 
thought  it  was  better  to  say  something  than  to  leave  them  entirely  to  their  own 
conjectures  upon  the  subject. 

"  Rest  contented,"  he  said,  "as  regards  two  things — one  is,  that  the  lady 
abbess  of  the  convent  will  trouble  you  no  more  ;  and  the  other  is»,  that  none  of  us 
have  her  death  to  answer  for,  in  any  shape  or  way  whatever.** 

These  words  were  sufficient  to  let  the  novices  know  that  their  greateneray  was 
no  more,  at  the  same  time  that  they  did  not  have  the  effect  of  inducing  any 
belief  that  he  who  had  been  so  true  a  friend  to  thera  had  found  it  necessary  or 
politic  to  have  the  death  of  that  abandoned  and  truly  horrible  female  to  answer 
for. 

A  feeling  of  great  relief  came  over  all  their  minds  at  this  assurance,  and  they 
were  content,  or  seemed  to  be  content  with  the  amount  of  information  the^ 
then  possessed,  and  did  not  seek  for  more. 
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This  was  so  far  satisfactory,  then,  to  Claude  Duval  that  he  felt  the  whole 
afiair,  as  regarded  the  convent  of  Berrymead,  had  assumed  an  aspect  that  would 
not  make  it  necessary  for  him,  or  Dick,  or  Jack,  to  interfere  further  in  it. 

"  Now,  Mr.  Field,"  he  said,  "here  we  are  in  the  open  air,  and  I  think  we  may 
take  upon  ourselves  to  say,  that  we  have  nothing  further  to  do  with  the  building 
that  lies  within  this  gloomy  wall.** 
'*  I  hope  not,  indeed.** 

**You,'*  continued  Claude,  "can  make  your  own  arrangements  regarding 
Alicia,  and  for  what  my  friends  and  I  have  been  able  to  do,  I  have  only  one 
favour  to  ask.'* 
"  What  IS  that  ?'* 

"  It  is,  that  you  will  charge  yourself  with  the  carfe  of  these  young  ladies,  and 
see  that  ihey  reach  their  friends  in  safety." 

'*  Most  cheerfully  wiil  1  do  so  ;  and  I  will  promise  even  more  than  thtt,  for  if 
it  should  so  happen  that  the  bigotiy  of  any  of  their  friends  should  be  so  great 
that  they  hesitate  to  receive  them  in  the  manner  one  may  wish,  I  and  Alicia 
will  offer  them  a  home  with  us,  for  it  will  be  quite  impossible  we  should 
ever  forget  the  mutual  aid  and  assistance,  and  the  common  dangers  we  have  all 
passed  through  together  upon  this  eventful  night,  that  is  now  with  the  past." 

It  was  quite  impossible  that  Mr.  Field  could  have  said  anything  else  which 
would  have  given  Claude  Duval  more  satisfaction  than  this,  for  it  at  once  re- 
lieved him  of  what,  to  him,  might  have  been  the  most  awkward  part  of  the  whole 
adventure,  namely,  the  care  of  the  young  girls  who  had  been  rescued  from  the 
convent. 
Turning  to  Dick  and  Jack,  Claude  said  in  an  undertone— 
*•  We  have  but  to  get  our  horses  now,  and  to  bid  adieu  to  these  kind  friends, 
with  whom  we  have  been  associated  in  this  adventure.*' 

Dick  and  Jack  at  once  assented  to  this  view  of  the  affair ;  but  it  happened  that 
Claude  Duval  had  not  spoken  in  so  low  atone  but  that  Mr.  Field  had  heard  him, 
so  stepping  up  to  him,  he  said— 

"  Duval,  can  you  spare  me  a  few  moments  of  your  time  V* 
"  With  pleasure  :  what  would  you  say?'* 

Mr.  Field  led  him  a  little  in  advance  of  the  party,  and  then  with  an  air  "and 
manner  of  evident  emotion,  he  said  to  him — 

♦•  Do  you  think,  that  after  all  you  have  done  for  me  and  mine,  I  can  possibly 
think  of  parting  with  you  thus?     Do  you  think  that  I  have  no  heart,  and  that  I 
do  not  feel  deeply  to  its  inmost  core  what  I  owe  to  you  ?" 
"  I  never  thought  any  such  thing,"  said  Duval. 

"Then  let  me  lell  you  that  I  feel  such  gratitude  towards  you,  that  all  I  possess 
is  at  your  behest.  I  pray  you  to  desert  the  mode  of  life  you  are  now  engaged 
in,  ana  induce  your  two  friends  to  do  so  likewise.  Come,  then,  with  me,  and 
with  Alicia,  and  we  will  prov  ide  a  home  for  you.  What  I  propose  is,  that  we 
all  reside  together.** 

Claude  shook  his  head.  • 

"  Nay,  do  not  put  a  negative  upon  the  matter.    Alicia  and  I  quite  understand 
each  other  regarding  it,  and  have  briefly  spoken  of  it  together.*' 
Again  Duval  shook  his  head  doubtingly. 

"You  have  not  heard  all  that  I  have  to  say,'*  added  Mr.  Field.     "Will  you 
listen  to  me  with  patience  V 
"  I  will." 

*'  Then,  Claude  Duval,  what  I  propose  is  just  this,  that  we— that  is,  Alicia  and 
I — purchase  an  estate  some  way  in  the  country,  and  that  we  and  such  of  the 
novices  as  may  want  a  temporary  or  a  permanent  home,  reside  there  with  you 
and  your  two  friends.  We  shall  all  be  far  enough  removed  from  popular  ob- 
servation for  you  to  be  safe  along  with  your  two  associates ;  and  as  by  the 
course  of  time  the  memory  of  your  deeds  will  by  your  non-appearance  in  public 
grow  faint,  so  will  your  sense  of  security  be  all  the  greater ;  and  you  will,  at 
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least,  feel  that  there  is  no  danger,  even  if  you  were  inclined  to  mingle  a  little  with 
the  great  world  again/* 

Claude  Duval  was  silent  for  a  few  moments;  and  it  was  evident  that  the  propo- 
sition so  kindly  made  by  Mr.  Field  had  greatly  aflPected  him.  When  he  sp-ke 
again,  it  was  in  a  very  different  tone  of  voice  to  any  that  he  had  hitherto  used. 

"Mr.  Field,"  he  said,  "if,  not  very  long  ago,  this  proposition  had  been  made 
to  me,  I  should  have  accepted  it,'* 
"  But  -why  not  now  ?" 

"I  will  tell  you.'* 

"Yes;  but  1  hope  to  conquer  your  sciuples," 

"  Listen  :  there  was  one  whom  I  loved,  but  she  is  now  with  the  dead.  From 
that  time  my  heart  has  become,  as  it  were,  a  barren  waste ;  and  I  can  know  no 
peace  but  in  the  wild  excitements  of  the  life  I  lead,  or  in  the  grave  !'* 

''  Do  not  say  so  !" 

*'  It  is  the  truth;  so  urge  me  no  more.  I  will  find  you  out  and  see  you  now 
and  then,  when  I  can  do  so  without  the  chance  of  casting  a  slur  upon  your  fair 
fame  with  the  world,  by  letting  it  seem  that  you  have  such  an  acquaintance  as 
Claude  Duval,  the  liighwayman.  And  now,  if  you  would  really  be  kind  to  me, 
you  will  say  no  mors  upon  this  subject.** 

After  such  a  speech  as  that  from  Claude  Duval,  of  course  it  was  quite  out  of 
the  question  that  Mr.  Field  should  further  urge  his  argument;  so  he  merely 
bowed  and  said— 

"  Your  wishes  shall  be  laws  to  me." 

"  Nay,  now,"  said  Duval,  as  he  held  out  his  hand,  "do  not  let  us  feel  any 
coolness  towards  each  other,  or  disagreement  upon  this  matter.  Let  me  have  the 
satisfaction  of  knowing  that  I  still  have  in  you  a  friend.'* 

"  Yau  have— you  have,  indeed  !"  said  Field,  as  he  wrung  the  hand  of  Claude 
Duval.     "  You  have  in  me  a  friend,  and  you  ever  will  !'* 

There  could  be  very  little  doubt  but  that  Alicia  and  Dick  and  Jack  understood 
pretty  well  what  was  passing  between  Claude  Duvai  and  Mr.  Field  ;  but  they 
said  not  a  word  when  they  both  slackened  their  pace  and  allowed  the  party  to 
come  up  with  them. 

Duval  looked  tolerably  cheerful;  and  the  little  party  in  a  short  space  of  lime 
reached  the  spot  where  Claude  and  his  friends  had  left  their  horics.  There  was 
then  a  strange  kind  of  gloom  on  the  whole  of  them  ;  and  Duval,  as  he  patted  ihe 
neck  of  his  steed,  said  with  a  voice  of  feeling — 

"  Lndies,  I  and  my  friends  will  bid  you  good-day  at  this  point  of  your  plins. 
Mr.  Field  will  take  every  possible  care  of  you,  I  know  ;  and  I  can  only  say  that 
it  will  be  your  own  faults  if  ever  you  enter  a  convent  again  ;  and  that  I  wish  you 
all  good  husbands  as  soon  as  possible.     Come  oi.  Jack.' 

Claude  sprang  upon  his  horse  ;  and,  as  his  friends  were  already  mounted,  they 
all  three  were  ready  for  the  road. 

"  Now,"  said  Claude,  in  a  whisper,  "  let  us  be  off  as  soon  as  we  can,  for  the 
longer  ve  stay  here  the  more  painful  will  be  the  parting  upon  both  sides.*' 

"  Let's  cry  out  good-by,  then,"  said  Dick,  "  and  gallop  off.'* 

"No — no,  *  said  Jack.  *' Not  that — not  that.  We  ought  to  shake  hands 
with  all  the  novices  before  we  go  ;  so,  Dick,  don*t  be  over-hasty." 

"  As  you  please." 

*' Jack  was  always  very  gallant  to  the  ladies,'*  said  Claude  with  a  smile. 

This  hand-shaking  that  Jack  was  so  anxious  about  was  gone  through  very 
tearfully  by  the  young  girls,  who  considered  that  they  were  so  much  beholden  to 
Claude  and  his  friends  that  it  was  impossible  to  bid  them  adieu  without 
emotion. 

'  We  shall  meet  again,  surely  r"  said  Frances. 

Claude  bowed  and  smiled  faintly. 

*'  Ah,  you  do  not  mean  it,  then  ?'* 

"  Yes,  I  do.  I  hope  that  we  shall  meet  again,  and  it  shall  not  be  my  fault  if 
WQ  do  not.    Farewell." 
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With  tliese  words,  Claude  gave  his  horse  a  slight  hint  to  go  on,  and  as  he 
vrentoflF  at  rather  a  sharp  tro%  Dick  and  Jack  had  no  resource  but  to  go  after 
hira.  They  let  hira  precede  them  because  they  wished  that  he  should  go  just 
where  his  fancy  might  lead  him,  and  they  could  guess  very  well  that  in  the 
state  of  mind  he  was  in  he  could  not,  for  some  little  time,  be  very  much  in  the 
cue  for  conversation  upon  any  subject. 

Rather  to  their  surprise,  for  they  thought  he  would  have  gone  to^vards 
London,  Claude  turned  his  horse's  head  countrywise,  and  fairly  rode  past  Berry- 
mead  Priory  a*ain. 

They  could  none  of  them  forbear  from  regarding  those  gloomy  and  suggestive 
walls  with  strange  feelinc;s  as  they  rode  past  i-hem,  and  even  (Jlaude  Duval 
slackened  his  pace  and  turned  his  head  to  take  a  last  look  at  the  ivy-crovvned 
walls  within  which  had  taken  place  such  strange  events. 

This  slight  relaxation  of  speed  upon  the  part  of  Claude  brought  both  Dick 
and  Jack  up  to  him. 

"  Shall  we  ever,"  said  Claude,  ia  much  his  usual  manner,  "shall  we  ever  see 
that  place  again  inside,  Dick  ;'* 

"i  don't  want." 

"  Nor  iV'  said  Jack. 

*'  And,  indeed,  1  don't;  and  yet  when  we  come  to  reflect  that  there  will  be  a 
new  abbess,  and  new  nuns,  and  new  novices,  we  shall  not  be  far  wrong  in 
coming  to  the  conclusion  that  there  will  be  fresh  novices  treated  there  of  a  not 
very  dissimi'ar  kind  to  those  which  have  recently  taken  place." 

"Then,  Claude,  if  such  be  the  case,  we  had  better  denounce  the  whole  affair  to 
the  authorities," 

"  Probably  Mr.  Field/'  said  Jack,  "  s^ill  feel  it  to  be  his  duty  to  do  that.'* 

"Jt  is  likely." 

"Well — well,*'  said  Claude,  "come  on — come  on.  We  will  take  a  canter  to 
the  first  retired  inn  we  meet  with,  and  then  have  some  breakfast  and  put  up  for 
a  little  while.  1  for  one  feel  as  if  I  wanted  some  rest,  and  I  think  that  if  we  can 
lie  by  with  anything  like  safety  till  sunset  it  will  be  well." 

They  all  three  trotted  along  the  road  abreast  now,  and  so  passed  on  through 
the  villages  of  Ealing  and  Hanwell,  crossing  the  little  River  Brent  by  a  rustic 
bridge  that  was  there  at  the  period  of  our  story. 

About  a  couple  of  miles  further  on,  situated  in  ihe  midst  of  very  picturesque 
and  beautiful  scenery,  they  came  to  an  inn  called  "The  Reindeer  and  Cup/* 
and  from  the  quiet  and  rusticated  character  of  the  place,  so  far  as  they  could 
see,  Claude  thought  it  would  do  to  stop  at. 

"  What  do  you  think  of  this  house  ?"  he  said. 

"  It  is  the  ve»*y  thing  for  us,"  said  Dick,  *'  to  all  appearances." 

"So  I  think." 

"  And  so  do  T,*'  said  Jack.     "  We  are  all  agreed." 

"Then  let  us  stop  here  and  breakfast,  and  rest  our  cattle  better  than  they 
could  where  we  left  them  while  we  were  at  the  convent.  We  will,  if  no  cross- 
accident  should  occur  to  mar  such  a  design,  stay  here  till  sunset,  aad  then,  old 
friends,  I  should  say,  let  us  to  the  road  again!" 

Jack  and  Dick  were  far  from  being  averse  to  this  proposition  of  Claude's,  and 
after  a  glance  at  each  other,  Jack  said — 

*'  Yes,  Claude.  Let  it  be  the  road  again,  for  I  don't  think  that  either  you  or 
T  or  Dick  are  in  just  the  fra  ■  e  of  mind  to  sit  down  quietly  in  any  state  of  life, 
whatever  might  be  its  advantages." 

"  Certainly  not,"  said  Claude. 

"  1  think  with  you  both,"  said  Dick.  **Time  was  when  I  cherished  the 
dream  of  one  day  making  sufficient  by  this  mode  o-f  jife  to  go  from  it,  and  in 
peace  and  retirement  and  serenity  pass  the  remainder  of  ray  days  ;  but  I  h^ve 
lived  long  enough  to  feei  how  fallacious  is  any  such  idea,  and  so  I  have  completely 
abandoned  it."  '  "  *  >  '     '      '  ' 

"We  are   all   agreed,  then,"  said  ClaiiJe';  '^Sci  to'th?  last  we  ^halj  be,  whit 
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•ve  have  been  so  long,  knights  of  the  road.  Here  we  are  at  the  inn.  It  will  be 
just  as  well  that  we  ascertain  what  guests  are  here  before  we  alight  a-od  allow 
ourselves  to  encounter  a  disadvantage." 


CHAPTER    CCCLXXXII. 

THE   "GUILDFORD   CELERITY*'    IS    OF   ASSISTANCE   TO    CLAUDE  DUVAL. 

*'  House — house  !'*  cried  Dick.     **  House,  here  !     Hilloa  !" 

At  this  upon  outside  the  door  of  the  inn,  a  man  ran  out  in  his  shirt  sleeves, 
and  said  in  a  hurried  voice — 

*'  Good  Lord,  gentlemen,  what  is  the  matter  ?  You  quite  take  my  breath 
away." 

"  Where's  the  landlord  ?'* 

"  I  am  the  landlord,  if  it's  all  the  same  to  you,  gentlemen." 

**  Then  what  do  you  mean  by  saying  that  it  almost  takes  your  breath  away  to 
see  three  guests  at  your  door  ?" 

"Because,  gentlemen,  it  is  so  early,  that's  all;  but  if  you  will  only  please  to 
alight,  you  will  find  that  there  is  here  good  accommodation  for  man  and  beast, 
as  the  sign  says,  which  is  now  over  the  door ;  and  though  you  might  go  to  a 
place  where  you  might  find  a  finer  looking  room  than  1  can  show  you,  and  mere 
filigree  nonsense,  yet  I  don't  thinii  you  could  possibly  go  anywhere  where  you 
would  find  more  comfort  than  there  is  here,  gentlemen." 

"  What  guests  have  you  ?" 

"  Guests,  sir  ?  Why,  I  do  think  I  may  take  upon  myself  to  say,  sir,  that  we 
have  three." 

•*  Three,  have  you  ?  Well,  who  and  what  are  they  ?  for,  to  tell  the  truth,  we 
are  a  little  particular  where  we  put  up.*' 

*'  You  can't  do  better,  sir,  than  be  particular,  so  I  can  set  your  mind  at  ease 
by  saving,  that  the  three  guests  I  think  I  have — " 

"  You  only  think  ?" 

"  Yes,  gentlemen.  The  three  guests  I  think  I  have,  are  your  three  noble  selves, 
for  there  is  not  another  soul  in  the  house,  except  me  and  my  own  family.'* 

•*  This  will  do,'*  said  Dick  to  Claude. 

"Exactly." 

'*  The  very  thing,"  said  Jack. 

*'  Well,  landlord,  we  will  stay  some  hours  with  you.  Open  your  stable  door, 
and  let  us  ride  our  horses  into  the  stable  yard.  You  will  be  so  good  as  to  give 
them  the  best  breakfast  you  cao,  and  likewise  do  the  same  by  us." 

**  With  all  the  pleasure  in  life,  gentlemen,'*  said  the  landlord,  who  was 
certainly  rather  an  original.  "  Wiih  all  the  pleasure  in  life,  1  may  say.  A 
merciful  man  is  merciful  to  his  beast,  and  I  Uke  to  hear  you  say  you  wish  the 
cattle  to  have  a  good  breakfast." 

"  We  think  as  much  of  our  steeds  as  it  is  possible  to  think  of  such  creatures," 
said  Claude. 

A  very  short  time  sufiiced  for  the  horses  to  be  comfortably  bestowed,  in  three 
stalls,  and  for  their  masters  to  be  seated  at  the  breakfast-table  of  the  landlord, 
which  was  tolerably  well  supplied  with  abundance  of  good  things.  The  party 
consisted  of  the  landlord,  his  wife,  and  his  wife's  sister;  and  Claude  Duval,  with 
his  friends,  were  not  long  in  discovering  that  there  was  something  or  another 
upon  the  mind  of  the  whole  party,  agaiasfc  which  they  were  struggling  might  and 
main. 

That  this  something  was  a  matter  of  grief  to  them,  that  Claude  could  guess,  by 
the  way  in  which  the  females  caught  their  breath,  now  and  then,  as  if  they  were 
repressing  the  desire  to  sob,  and  by  the  landlord,  without  any  cause  in  the  whole 
world,  pretending  now  and  then  to  be  seized  with  aa  immense  disire   tj  i.i^aa  ^. 
u 
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This  pretended  sneezing,  Claude  was  sufficiently  sharp-witted  to  see,  arose 
from  a  desire  to  hide  tears,  that  would  at  times  force  themselves  into  his  eyes. 

Claude  looked  at  Dick,  who  gave  him  a  short  nod  in  return,  as  much  as  to 
say,  "  I  understand  you,  and  see  with  you  that  there  is  something  or  another 
sorely  amiss  in  the  family." 

Jack,  tooj  by  the  observant  way  in  which  he  looked  at  the  landlord's  wife,  was 
evidently  alive  to  the  fact  of  the  mystery  that  was  pending. 

After  a  time,  it  was  obvious  that  the  uneasiness  of  the  whole  party  was 
very  much  upon  the  increase,  indeed,'  and  that,  as  they  looked  at  a  clock  that 
was  in  the  room,  their  pent-up  feelings  amounted  to  quite  an  agony. 

At  length  the  clock  struck  eight. 

At  that  moment,  the  landlady  could  control  her  feelings  upon  some  subj.^ct 
or  another  no  longer,  and  she  burst  into  an  agony  of  weeping,  crying  out  as  she 
did  so — 

"  He  is  lost  I     Oh,  he  is  lost !     My  son — my  son  !  he  is  lost  1" 

"  Hush  !     Oh,  hush  1"  said  the  landlord. 

The  landlord  might  as  well  said  "  Hush!"  to  some  torrent,  for  the  landlady's  grief 
Laving  once  got  the  upper-hand  of  her,  it  could  not  possibly  be  restramed,  and 
In  a  moment  or  two  the  sister  joined  in  the  sobbing,  and  Claude  Duval  and 
his  friends  looked  upon  the  scene  wiih  the  greatest  possible  surprise. 

This  surprise,  upon  the  part  of  Duval  and  his  friends,  though,  was  very  much 
heightened,  and  the  mysterious  conduct  of  the  landlord  and  his  family  reached 
its  climax,  when  he  suddenly  plumped  down  upon  his  knees  before  Claude,  and 
holding  up  his  tiands,  said,  while  the  tears  streamed  down  his  face — 

"  Oh,  sir,  I  don't  know  if  you  have  any  children  of  your  own,  or  if  you  are 
likely  to  have  any,  but  you  may,  you  know;  and  so  I  conjure  you  to  have  some 
mercy  upon  my  poor,  unhappy  boy." 

"  Yes — yes,"  cried  the  landlady,  "  have  mercy  upon  him." 

"  Oh,  do—do  !"  cried  the  sister. 

**  Good  God  !'  said  Claude,  "what  on  earth  is  the  meaning  of  all  this  ?  I 
don't  understand  a  word  that  you  are  talking  about.  Pray,  good  folks,  are  you 
all  a  little  mad  or  not  V 

"Oh,  no— no  I" 

*'  Then  explain  yourselves." 

**  Oh,  sir,  we  know  you.** 

"  Do  you,  indeed  ?" 

"Yes,  sir,  too  well — too  well." 

"  And,  pray,  who  am  I?  If  you  know  me,  perhaps  you  can  name  me,  although 
if  you  do  I  cannot  for  the  life  of  me  see  what  that  has  to  do  with«iiim  whom 
you  call  your  unhappy  son." 

*'  But,  sir — good  sir,  you  are—'* 

'*What,  pray?" 

*'An  officer— a  Bow*street  officer." 

"Indeed?" 

"  les,  sir,  and  those  are  your  two  comrades.    Is  it  not  too  true  ?" 

"  My  good  friend,  I  don't  know  for  the  life  of  me  what  cause  you  have  to 
fear  or  to  expect  Bow-street  or  any  other  officers  here  in  this  house ;  but  as  far 
as  we  are  concerned  you  may  banish  your  fears,  for  we  are  not  at  all  in  that  line, 
I  assure  you." 

"You  are  not?" 

"Most  certainly  not." 

"  Oh,  what  a  relief — oh,  what  a  relief  this  is,  to  be  sure  !  Don't  say  another 
word  about  it,  I  beg  of  you,  gentlemen — oh,  don't.  It's  nothing  at  all — it's 
nothing,  wife,  is  it?" 

"  Yes,  husband,  it  is  much." 

"  No—no—no." 

"  But  I  say  it  is,  and  I  have  a  strong  opinion  upon  the  subject.    I  think  that. 
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after  the  mistake  we  have  made,  and  after  the  way  that  these  gentlemen  have 
been  treated  by  us,  that  we  ought  to  explain  all  about  it  to  them." 

"  Oh,  dear— oh,  dear !"  ^,     ,  .,        ^  . 

"  Don't  say,  '  Oh,  dear !'  you  might  say  that  if  our  Charles  were  guilty  ;  buj;  a3 
he  is  not,  it  is  quite  another  aflfair  ;  so  don't,  I  beg  of  you." 

"Well,  then,  I  won't;  and  if  the  gentlemen  will  be  so  good  as  to  attend  to 
what  we  have  to  say  it  may  lighten  our  griefs  a  little  to  tell  it.  Oh,  where  is 
my  poor  boy— where  is  he — oh,  where  is  he  ?" 

*'  Don't  make  that  noise,"  said  Claude.  "  Tell  me,  some  one  or  other  of  you, 
as  quietly  as  you  can,  what  is  amiss  ;  but,  first  of  all,  why  did  the  strikmg  of 
eight  of  the  clock  have  such  an  effect  upon  you?" 


''  Because."  said  the  mother.  "  we  expected  Charles  to  arrive  ^f  ^  bv  t^^"',^",^ 
he  told  me  if  he  did  not  get  home  at  that  hour  he  would  surely  be  m  the  hands 

'^<%Twrai\as  he  done   to  make  him  obnoxious  to  the  attentions   of  the 
police  V* 

"  Nothing:— oh,  nothing."  ,    .  ,     i.      t    r      ?" 

«  Well,  that  is  strange.     Pray  tell  me,  then,  what  he  l-aa  to  fear 

«My   poor  bov,  Chailes,  sir,"  said  the  mother,  "is,  or  I  should  say  was,  m  . 

Ihe  employment 'of   a  great  merchant  in  the  City   who  is  very  rich  ;  and  as  my  , 

bov    is\ery    ^ood-looking.   though    I   say   it,    who.    perhaps,    should  not,  the  ^ 

merchant's  daughter,  Miss  Annie  Hargrave,  fell  in  love  with  him. [ 

No.  197. 
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<<  No — no,  wife,"  said  the  landlord. 

**  Yes,  you  know  she  did." 

"Well,  but  you  should  say  that  our  Charles  fell  in  love  with  Miss  Annie. 
That  is  the  proper  way  to  put  it.  Young  ladies,  you  know,  ought  not  to  be 
supposed  capable  of  falling  in  love  with  young  gentlemen." 

*'  Well,  but,  John,  I  think  they  are.  1  suppose  I  know  more  about  young 
ladies  than  you  do — what  they  are  likely  to  do,  and  what  not  ? — and  I  can  tell 
you  that  they  are  continually  falling  in  love,  only  that  they  do  not  say  anything 
about  it." 

**  Pray  go  on,"  said  Claude. 

"  I  will,  sir.  Then  I  may  say,  that  my  son  and  Miss  Hargrave  mutually  fell 
in  love  with  each  other." 

The  landlord  nodded. 

"  But,  sir,  when  Mr.  Hargrave  found  it  OQ^  which  he  did  by  a  little  accident 
that  occurred  to  make  him  suspicious." 

"  Yes,"  said  the  landlord,  **it  was  but  a  trifle.  One  day  he  went  into  the 
drawing-room,  and  instead  of  my  son  being  at  his  desk  in  the  counting-house 
below,  he  was  kueeling  at  Miss  Annie's  feel,  and  she  was  a-kissing  of  him,  and 
he  was  a-kissiog  of  her,  that  was  all.** 

"Yes,  nothing  e  se  in  the  world,"  said  the  landlady,  "  and  that  made  him 
suspect  that  they  had  made  acquaintance  with  each  other." 

•'I  should  rather  think  it  would,"  said  Claude, 

"Uoyou,  sir?" 

"  Certamly  I  do,  madam.  But  go  on*  This  Mr.  KargraVe  must  have  been  a 
tolerably  suspicious  sort  of  man." 

*'  Yes,  and,  as  you  hear,  about  nothing  almost.  Well,  sir,  what  must  he  do 
but  put  himself  into  a  violent  rage,  and  turn  our  boy  Charles  out  of  the  house; 
but  not  content  with  that,  he  came  down  here  the  next  day  before  we  knew  any- 
thing about  the  matter,  and  said  to  us — '  Where  is  the  thousand  pound  note  that 
your  son  has  robbed  me  of?*  *' 

"Indeed?'* 

**  Yes,  sir.  Well,  when  we  heard  that,  we  naturally  screamed  together,  and 
then  he  said  in  quite  a  blustering  way— *  I  shall  have  your  son  apprehended, 
unless  you  send  him  out  of  the  country  pretty  quickly ;  he  has  stolen  a 
thousand  pound  note  of  mine,  and  it  is  not  likely  I  am  going  to  put  up  wiih 
such  a  loss.*  Well,  sir,  when  he  had  said  that,  and  frightened  us  all  out  of  our 
wits,  he  went,  leaving  us  in  a  pretty  situation.** 

"  When  was  that  ?"  said  Claude. 

"Only  yesterday  morning,  sir;  but  before  we  could  think  of  what  to  do,  there 
came  a  letter  from  Charles,  explaining  all  about  it,  a'ud  saying  that  he  was  in 
hopes  of  getting  an  interview  with  Miss  Annie,  and  persuading  her  to  run  oflf 
with  him  ;  he  said,  if  we  had  anything  to  write  to  him,  to  send  it  under 
cover  to  a  shop  in  Oxford  Street;  so  we  let  him  know  what  had  happened  here, 
and  in  answer  he  sent  a  few  lines  to  say  that  if  he  were  not  with  us  by  eight 
o'clock  this  morning,  to  conclude  that  old  Mr.  Hargrave  had  done  his  worst, 
for  that  he,  Charles,  was  desperate,  and  if  Anaie  wou.ld  not  be  his,  he  did  not 
care  one  straw  what  became  of  him." 

*'  And  that  is  all?"  said  Claude. 

"  It  is,  sir;  so  we  thought  you  were  an  officer,  we  did  imdeed ;  and  expecting  our 
son  every  moment,  you  may  easily  guess  what  a  state  oi  mind  we  were  in  when 
we  saw  you.'* 

"  It  is  natural  that  you  should  be  rather  frightened,  I  admit,"  said  Claude ; 

*'  and  I  am  very  happy  to  inform  you  that   I  am   not  only  no  officer,  but  that  I 

think  your  son  is  falsely  accused  by  Mr.  Hargrave,  and  that,  much  as  lie  has  the 

,   villany  actually  to  concoct  such  a  terrible  plot  against  him,  such  a  charge,  under, 

'   the  circumstances,  will  never  be  able  to  be  maintained  against  the  young  man,'*    ' 

"  Oh,  sir,  do  you,  indeed  and  in  truth,  think  so :" 

"Upon  ray  honour  I  do.*' 
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•'What  a  relief  that  is,"  said  the  lutullord.  "  I  will  run  nnd  get  some  of  the 
Old  Madeira  out  of  the  coiner  of  the  celhir,  and  we  will  have  a  glass  of  it  to- 
gether, lor  who  iiiiows,  after  all— ha — ha! — but  that  our  son,  Charles,  may 
persuade  the  sweet  young  lady  to  luo  away  wiih  him,  and  so  he  married  to  lier~ 
eh,  wife?" 

"All,  who  knows,  indeed,"  said  the  wife,  wilh  a  toss  of  her  head.  "I'm 
sure  there's  lots  of  lords  and  dukes  that  is  no  more  to  be  compared  in  looks  and 
manners  to  ray  Charles,  though  I  say  it,  who  ought  not  perhaps,  than  chalk  is 
to  clieese." 

•'  To  be  sure,"  said  the  sifter,  '*he  is  a  genteel  youth." 

"  Hush  !'  said  Claude,  starting  up. 

••  Oh,  sir,  what  is  it  ?" 

''  The  sound  of  wheels." 

"  Wheels  ?     Oh,  there's  wheels  within  wheels  in  this  world,"  said  the  wife. 

The  sound  of  horses'  feet,  now,  as  well  as  wheels,  came  plainly  upon  their 
cars ;  and  before  they  could  get  to  the  door  it  was  quite- clear  that  some  carriage 
hud  stopped  at  it. 


CHAPTER  CCCLXXXIII. 

MISS    IIAHGRAVE    13    PROTECTliD   BY    CLAUDE    AND    lilS    GALLANT    FRIENDS, 

Tin:  state  of  terror  in  which  the  landlord  and  his  family  evidently  were  now 
had  a'»out  it  some-thing  truly  ludicrous.  The  landlord,  himself,  showed  a  strong 
desTf  to  hide  liiinseh  un''er  the  table.  The  wife  went  into  hysterics,  and  the 
si.'tei  Icoked  as  though  she  fancied  the  chimney  would  not  be  a  lad  pUce  to  get 
into. 

"  Silence,  all  of  you,"  said  Duval.  **  Everything  is  to  be  lost  b  y  fear,  and 
nothing  is  ever  to  be  gained  by  ir," 

•*  Yes— yes,"  gas{)ed  the  landlord.     "  I — oh,  dear  !" 

"  Stay  where  you  are  all  of  you  \   I  will  go  to  the  door  and  see  who  is  there." 

"Oh— oh!" 

"  Si'eiicc,  I  say — silence!" 

T-^e  peremptory  way  in  v/hieh  Claude  Duval  .^polce  had  the  elfcct  even  of 
causing  ihe  iaudlaH' to  smother  her  hysteric-;,  and  the  laailord  himself  sat 
lookirg  intently  at  Claude  as  if  he  had  only  just  then  seen  him  for  the  first  time. 

"  I  '.vi:i  go  to  the  door,"  said  Duval  to  Jack  and  Dick  ;  *'you  stay  here  :  I 
wi'l  call  to  you  if  1  want  jcu." 

"Alls  right,"  said  Jack. 

'*  Ta''<e  care  of  yourself"  said  Dick. 

"  1  will,  ycu  may  depend." 

Claude  Duval  v.as  at  the  door  of  the  Utile  inn  very  qiiicU\-,  and  then  he  snw  a 
chaise  wilh  the  horse  all  in  a  foam  in  it,  and  a  young  n:an  ju-t  aliuhtiu;?  from  it. 
In  the  chaise,  tcjo,  there  was  a  fi',^ure  muffled  up  in  several  s'awls  and  a  cloak, 
imd  Claude  Duval  formed  his  own  conclusions  regarding  tiiu  fij;ur''. 

t3tcj)(;ing  up  to  the  side  of  the  chaise,  Duval  said  to  the  vouuir  man — 

"  Premising  before  I  ask  you  any  questions  that  I  am  a  fricu  1,  let  m:  nquest 
of  you  to  know  if  your  name  is  Charles  V* 

*'  It  :s.     Stand 'off,  sir." 

''  And  vou  are  the  son  of  the  landlord  here  ?" 

"  I  am!     Whnt  of  that?" 

'*  Nothing  particular,  except  that  your  friends  here  will  be  {/lad  to  see  vo-.j. 
This,  I  supfjose,  is  the  fair  and  accomplished  ?Ji:i5  ilar^^ravc'C 

When  Claude  Duval  uttered  these  words,  the  figure  t.'iat  was  enveloped  in  the 
sluMvb  and  the  cloak  uttered  a  scream,  and  turning  to  Claude,  he  s^w  the  f:-.ce 
of  ihe  loveliest  young  girl  that  he  thought  he  had  ever  seen  in  ail  his  lie.  Sh^ 
was  very  young  evidently,  but  there  was  such  a  sweetness  of  cxpre»sion,  and  ) 
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such  a  purity  of  look  and  genpralappearanca  about  her,  that  it  was  quiteacharm- 
inof  thing  to  have  the  opportunity  of  gazing  upon  such  a  face. 

"  Spare  hina  !"  cried  the  young  lady.  "  Oh,  spare  him  !  He  is  indeed  innocent, 
and  the  time  will  ccme  when  my  cruel  father  will  repent  of  the  false  charge  he 
has  made  against  my  Charles." 

"  Oh,  my  Annie,"  said  Claries,  "  it  cuts  me  to  the  heart  to  hear  you  plead 
for  tne.     Sir,  I  know  not  who  or  what  you  are,  but  I  defy  you." 

The  idea  of  such  a  mere  stripling  as  Charles  defying  a  man  like  Claude  Duval, 
whom  few  strong,  stout  meu  could  very  well  defy,  was  rather  absurd,  and  Claude 
said  vvith  a  smile — 

"  My  good  sir,  you  and  I,  together  with  a  couple  of  friends  I  havf  in  the 
inn,  may,  1  hope,  defy  your  foes;  but  I  am  afraid  that  if  we  defy  each  other  we 
shall  do  no  good  at  all.     Come  in  at  once,  and  be  assured  that  I  am  your  friend." 

Chiirlcs  looked  a  little  doubtful;  young  as  he  was,  he  had  seen  more  of  the 
world  than  Annie  Hargrave,  and  he  had  found  out  how 

*'  A  man  may  smile — and  smile,  and  be  a  villain." 

But  Annie  called  to  him  tenderly,  saying — 

*'  Oh,  Charles,  this  is  a  friend  to  us,  indeed.  If  he  be  not,  there  is  no  faith  in 
outward  virtue,  for  never,  surely,  could  hypocrisy  look  and  speak  as  he  does." 

Claude  turned  to  the  young  girl,  as  he  said— 

*'  From  ray  heart,  Miss   Hargrave,  I  thank   you  for  that  kind  opinion.     He 
haU  not  be  betrayed  by  me,  you  may  depend  upon  it.  And  now,  Mr.  Charles, 

ill  you  trust  me  V 

"  1  will,  sir.    But  how  came  you  to  know  who  I  am,  and  who  the  young  lady 

.  passes  my  comprehension    most  completely." 

"  I  have  heard  your  whole  story  from  your  mother." 

"  Ah,  then  I  am  satisfied.  Come  now,  my  darling  Annie;  let  me  liclp  you  to 
alight  from  this  vehicle,  which  has  served  us  so  well,  and  my  father  will  look 
after  the  horse,  which  has  done  its  duty  so  gallantly." 

•'  Oh,  Charles,  are  we  not  pursued  ?" 

*'  We  were  so,  dear  one,  out  we  have  evidently  baffled  pursuit,  or  they  would 
be  closer  to  us  than  they  seem  to  be." 

Charles  helped  the  young  lady  from  the  chaise  to  the  ground,  and  as  he  did  so, 
Claude,  \vho  was  rather  a  close  observer,  saw  that  fhey  both  took  advantage  of 
the  occasion  to  give  each  other  a  very  tender  and  loving  embrace,  which  seemccJ 
80  to  inioxicate  the  young  clerk  with  joy,  that  his  eyes  sparkled  again  with 
the  delight  of  his  heart. 

From  what  he  now  saw  of  both  of  them,  Duval  was  more  than  ever  inclined 
to  befriend  them  to  the  best  of  his  ability,  and  he  called  out  to  the  landlord  in  a 
loud  voice  to  come  out. 

In  another  moment  the  landlord  embraced  his  son,  and  then  he  began  to  make 
a  number  of  bows  to  Miss  Hargrave,  but  sli^'  stepped  up  to  him,  saying  in  her 
sweet  voice — 

"You  are  my  dear  Charles's  father,  so  I  will  show  to  you  the  duty  and  the 
love  of  a  daughter." 

With  these  words,  she  placed  her  arras  upon  his  neck,  and  the  landlonl 
looked  as  though  he  were  ready  to  smk  through  the  ground. 

"  Oh,  lor  1"  he  cried.  "  She  is  an  angel — quite  an  angel!  Oh,  Charles,  how 
did  you  get  such  a  sweet,  dear,  delightful— —Oh,  what  is  that  ?     Plorses'  feet!" 

"  Hold  1"  said  Claude,  as  he  put  himself  into  an  attitude  of  listening. 

They  were  all  for  a  few  moments  like  statues,  so  still  were  they ;  and  then 
Claude  said — 

*'  Mr.  Charles,  have  you  any  reason  to  anticipate  peril?" 

"  I  have." 

"  Do  you  think  your  enemies  know  the  route  you  took  ?'* 

*'  1  am  afraid  they  suspect  it " 

"Then  they  are  coming." 
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"  Oh,  ray  poor  boy  !"  cried  the  landlord — "  oh,  ray  Charles,  what  on  earth 
will  become  of  him  ?     He  is  lost  !" 

"Silence/*  said  Claude.  "I  think.  Master  Charles,  you  were  imprudent  to 
come  here.     You  would  naturally  be  sought  at  this  place.*' 

**  Yes,  sir,  it  may  be  so,  but  my  tenderness  for  the  fair  fame  of  Annie  is  such 
that  I  could  riot  feel  happy  to  place  her  in  any  other  hands  than  Ie  those  of  my 
mother,  and  that  is  why  I  came  here  at  once  ;  but  I  have  yet  hope  that  the  per- 
sons who  are  approaching  may  be  merely  casual  travellers  on  the  road." 

"Oh,  no— no,"  said  the  landlord. 

Miss  Hargrave  clung  to  Charles  in  quite  an  agony  of  terror,  and  Claude,  then, 
after  a  moment's  thought,  said — 

"  Come  in-doors,  all  of  you.  Stop  !  you,  Mr.  Landlord,  put  up  the  horse  and 
the  chaise  at  once  in  the  stable.  Surely,  there  are  some  places  in  this  old  house 
in  which  the  lovers  can  hide  1" 

"  Oh,  no — no  !"  cried  Annie,  "  that  will  look  like  guilt.  My  Charles  must 
not  hide  from  any  man,  not  even  from  my  father." 

There  was  something  so  noble  about  the  young  girl's  air  and  manner  as  she 
said  these  words,  that  Claude  Duval  admired  her  more  than  ever,  but  again  he 
urged  them  to  come  into  the  house  while  the  landlord  put  aside  the  chaise  and 
the  horse,  and  they  accompanied  him  into  the  room  where  the  mother  and  sister, 
and  Claude's  two  friends  were.  ''•>*   ■'■-•^*  - 

The  meeting  between  the  mother  and  her  son  was  deeply  affecting  ;  but  Claude 
Duval  felt  all  the  emergency  of  the  situation  of  the  young  couple,  and  he  said— 

**  Now  hide  yourselves,  both  of  you,  for  however  it  may  look  like  guilt,  and  be 
an  action  of  guilt  to  do  so,  yet  innocence  .itself  is  compelled  at  times  in  this 
world  to  hide  its  head.*' 

"  Mother,"  said  Charles,  "to  you,  and  to  you,  aunt,  I  commit  the  care  of  this 
dear  girl.  Let  it  be  sufficient  for  you  to  know  that  I  love  her  belter  than  I  do 
my  life  ;  and  rather  than  that  a  hair  of  this  dear  head  should  be  injured,  I  would 
lay  down  that  life  with  pleasure.  Take  care  of  her,  for  if  anything  should  happen 
to  her,  I  cannot  live  in  this  world." 

"  Charles — Charles  !'*  cried  the  girl. 

"  Dear  Annie,  go  and  let  me  remain  here  to  meet  every  questioning.  1  am 
innocent  of  all  but  loving  you  too  well." 

"They  will  kill  you,  Charles!" 

*'No,"  said  Claude  Duval,  "you  may  trust  me  and  ray  friends  here  with  his 
safety.  I  think  that,  feeling  his  own  innocence  as  he  does,  it  is  as  well  that 
Charles  should  face  his  enemies.  If  they  have  any  authority  at  all,  it  is  over 
him,  and  not  over  you.  Miss  Hargrave ;  and  if  they  find  him  here,  tbey  have  no 
right  to  enter  a  single  room  of  this  house  in  the  name  of  the  law ;  and  if 
they  attempt  to  do  it  in  the  name  of  violence  and  force  in  search  of  you,  we 
will  resist  them  ;  so  Charles  is  doing  the  best  thing  he  can  to  save  you." 

"  Yes,  at  the  sacrifice  of  himself." 

"  No — no  !     It  may  not  be  so." 

"Charles?" 

"Yes,  dear  Annie?" 

"Do  you  command  me  to  go  ?*' 

"  No — no  !     So  harsh  a  word  as  command  to  you  can  never  pass  these  lips; 
but  I  ask  you  to  go,  dear  one." 

"  Oh,  Charles,  that  is,  indeed,  a  command.  Farewell !  Oh,  sir," — turning  to 
Claude — "you  will  protect  him  1*' 

"With  ray  life." 

The  look  of  gratitude  that  the  young  girl  gave  to  Duval  went  to  his  very 
heart;  and  if  before,  which,  in  truth,  he  was  not,  he  had  been  ever  so  lukewarm 
in  the  cause  of  Charles,  he  would  from  that  moment  have  felt  that  it  was  a 
eacred  duty  wiih  him  to  do  all  that  was  possible  in  conformity  with  his  promise 
to  that  yourg  and  beautiful  crca'luro. 
The  lovers  took  a  kind  farewell  of  each  other  ;  and  just  as  a  party  of  horae- 
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men  of  some  six    or  ten   in  number  dashed  up  to  the  door  of  the  inn,  Charles's 
naother  and  aunt  conducted  Annie  Hargrave  to  the  upper  part  of  the  house. 

Charles  looked  h  little  pale,  and  the  father,  who  had  corae  in  from  attending  to 
the   horse   and  chaise,   was   in    a   ten ible  state  of  agitation.     Placing  his  hands 
upon  the  shoulder  of  his  son,  he  said,  in  a  voice  that  was  choked  by  sobs — 
•'  My  boy  — my  Charles  !     On,  tell  me — tell  me,  are  you  in  truth  innocent  ?" 
*'  I  am,  father!" 

"  Entire'y  so,  and  not  by  any — any—" 
*'  Any  what,  father  ?" 

*<  Any  cdi  way  of  putting  it,  you  know,  so  as  to  say  that  it  was  no  real  crime, 
or  anything  of  that  sort  ?" 

**  Father,  I  ^m  innocent  in  every  possible  meaning  of  the  word.  I  am  falsely 
accused  of  stealing  a  thousand  pound  note.  1  know  nothing  on  oath  about  it, 
sir,  l)eyond  taking  it  from  a  banker's  and  placing  it  in  Mr.  Hargrave's  own 
band." 

"Then  you  had  it  once  in  your  possession  ?"  said  Claude. 
'■  I  had,  sir.'' 

*'  I  see,  then,  how  the  charge  is  made;  He  denies  having  received  it  from 
you  r" 

"lie  dnes,  I  suppose.'* 

Clauile  felt  very  uneasy  now  for  Charles,  for  he  saw  how  easily,  if  Mr.  Har- 
grove ciiose  to  destroy  the  note,  he  could  fix  ths  charge  upon  him  by  taking 
cath  ij.'ivt  ho  had  never  received  it  of  him,  while  the  banker  could  prove  that  he 
paid  it  to  liim,  Charles,  upon  his,  Mr.  Hargrave's,  account. 

All  ihesp  c -nsideraticas  did  not  at  the  moment  present  themselves  to  the 
youns;  man  ;  for,  to  tell  the  truth,  his  mind  was  so  full  of  his  dear  Annie,  that 
iie  ihouglit  but  iiule  of  the  peril  in  which  he  himself  stood  at  that  moment. 

"  hilioi  I"  cri^id  u  horse  voice  from  the  door  ot  the  inn.     **  Hilloa  !     Is  no- 
body at  home  here  .?     Hoi !     House  here  !'* 
"  Tiity  come,"  said  the  landlord. 

"  i^on't  bo  alirmed,"  said  Claude.  "Let  me  speak  and  act  in  the  matter. 
There  is  yet  a  chance." 

As  he  spoke,  Claude  looked  at  Dick  and  Jack  in  such  a  manner,  that  they 
quite  concluded  he  did  not  intend  to  let  young  Charles  be  taken,  and  they  gave 
t.im  a  nf>d  each  in  repi)',  to  intimate  that  they  were  quite  ready  to  act  with  him 
in  the  n-attcr. 

Before  anything  else  could  be  said  in  the  matter,  the  sound  of  footsteps  in  the 
jia.^sage  can'iC  upon  the  ears  of  all  in  the  room,  and  the  door  being  violently 
o\x  iial,  the  party  of  mounted  men  who  had  stopped  at  the  inn,  and  who  had  left 
one  ttnly  of  their  number  outside  to  take  care  of  the  horses,  marched  in. 

•  Sto.p,  if  you  p'ease!'*  said  Claude  Duval,  advancing  two  steps  in  front  of 
his  fr;cnd.5.     "  Pray  what  do  you  want?" 

This  calm  and  cool  address  had  the  effect  of  stopping  the  sudden  entrance 
of  the  ofTjce.rs,  and  the  chief  of  them  said  in  a  civil  enough  tone  of  voice— 

"I  don't  know  what  right  you  have  to  ask,  but  as  I  am  alwa.y*  ready  to 
answer  a  civil  question  to  a  gentleman,  as  you  seem  to  be,  1  may  say  that  1  am 
an  ofTiccr  of  the  police,  and  that  I  have  a  warrant  for  the  apprehension  of  Chai  les 
Hrownlow,  xtw  a  charge  of  felony  against  his  master,  Mr.  Hargravc  ;  and  having 
rea^on  to  ouppo-c  he  i-s  here,  1  come  here  to  seek  him." 

*•  He  15  here  !  He  must  be  here  !"  said  a  voice  in  angry  tones,  and  a  maq, 
vi^i'h  a  countenance  distorted  by  passion,  pushed  forward  through  the  group  of 
officers.  "  1  will  have  the  villain's  life,  for  he  has  robbed  me  of  ray  money  :ind 
o\  mv  daughter,  too  !  i  ^ay,  I  will  see  him  hanged  for  it!  I  told  him  1  v>'ouid 
and  i  will  I" 
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CHAPTER  CCCLXXXIV. 

MR.    HARGRAVE    FINDS    THAT    HIS    VlLLANY    13    FULLY    DISCOVEaED. 

After  this  sppech  from  the  violent   man,  there  couid  be  no  doubt   of  liis 
identity  as  Mr.  Hargrave  ;  so  Claude  Duval  addressed  him,  sdying  — 
"Sir.  yon  shail  have  jiistice." 

"  Jwsl  c\:  !  '  lie  (lied.  "  I  will  have  justice  without  your  inteifrrGnce..  sir.  1 
don't  care  a  straw  a  r.o  you  are,  sir.  1  will  hang  hinc  if  it  costs  rnc  ton  thou- 
sand pounds  to  do  so;  and  if  once  I  get  hold  of  that  undutlful  chiN  of  mine,  I 
v.ill  make  iier  bitterly  repent  of  her  bad  conduct,  that  1  will.  The  liu-sy-^ilie 
little  wretch!  Oh,  I  will  make  hor  smart  for  this  morning's  work,  1  wiii, 
indeed,  and  I  will  hang  Charles  Brownlow  !" 

The  officer  wbo  had  the  command  of  the  party  shook  his  head,  as  i.c  said  — 
"Sir,  you  will  permit  me  to  say,  that  it  is  very  imprudent,  indeed,  of  you  to 
go  on  m  this  way." 
"  And  why  so,  sir  ?'* 

*  Because  it  looks  as  if  revenge,  and  not  justice,  were  your  aim  ;  and  wlien  the 
young  man  is  put  upon  his  trial,  and  1  report  your  words  that  you  would  siJtnd 
JT  ten  thousand  pounds  to  get  him  hanged,  it  v»'ill  go  a  long  way  lov.'ards  getting 
rr    hiai  acquitted." 

[[       The  demon  iaclook  that  came  over  the   face   of  Mr.  Hargrave  as  the  cfiicor 
said  this,  was  truly  dreadful  to  see. 

"Ila — ha!"  he  cried;  "it  don't  matter.     The  case  is  so  strong  against  liim, 
so  clear,  and  so  simple  in  its  strength,  that  if  the   whole  world   were  to  say  all 
jl  sons  of  things,  it  could  not  have  the  effect  of  contradicting  the  testimony  against 
him." 

"  I  admit  it  is  a  strong  case,  sir." 

*'  Yes,  you  do  well  to  admit  it,  for,  in  good  truth,  it  is  a  strong  case.  Ha? 
ha  !     It  is  a  case  which  will  be  his  death — his  death  !'* 

The  chief  officer  made  no  reply  to  these  words ;  but  turning  about,  he  said — 
"  Js  the  master  of  the  house  here;" 

"  Ves,"  stammered  the  landlord.     **  I  am  that  unhappy  individual." 
"  Then,  here  is  our  warrant  to  search  these  premises,  or  any  other  that  we 
may  have  reasonable  suspicions  of,  ior  Charles  Brownlow,  accused  of  felony. 
You  will  be  very  ill-advised,  indeed,  Mr.  Brownlow,  if  you  place  any  obstruction 
in  our  wav." 
"  I  will'  not." 

The  landlord  spoke  very  faintly,  and  was  forced  to  drop  into  a  chair,  where  he 
sat,  looking  so  ill,  that  the  officers  really  pitied  him  as  the  father  of  the  youth 
yf  whose  fate,  in  their  minds,  was  sealed. 
j  It  was  then,  at  the  moment  that  Mr.  Hargrave  was  rubbing:  his  hands 
J  together,  and  glaring  about  him  like  a  fiend,  and  ihat  the  officers  were  preparing 
J!  to  search  the  house,  that,  from  behind  Jack  and  Dick,  young  Charles  Brownlow 
j    stepped  forward,  saying  as  he  did  So — 

It      "  There  need  be  no  further  trouble,  gentlemen — I  am  here!' 
*'Ah!"  cried  Mr.  Hargrave,  "  seize  him  !     Bind  him!     Put  fetters  on  him  I 
yf  This  is  the  villain — this  is  the  villain  !" 

I*      "There  is  no  occasion,  sir,"    said   the  chief  officer,    "for  either  violence  or 
I    trrf.ure.      Are   you  Charles   Brownlow,   late   a  clerk  in   the   service   of  Mr, 
*[  Hargrave  ?" 
If       "  I  am." 
''      "  Then,  you  are  my  prisoner.** 

Charles  bowed. 

"  Upon  what  charge,"  said  Claude  Duval,  "  is  this  young  man  taken  ?'* 

"  For  stealing  a  thousand  pound  note." 

"  I  deny  it,"  said  Charles.    *'  1  call  upon  you  all  to  witness  that  I  deny  the 
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charge  in  toto.  I  did  receive  a  thousand  pound  note  from  the  Bank  of  Englan<^ 
on  account  for  Mr.  Hargrave,  in  whose  employment  I  was,  and  I  gave  it  into 
his  own  hands  in  his  own  private  counting-house  within  ten  minutes  after  so  re- 
ceiving it." 

|f       "  False— false  as  hell  !'*  cried  Mr.  Hargrave,  stamping  fiercely  upon  the  floor 
11  of  the  room. 

"My  good  sir,"  said  the  officer,  "there  is  no  occasion  for  all  this  violence  ; 
we  are  not  trying  the  case  here,  I  assure  you." 
'•But  it  is  false!" 
"  It  is  true,"  said  Charles. 

**  Well — well,  you  have  both  had  your  say,'*  said  the  officer,  "and  there  is 
an  end  of  that.  You  will  come  to  town  with  us,  Charles  Brownlow  ;  our  duty 
is  quite  plain  and  easy.  It  is,  to  lodge  you  in  jail ;  and  whether  you  be  innocent 
or  iijuilty  h  a  matter  with  which,  you  see,  we  have  nothing  to  do." 

"  Certainly,"  said  Charles,  "  and  I  thank  you  for  the  kind  way  in  which  you 
are  disposed  to  do  your  duty,    I  am  really." 

"  Stop!"  said  Claude — "  stop  a  minute.  The  charge  is  quite  absurd,  for  Mr. 
Hargrave,  if  he  vere  put  upon  his  oath,  don't  know  the  number  of  the  note,  and 
Mr.  Charles  Brownlow  does." 

"  Not  know  it  ?"  cried  Mr.  Hargrave — "  not  know  it?     I  do  know  it.     I— I 

ought  to  know  it.     It  is " 

•'  Well,  sir  ?" 

"  It  is  9—9 — no,  not  9— yes,  it  is  90.  Stop  a  bit,  I  "will  soon  confound  you 
all,  for  1  made  a  memorandum  of  the  number  of  the  note  in  my  pocket-book 
this  veiy  morning." 

•'  From  the  note  itself?"  said  Claude, 

**  No,  sir,  not  from  the  note  itself,  for  I  never  saw  it.      I  am  not  to  be  so  very 
easily  trapped,  sir,  as  all  that  comes  to.    No,  sir,  the  memorandum  I  made  was 
from  the  information  the  bank  clerk  gave  me,  sir,  if  you  please.     Ha — h;i  !" 
/[       Mr.   Hargrave  nodded  and  smiled  in  the  most  vicious  manner  in  the  world,  as 
I  if  he  had  attained  some  great  triumph  over  Claude  Duval;  and  then  going  to  the 
,    window  of  the  room  he  looked  in  his  pocket-book,  and  called  out— 
•'  The  number  of  the  note  is  9023." 

*'  Very  good,"  said  Claude.     "  Write  that  down,  Mr.  Officer,  if  you  please." 
The  olficer  smiled  as  he  said— 

"  I  shall  remember  it;  but  really,  Mr.  Hargrave,  you  are  acting  very  foolishly 
in  this  matter." 

"  Never  mind — never  mind.     I  stick  to  it.     And  now,  if  you  please,  we  will 
search  for  the  other  delinquent.'* 
"  The  other  what,  sir  ?" 
'*'ihe  other  delinquent." 
"And  who  may  he  be,  sir?" 

"  My  runaway  daughter — the  companion  of  the  flight  of  this  young  vaga- 
bond.    My  daughter,  whom  he  has  seduced." 

"Sir,'*  said  Charles,  "  that  is  false ;  and  but  for  the  halo  that  surrounds  even 
you  of  respect,  as  being  the  father  of  Annie,  I  would  knock  you  down  for  those 
words." 

"  Knock  me  down  ?'* 

"  Yes,  sir,  for  a  foul  calumniator  of  female  innocence," 
"  Wretch  !     I  say  again  you  have  seduced  her !" 

*'  Stop — stop  !"  cried  the  officer     "  It  is  a  very  odd  thing  to  hear  a  father 
accusing  his  child  and  somebody  else  defending  her.    But  that  is  no  business  of 
mine.     Come  along,  Charles  Brownlow,  to  town  at  once." 
"  Yes,  1  am  ready,"  said  Charles. 

"x^nd  so  am  1,"  said  Mr.  Hargrave,  **  as  soon  as  you  have  searched  this  house 
from  top  to  bottom  for  my  lost  daughter.     I  will  have  every  hole  and  cranny  ot 
it  looked  into.     Oh,  I  will  make  her  remember  this  day's  work!"_ 
"  Well,  sir,"  said  the  officer,  "search  away." 
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"But  you  and  your  Uicn  will  search  ?" 
"  Oh,  110."  , 

"?«!  >°:tlZ"'^VL.  no  warrant  to  search  .he  house  but  for  Charle. 

^'° Yt";aTd''ciaud?;""and  .he  landlord  of  this  house  forbids  any  man  at  hi. 
peril  to  attempt  to  enter  a  room  in  it  without  his  permission. 

"Death  and  fury!"  cried  Mr.  Hargrave.  i  nf  wp  nr? 

"Yes,  sir."  said  the  officer,  "death  and  fury  are  very  hard  words  ;  '^"t  w^  are 
not  going  10  have  an  action  against  us  for  trespass  because  you  say  death  and 

^"'' i'v^ill  search  the  house  myself,  then."  said  Mr.  Hargrave.  ;'  I  and  Ur.J^cob 
Bell.  Jacob  Bell-Jacob  Bell!  where  are  you?  Nevermind  the  horses,  let 
them  go  to  the  d— 1.    Come  here.  Jacob  Bell."  .  ,       .  ,„^  Upf„-e 

A  man  with  a  cringing  gait  entered  the  room,  and  bowing  very  low  Deiore 
Mr  Hargrave,  he  said— 

**  Honoured  sir,  what  is  your  noble  pleasure  V 
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"  Jacob  Bell,  you  will  help  me  to  search  this  house  for  ray  lost  daughter. 
Charles  Brownlow  is  arrested,  as  you  see." 

"Oh,  the  villain!" 

"  Yes,  Jacob,  he  is  a  villain." 

*'  Oh,  the  wretch,  to  rob  such  a  master — such  a  good  mastsr,  too  !  Oh,  Charlea 
— Charles,  how  could  you  be  so  wicked  ?  You  will  be  hanged  now,  you  un- 
happy young  man,  and  I  shall  be  compelled  to  give  my  testimony,  humble  as  it 
is,  against  you.'* 

"  Against  me !    What  do  you  mean  ?" 

"  Tell  him,"  said  Mr.  Hargrave— "  tell  him." 

S    "  Why,  Charles,   I  am  sorry  to  say  I  saw  you  put  the  note  ipto  your  own  f 

pocket,  and  I  heard  you  say,  'Old  Hargrave  shall  never  see  this  note  again,     1  j 

will  keep  it  as  an  instalment  of  his  daughter's  fortune.'  "  •  I 

"  You  vile  fabricator!"  said  Charles,  spfingingforA-ardand  catching  Jacob  Bell  ! 
by  the   throat,    **  such   words   never  passed  my  lips,  or  ever  occurred  to  me. 
How  dare  you  look  me  in  the  face,  with  such  a'hideous  lie  in  your  mouth?" 

"  Murder  !  murder !" 

The  officers  rescued  Jacob  Bell  from  Charles,  and  Mr.  Hargrave  cried  out— 

"There,  you  see, you  would  not  handcuff  him,  and  that  is  the  consequence  of  Ij 
it.     You  see  he  assaults  the  witness,   you  see — you  see."  ij 

**  Oh  yes,  sir,  we  see." 

"  He  !  he  !"  said  Jacob  Bell,  as  he  righted  his  cravat,  "  I  fully  expected  to 
suffer;  but  as  it  is  in  the  cause  of  my  much  honoured  aud  beloved  master  1  don't 
care.     Oh  dear,  no — I  don't  care.     He  will  make  it  up  to  me." 

*'  I  will,  Jacob,  vou  may  depend." 

"  Oh,  sir— oh— oh!"  .,    .„  . 

Jacob  bowed  almost  to  the  flooV,  aM  then  Mr.  Hargrave  cried  out — 

•*  You  and  I,  Jacob  will  search  this  house  for  my  daughter.  lam  not  afraid  of 
your  actions  of  trespass.     Ha  !  ha  I  Out  of  the  way,  man  !'* 

"  No,  thank  you,  sir,"  said  tlie  landlord. 

Claude  Duval  had  whispered  in  the  landlord's  ear  what  he  ought  to  do;  and 
seeing  that  the  officers  would  not  support  Mr.  Hargrave,  and  that  Claude  and  his 
friends  would  support  him,  he  gathered  courage  to  act. 

*'  Out  of  the  way,  fellovv  !" 

"No,  this  is  my  house,  Mr.  Hargrave,  and  if  you  don't  like  it  you  may 
leave  it ;  and  if  you  are  disorderly  I  will  turn  you  out.  As  to  searching  my 
house,  it  is  a  thing  I  can't  permit,  and  I  won't  either." 

"  Force  your  wav,  Jacob  Bell." 

'*  Try  it,'"  said  the  landlord. 
^  "  Yes,  sir,"  said  Jacob.     "  I — that  is— oh,  dear  me,  what  a  ruffian  he  looks, 
sir!     If  yoij  were  to  go  first,  I  don't  think  he  would  dare  to  hit  such  a  great 
gentleman*  Sis  you  are,  sir.     Tell  hira  you  are  worth  two  thousand  pounds  a  year, 
sir,  and  if  he  hinders  you  after  that,  he  must  be  mad." 

"  If  hejiad  twenty  millions,"  said  the  landlord,  "  I'd  knock  him  down." 

The  ofiucers  looked  on  rather  amused  at  this  scene,  and  Mr.  Hargrave  turhing 
to  them,  said  savagelj' — 

"  Of  course,  you  will  interfere  if  there  is  a  breach  of  the  peace?" 

-'  YeSi  iicalled  upon  by  the  master  of  the  house." 

"  The  master  of  the  house  ?" 

*'Ccn:i'ly.  You  are  the  interloper  here,  you  know,  sir.  If  you  go  outside 
into  the  >  .  I,  there  can't  be  any  breach  of  peace,  unless  the  landlord  comes  af  er 
you,  5na  ii'^n  he  will  be  in  the  wrong  ;  but  you  can't  expect  us  to  help  you 
when  ycc  ;  )mo  into  a  man's  house  and  assault  .him.'^ 

'*  1  doii  I  care — I  don't  care.  1  can  see  that  there  is  a  sttiircase  in  that  corner 
yonder,  and  it  may  lead  me  to  where  J  shall  find  my  most  undutiful  cliiid.  Come 
on,  Jacob  Dell,  1  command  you  !  Clear  that  man  out  of  the  way,  or  L  will  dis- 
ciiarge  yeu  from  ray, service." 
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Jacob  Bell,  under  the  dread  of  the  threat,  stepped  forward ,  but  Claude  put 
out  his  foot,  and  Jacob  trod  upon  it. 

*'  What !"  said  Claude,  "  are  ray  toes  to  be  trodden  upon  in  this  desperate  way 
by  a  ruffian  !  Villain!  you  seek  my  life,  and  in  self-defence — mind  you  all,  gentle- 
men, only  in  self-defence — I  am  compelled  to  put  Jacob  Bell  gently  outside  the 
house." 

As  he  spoke,  Claude  pounced  upon  poor  Jacob  Bell,  and  catching  him  by  the 
back  of  the  neck  xvith  the  left  hand,  and  the  lower  part  of  his  apparel  with  the 
right,  he  sent  liim  like  a  bombshell,  head-foremost,  right  through  the  window  into 
the  yard,  where  he  alighted  amid  a  whole  litter  of  pigs,  who  were  busily  amusing 
themselves  on  a  dung-heap. 

When  Mr.  Hargrave  saw  in  what  a  violent  and  ready  way  his  raau-of  all-work, 
Jacob  Bell,  was  disposed  of  by  one  of  the  friends  of  the  Brownlow  family,  he 
staggered  back  aghast,  and  did  not  stop  till  he  reached  the  door,  crying  out   as 
he  did  so — 
'  "Help — help!     Murder— murder!" 

It  EG -happened  that  these  cries  had  some  effect ;  although  it  was  rather  an 
absurd  thing  to  hear  them  coming  from  the  person  who  was  quite  untouched, 
while  he  who  was  is  some  degree  of  peril — that  is  to  say,  Jacob  Bell — after 
uttering  one  great  howl,  said  not  a  word. 

The  voice  of  Mr.  Hargrave  calling  for  help,  and  uttering  that  one  fearful  woid 
"Murder,"  came  upon  the  ears  of  his  daughter,  Annie,  as  she  sat  trembling  in 
the  bed-chamber  of  the  landlady  ;  and  her  kind  and  gentle  feelings  towards  her 
father,  notwithstanding  he  had  ever  treated  her  with  a  kind  of  harshness  that 
might  well  have  dissipated  any  tenderness  she  might  naturally  have  for  him, 
induced  her  to  fly  to  his  aid. 

Rising  from  the  old-fashioned  arm-chair  upon  which  &he  sat,  she  cried  out — 

*•  That  is  my  father's  voice.     They  are  killing  him  1" 

*' Oh,  no,"  said  the  landlady,  "don't  you  think  that,  my  dear.  Nothing  is 
more  unlikely  than  such  a  thing.     Don't  you  take  that  into  your  head.'* 

"  Yes — yes,  he  called  murder,  and  it  is  my  duty  to  go  to  him.  He  may 
forget  the  duty  of  a  father,  but  I  cannot  take  such  an  example  even  from  him, 
and  forget  the  duty  of  a  child." 

With  this,  despite  an  attempt  the  landlady  made  to  stop  her,  Annie  ran  down 
stairs. 


CHAPTER  CCCLXXXV, 

tHE  ARRIVAL    OP  SIR  JOHN  HARE,  AND   THE  DISCOMFITURE    OF    MR.  HARGRAVE 

AND   JACOB. 

It  did  not  occur  to  Mr.  Hargrave  that  he  could  possibly  have  such  a  hold 
upon  the  heart  and  the  affections  of  the  fair  young  girl,  whose  beauty  he  had 
only  looked  upon  with  an  idea  that  it  might,  by  wedding  her  to  some  man  of 
rank,  favour  his  own  ambition,  as  to  induce  her  when  he  cried  for  aid  to  forget 
every  other  consideration,  and  fly  to  his  side. 

When,  therefore,  from  the  staircase  that  Jacob  Bell  had  made  such  an  abor- 
tive effort  to  get  up  there  came  the  vision  of  such  loveliness,  and  wiih  her  long 
fair  hair  hanging  in  disorder,  and  alarm  upon  her  sweet  face,  Annie  appeared, 
Mr.  Hargrave  was  scarcely  less  surprised  than  any  one  else  in  the  apartment. 

"Father — father!"  she  cried,  "where  are  you  ?" 

"  My  daughter  !"  snid  Mr.  Hargrave. 

*'  Yes,  father,  voo  called  for  aid — I  am  here." 

"Good.     Ha— ha  I" 

Annie  looked  about  her  in  surprise,  and  Claude  Duval  stepped  between  her 
^  and  her  father,  saying — 
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*'  Miss  Hargrave,  I  am  sorry  to  say  that  you  have  let  your  feelings  get  the 
better  of  your  prudence  in  this  matter,    Mr.  Hargrave  is  in  no  danger,** 

"  But  I  heard  a  cry.** 

"True,  you  did.*' 

«  Of  murder!'* 

**Yes;  but  it  was  fear,,  not  danger,  that  provoked  it.*' 

"  I  don*t  care  what  provoked  it,"  cried  Mr.  Hargrave,  "  so  long  as  it  has  had 
the  effect  of  producing  this  disobedient  girl,  whom  1  shall  take  with  me  to  Lon- 
don, and  I  dare  any  one  to  interfere  between  me  and  her.*' 

*•  1  interfere  !"  said  Claude  Duval. 

'*  And  who  the  devil  are  you,  after  all  ?  You  seem  to  be  very  busy  here,  and 
you  take  upon  yourself  much — too  much.  You  appear  to  have  a  liking  to  in- 
terfere in  my  affairs,  sir." 

••  I  have.     You  are  right  there,  sir.** 

"  Stand  aside,  villain  I" 

"  Say  that  again,  Mr.  Hargrave,  and  you  will  find  yourself  with  your  friend 
Jacob  Bell." 

"  Jacob  Bell  ?"  said  Annie.     "  Is  he  here  ?'* 

"He  is,  to  the  confusion  of  you  and  your  lover,**  said  the  father.  "Upon 
the  evidence  of  that  very  excellent  man,  Jacob  Bell,  I  shall  be  able  to  commit 
Charles  Brownlow  of  robbery;  and  in  these  glorious  days,  with  such  a  king 
upon  the  throne  as  George  the  Third,  who  wishes  every  child  in  his  dominions 
to  read  the  bible,  there  is  no  escape  for  any  one  convicted  of  even  a  robbery  ; 
so  hanged  he  will  be." 

•*  No— no !' 

"  Ah  !    we  shall  see — we  shall  see." 

*' Charles — my  Charles,  where  are  you?'* 

"Here,  Annie,"  said  Charles  Brownlow,  in  a  voice  of  affection. 

*'  Oh,  Charles,  do  not  be  cast  down.     Heaven  will  save  you." 

"  Oh,  Annie,  it  is  not  upon  my  account  that  I  am  cast  down  ;  but  why  did 
you  leave  the  place  of  safety  you  were  in?  Here  you  would  have  had  a  safe 
as3'lum  for  a  little  time  until  my  father  and  mother  could  have  conveyed  you 
somewhere  else;  but  now,  alas !  you  have  appeared,  and  it  will  go  hard  with 
J  ou  to  resist  your  father." 

"  You  are  a  capital  lawyer,  sir,"  said  Mr.  Hargrave,  rubbing  his  handft 
together ;  "  my  daughter  is  under  age  ;  therefore,  1  have  absolute  control  over 
her.     Ha  !  ha  !     Good  gracious  I  what  is  that  1 ' 

Poor  Jacob  Bell  had  been  all  that  time  struggling  and  kicking  to  get  out  from 
the  entanglements  of  the  dung-heap,  and  now  with  a  loud  groan,  and  the  most 
deplorable  look  in  the  world,  he  projected  his  head  through  one  of  the  broken 
panes  of  the  window  through  which  he  had  been  flung,  and  glared  at  the  party 
present. 

When  Mr.  Hargrave  shouted  and  uttered  an  exclamation,  all  eyes  followed 
him,  and  then  they  saw  the  miserable  object  that  Jacob  Bell  looked. 

"  Oh— oh — oh  !"  said  Jacob.     "The  Lord  have  mercy  upon  us  all,  miserable 
sinners  !  where  am  I  now  ?  and  what  is  going  to  happen  next  i'* 
**  Jt  is  Jacob,"  said  Mr.  Hargrave. 
"  Yes,  sir,  the  ghost  of  your  Jacob." 
"Come  in,  idiot!" 
"  I'm  coming,  sir,  if  you  please.'* 
"  Stop  !"  cried  Claude. 

"  Oh,  dear,  yes,  sir.  Anything  that  you  wish,  I'm  sure,  I  am  delighted  to 
attend  to." 

"  I  think,  Jacob,  you  are  safer  where  you  are." 

"  If  you  think  so,  sir,  I'm  quite  convinced  that  I  am,  and  no  sort  of  mistake. 
Oh,  dear !  oh,  dear  \  wgs  it  a  boipb-shell  V 
"  A  what  ?* ' 
"  A  bomb-shell.*' 


:?rsM 


LIFE  ON  THE  ROAD.  .    158 


"What  do  you  raeao,  you  fool  ?"  cried  Mr.  Hargrave.  "  Are  you  mad  r" 
"  Well,  it's  enough  to  make  a  fellow  a  little  queer  in  his  upper  story  ;  but  it 
seems  to  me  thai  nothing  short  of  a  bombshell  could  have  sent  a  Christian 
right  through  a  window  in  the  sort  of  way  that  I  went ;  and  the  pigs,  sir,  that 
were  outside  all  fell  upon  me,  and  have  torn  my  clothes  dreadfully,  sir. 
Oh,  what  am  I  to  do  ?'* 
**  What  you  please,"  said  Claude, 

"No   more  of  this,"   said  Mr.    Hargrave.    "OflScers,  do  your  dutj'.     I  do 
longer   want  your  aid  to  secure   my  daughter — that  I  will  do  myself.    All  you 
have  to  do  is  to  take  your  prisoner,  Charles  Brownlow,  to  London." 
"  We  are  ready." 

"And  as  for  you,  Annie,  I  "will  settle  matters  with  you  when  we  get  to 
London  ;  so  come  at  once  without  any  further  parley  about  it." 

*'  Oh,  save  me  !"  said  Annie. 

"  That  is  enough,"  said  Claude  Duval ;  "  do  you  wish  to  go  with  your  father 
or  not  ?*' 

*'  I  do  not.     I  fear  him." 

"Yes,"  said  the  father,  "and  you  shall  have  good  reason  to  fear  me  before  I 
have  done  with  you,  ungrateful  girl  that  you  are.  Come  with  me  at  once,  I 
command  you  to  follow  me." 

"  That  is  quite  suflBcient,  sir,"  said  Claude  Duval.  "  If  Miss  Hargrave  chooses 
to  follow  you  of  her  own  accord,  and  without  any  fear,  she,  of  course,  might  go; 
but  you  shall  not  take  her  from  here  except  with  her  own  consent.'' 

**  1  claim  her  as  a  right.     She  is  under  age." 

"  Assert  your  right  then.** 
*  I  do  so." 

'•  Enforce  it,  then." 

•*  Villain  !  the  law  will  aid  me." 

**  Go  to  law,  then.  Until  you  do  so,  and  get  such  aid  as  the  law  will  give 
you,  this  young  lady  will  not  be  given  up,  and  perhaps  not  then." 

Mr.  Hargrave  had  seen  enough  to  know  that  he  was  baffled ;  and  Charles 
Brownlow,  as  he  seized  Claude  Duval  by  the  hand,  and  shook  it  heartily,  cried 
out — 

"  Oh,  sir,  you  have  raised  me  from  despair  again ;  and  you,  Annie,  be  but  firm, 
and  you  are  yet  free  from  the  tyranny  of  a  home  which  is  undeserving  of  so  much 
excellence  and  beauty.  Now,  Mr.  Hargrave.  I  am  ready  to  go  to  London,  and 
to  meet  the  charge  that  you  have  to  make  against  me." 

"  Stop,"  said  Claude  Duval,  "  I  have  sent  one  of  my  friends  on  a  little  message, 
aid  1  advise  you  all  not  to  go  till  he  returns." 

The  officers  shook  their  heads,  and  the  chief  said— 

"  We  cannot  wait.     Come  along,  Mr.  Brownlow."  * 

"  Nay,"  said  Claude  Duval,  who  about  ten  minutes  before  had  whispered 
something  in  the  ear  of  Jack,  which  had  induced  him  abruptly  to  leave  the  room— 
**  nay,  let  me  beg  of  you  to  give  five  minutes  more  to  this  affair.* 

*'  We  cannot." 

"  We  will  not,"  said  Mr.  Hargrave. 

Charles  looked  from  one  to  the  other  in  surprise  as  to  what  could  be  the 
cause  of  the  delay  that  his  friend  Duval  wished  for,  but  at  that  moment  Jack 
entered  the  room  rather  in  haste,  and  said — 

*'  He  is  coming." 

"  He  ?"  cried  Mr.  Hargrave.     **  And  who  may  he  be  ?" 

**  Sir  John  Hare,  baronet,  and  a  justice  of  peace  for  the  county,  and  special 
magistrate  for  this  district  of  the  suburbs  of  London." 

♦•Sir  John  Hare?" 

••  Yes — you  have  heard  of  him  ?" 

"Pho  !  1  don't  care  for  Sir  John  Hare.  Officers,  come  along  at  once.  Re.. 
member,  1  will  give  you  a  guinea  each  upon  your  lodging  your  prisoner  iq 
Newgate." 
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"  But,"  said  the  chief  officer,  "  did  yoa  say  that  Sir  Joha  Hare  was  conning  ?* 
*'  He  is,"  said  Jack.  i 

"Well,  then,  Mr.  Hargrave,  if  that  be  the  case,  it  would  look  like  disrespect  ! 
to  such  a  gentleman  not  to  wait  for  him.     It  can't  make  very  much  difference,  j 
you  kno^,  for  here  is  the  warrant  for  the  apprehension  of  Charles  Brownlow  ;  ! 
so  you  know,  sir,  v;e  are  sure  to  take  him  ;  but  as  Sir  John  is  a  magistrate,  why 
we  oujrht  lo  let  him  know,  if  he  wishes,  what  is  going  on." 

"  Curse  Sir  John,  and  you  too.* 

The  officer  smiled, 

"  I  think,"  said  Duval,  "  you  are  quite  right,  officer.  It  ib  but  a  little  com- 
pliment you  owe  to  such  a  gentleman  as  Sir  John,  when  he  comes  in  your 
wav. 

'•  But  you  sent  for  him?"  said  Mr.  Hargrave,  passionately^ 

"  That,  sir,"  saiJ  Duval,  '*  is  ray  busmess.'* 

Mr.  Hargrave  was  upon  the  point  of  making  some  very  passionate  reply,  when 
the  door  of  the  room  opened,  and  a  couple  of  gentlemen  appeared  upon  the 
threshold. 

"  Here  is  Sir  John,*'  said  the  officers,  who  knew  the  magistrate  in  a  minute, 
and  touched  their  hats  respectfully  to  him. 

"  What  is  all  this  about  V  said'  Sir  John  Hare,  as  he  entered  the  room.  The 
gentleman  who  was  with  him  slightly  bowed  to  the  company. 

•'  Oh,  1  will  tell  you,  sir,"  said^Mr.  Hargrave. 

*' Well,  sir?" 

'•I  came  to  identify  a  thief,  sir.  This  young  man  here  robbed  me  of  a 
thousand  pound  note ;'  and  as  I  gave  information  to  Sir  Richard  Strong  at  Bow 
Street,  he  granted  a  warrant,  and  these  officers  came  here  to  execute  it ;  and  I 
am  with  them  to  point  out  the  culprit,  as  well  as  to  get  my  daughter  home,  with 
whom  he  had  eloped." 

"Officer?" 

*' Yes.  Sir  John?" 

*'Is  this  so?" 

*'  Yes,  sir,  it  is  so.  Here  is  the  prisoner,  and  there  is  the  gentleman's 
daughter." 

"  You  have  nothing  to  do  with  the  young  lady  ?'* 

"No,  Sir  John." 

**  She  is  not  included  in  the  charge,  I  hope  V* 

"  Oh,  no,  sir." 

"Very  well.  1  don't  see  what  I  have  to  do,  except  to  back  the  warrant  as  I  ana 
here.     Give  me  pen  and  ink,  and  I  will  put  my  name  to  it." 

"Ha!  ha!"  laughed  Mr.  Hargrave. 

'*  Stop  a  moment,  sir,"  said  Claude  Duval,  advancing  to  the  magistrate.     "Sir 
John  Hare,  all  England  has  heard  of  you  as  one  who  is  more  in  love  with  justice 
than  with  lav/." 
r\       "  Sir,  I  am  much  obliged  to  you  for  the  compliment." 

\i  "'i'his  young  man,  Charles  Brownlow,  was  clerk  to  this  Mr.  Hargrave,  who 
charges  him  with  receiving  upon  his  account  a  note  for  one  thousand  pounds 
from  the  Bank  of  England,  and  never  paying  over  to  him  the  same" 

"  Yes,"  said  Mr.  Hargrave;  "and  which  Jacob  Bell  has  already  sworn  he  sa\y 
him  in  possession  of,  and  heard  him  say  he  would  keep  it." 

"  Just  so.    Officer,  did  you  make  a  memorandum  of  the  number  of  the  note  ?" 
i         "  I  did,  sir." 
\        "  What  was  it  ?" 

"  It  was  9023.  Mr.  Hargrave  himself  gave  that  as  the  number;  but,  of  course, 
that  can  easily  be  ascertained  at  the  Bank  of  England." 

"  Yes,"  said  Sir  John  Hare.  "  But  you  will  really  do  me  a  favour  if  you  will 
tell  me  what  I  have  to  do  with  all  this?     I  am  not  trying  the  case." 

"  No,  Sir  John  ;  but  I  will  show  you  what  you  have  to  do  with  it.  You  have 
written  your  name  on  the  warrant." 
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"  I  have." 

**Then  you  have  jurisdiction,  if  you  lii^e  ;  for  your  name  being  last  on  the 
warrant  takes  the  case  into  your  hands,  if  3'ou  like  to  deal  with  it.  You  can,  by 
law,  either  send  the  prisoner  to  London  before  a  London  magistrate,  or  you  caa 
examine  him  yourself." 

'*  That  is  quite  true  ;  but  I  shall  merely  let  the  officers  take  him  to  London." 

•*I  don't  think  you  will,  sir.     Now,  Mr.  Hargrave,  if  you  please?" 

With  two  steps  across  the  room,  Claude  Duval  was  by  the  side  of  Mr.  Har- 
grave ;  and  before  he  could  get  out  of  the  way,  or  make  the  least  resistance,  he 
^aoght  both  his  arms  by  the  wrists  and  held  them  up  atovc  his  head,  saying,  as 
he  did  80 — 

"  Kow,  Sir  John  Hare,  this  man  who  charges  another  with  stealing  a  thousand 
pound  note.  No.  9023,  has  it  in  his  pocke^.*' 

These  words  were  uttered  by  Claude  Duval  with  a  shout,  that  made  them  ring 
through  the  house  again,  and  every  one  present  was  amazingly  startled  at  the 
statement.  Jacob  Bell  at  once  dropped  from  the  window  on  to  the  dung-heap 
again,  for  he  Faw  that  the  game  was  up  with  his  master. 

As  for  Mr.  Hargrare  himself,  he  gasped  again  with  terror,  and  in  the  singular 
attitude  that  Claude  Duval  made  hira  assume,  wiih  his  white  face,  and  his  staling 
eyes,  and  his  mouth  wide  open,  he  looked  lilie  one  transformed  by  a  judgment 
of  Heaven. 

"What  can  you  mean,  sir,  by  this  extraordinary  conduct?'*  said  Sir  John 
Hare. "  *'  Yon  surely  cannot  substantiate  what  you  say  ?" 

'*  I  can,  sir." 

*'Then  I — I — blush  for  human  nature." 

**  Do  not  do  that,  Sir  John ;  for  the  honour  of  human  nature,  let  you  and  I, 
and  all  of  us,  believe  that  there  are  few  men  like  Mr.  Hargrave.  Officers, 
search  this  man,  and  if  you  do  not  find  it  as  I  state,  you  may  take  me  to  Newjift^ 
along  with  my  friend  Charles  Brownlow.'* 

The  officers  looked  at  Sir  John  Hare  for  a  moment,  and  he  gave  a  slight 
nod,  as  much  as  to  say,  *'  Do  it."  Then  they,  with  the  practical  celerity  they  had 
in  such  matters,  soon  found  a  pocket-book  in  one  of  Mr.  Hargrave*s  pockets. 
The  pocket-book  was  handed  to  Sir  John  Hare,  who  said — 

"  Mr.  Hargrave,  if  you  are  innocent  of  the  really  fearful  charge  which  is 
brought  against  j.ou,  you  will  not  shrink  from  my  looking  into  this  pocket-book, 
if  you  are  guilty,  it  is  my  duty  to  look,  for  there  cannot  be  a  more  sacred  exercise 
of  the  privileges  of  those  who  have  to  administer  the  law  than  that  which 
enables  them  to  clear  the  innocent  from  an  unjust  accusation." 

Mr.  Hargrave  tried  to  speak,  but  he  could  only  utter  a  strange  guttural  sound, 
and  as  Claude  Duval  released  him,  he  sunk  into  a  chair  quite  prostrated. 


CHAPTER  CCCLXXXVI. 
Claude  duval's  last  appearance  upon  the  road. 

The  state  of  affairs  in  the  house  was  now  so  far  interesting,  that  Claude 
Duval,  as  he  glanced  round  him,  thought  he  had  never  seen  such  a  curious 
picture.  There  were  the  young  lovers,  locked  hand-in-hand  together,  and 
evidently  feeling  that  to  each  other  they  were  all  the  world.  There  was  the  father 
and  the  mother  of  the  young  Charles,  and  his  aunt,  all  so  deeply  interested  in  what 
was  going  on,  that  expression  upon  their  countenances  was  particularly  painful. 

Then  tiiere  was  the  magistrate,  whose  mind  one  might  easily  see  by  the  look  of 
bis  eye  was  quite  made  up  regarding  the  guilt  of  Mr.  Hargrave;  and,  lastly,  there 
was  the  g'liliy  old  man  himself,  who,  to  be  revenged  upon  his  youn^  clerk  tor 
darint^  to  love  his  daughter,  had  brought  such  disgrace  upon  his  own  he^id. 

Ciaude  JJuvai  and  iiis  Inends  and  ttie  tfiicers,  together  with  the  old  merchant, 
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might  be  coMsidered  as  the  accessaries  of  the  scene,  but  that  Claude  himself  was 
in  the  foregrjund  a  verj  prominent  figure  upon  the  occasion. 

The  magistrate  yet  seemed  reluctant  to  open  the  pocket-book,  and  he  agaia 
addressed  Mr.  Hargrave,  saying — 

*'  I  presume  then,  sir,  by  your  silence,  you  have  no  objection  to  my  opening 
the  pocket-book,  now  ?" 

-    Again  the  guilty  man  tried  to  speak,  but  again  the  words  died  away  in  the 
labouring  throat,  that  could  not  shape  them  into  anything  articulate, 

"  I  take  consent,  then,*  said  Sir  John  ;  "  and  thus  in  presence  of  you  all,  I  put 
to  the  test  the  fearful  accusation  that  has  been  made  against  the  man." 

As  he  spoke  he  opened  the  pocket-book ;  aod  almost  the  first  object  that  met 
his  eyes  within  it  was  the  very  one  thousand  pound  note  in  question. 

'*  It  is  here !"  said  the  magistrate.  "  It  is  here,  to  the  confuswn  of  the  guilty, 
and  to  the  delight  and  joy  of  all  who  love  innocence  and  justice  I" 

"  No  !  no  !'*  yelled  Air.  Hargrave.    *'  Death  and  confusion  !  it  s  all  a  trick  !'* 

"  Beware  \"  said  the  magistrate— *  beware  what  you  say !  I  do  not  say  that  it 
is  possible,  in  a  criminal  sense,  to  make  your  case  worse  than  what  it  is;  but  you 
may  yet  aggravate  the  feelings  of  your  fellow-men  against  you  by  the  manner  in 
which  you  comport  yourself." 

"  Comport  myself  ?  I  tell  you  all  that  it  is  false !  I  came  to  make  a  charge.  I 
will  have  him  hung  yet!'* 

"  On  the  contrary,"  said  Sir  John,  "I  feel  it  to  be  ray  duty  to  arrest  you  and 
your  rascally  accomplice  on  a  charge  of  conspiracy  against  the  life  and  liberty  of 
this  young  man,  whom  you  would  have  sent  to  death,  knowilJg  that  be  was 
innocent  of  the  crime  you  charged  him  with." 

*' Arrest  me  ?" 

"  Yes.  Mr.  Hargrave ;  and  I  imagine  that  you  have  fallen  into  the  bancB  of  a 
magistrate  who  will  do  his  duty.     Officers,  seize  that  man  !" 

•*Now,  sir,"  said  one  of  the  officers,  as  he  laid  his  hand  upon  the  shouW^r  of 
Mr.  Hargrave—*'  now,  sir,  if  you  please." 

For  a  minute  or  two  Mr.  Hargrave  seemed  stunned,  and  so  did  bis  daughter; 
but  then  she  cried  out  in  frantic  tones— 

*'  Oh,  no — no  !    He  is  yet  my  father !    Save  him !  save  him !" 

"  Impossible,"  said  the  magistrate. 

The  sound  of  his  daugh^^er's  voice  appeared  to  have  the  effect  of  rousing  Mr, 
Hargrave  to  a  sense  of  his  position  ;  and  with  a  yell  that  sounded  more  like  what 
might  be  uttered  by  some  wild  animal  disappointed  of  its  prey,  when  he  imagined 
it  to  be  all  but  in  his  grasp,  he  shook  himself  from  the  officers,  and  rushed  out  of 
the  inn  into  the  open  air. 

So  very  sudden  and  unexpected  was  this  escape  upon  the  part  of  Mr.  Hargrave, 
that  it  took  the  officers  completely  by  surprise  for  a  few  seconds  ;  and  then,  when 
they  did  recover  sufficiently  to  pursue  him,  they  jostled  each  other  at  the  door  of 
the  room  in  their  eagerness  so  to  do. 

"After  him  !"  said  the  magistrate—"  after  him,  officers !  It  will  be  a  disgrace 
to  you  all  if  he  escape  !" 

The  officers  made  a  rush  into  the  passage  of  the  inn ;  and  there  they  met  the 
ostler,  who  cried  out— 

"That's  the  way  he  went !— that's  the  way  I"  ,• '? 

"Which  way?" 

**  Round  the  corner,  and  into  the  kitchen-garden.    Come  oa«M»COfiie  on  !'* 

"  Lead  as  the  quickest  way." 

"Won't  I,  that's  all.     We  will  soon  have  him,  1  take  it.* 

The  officers  followed  the  ostler  into  the  kitchen  garden  of  the  Ian,  where  he 
had  accidentally  seen  Mr.  Hargrave  run,  and  as  he  had  been  listening  in  the  pas- 
sage, and  had  heard  all  that  had  taken  place  in  the  room,  he  was  well  aware  of 
the  terrible  guilt  of  the  man  whom  he  pursued,  and  was  quite  willing  to  aid  the 
officers  in  every  possible  way  to  capture  him. 
Upon  reaching  the  garden   the  officers  looked  about  them  in  surprise,  foi  it 
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^as  not  very  large,  and  it  was   surrounded  ]?y  ^   S^^f  brick  ^^^^^  ^^^j;^"'"^;^^^"  ' 
and  bv  a  high  paling  with  nails  at  the  top  of  it  on  the  third,  wn. 
S^ade  u^  tThlcV  of  the  house,  and  yel  uo  Mr.  Hargr.e  was  to  be  seen. 

••B?  Jove/'  said  one  of  thera,  "we  are  done  ^  , 

i     "No-no  he*8  here."  said  the  ostler;    "I  tell  >;"■  .^/^^^J'^Ve  " 
hiding  among  some  of  the  bushes   or  in  the  6umnaer-l,oa=e,  or  up  a 
,     "Then,  hang  him.  let  us  ferret  him  out.  rnatters  the  officers 

1     With  all  the'ta  t  that  their  profession  gave  them   in  !J^^  ^^^fj^'if^  be  found 
searched  the  gr.idcn,  but  not  the  remotest  trace  of  Mr.  Hargrave  coui 

"  By'thl;  time,  Claude  Duval  and  his  fri.nds,  t.o,  Ijad  com.  out  into  the  garden^ 
foUy^xpecling  to  see  Mr.  Hargrave  a  prisoner  and  it  f^^^^^l  J;^,^^^ 
come  out.  for  the  officers  were  just  beginning  to  accase  the  ostler  oi 
^  them,  when  Dick  Turpia  said—    
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*'  You  may  depend  the  ostler  is  right  ;  for  there  is  a  possibility  from  the 
window  of  the  room  in  which  we  all  were  of  seeing  into  the  garden  through  a 
hedge  that  skirts  the  little  farm  yonder;  and  through  that  hedge  I  distinctly  saw 
the  figure  of  Mr.  Hargrave,  as  he  ran  along  the  other  side  of  it." 

This  put  the  question  quite  at  rest  as  to  whether  he  had  gone  that  way  or 
not,  and  a  further  search  of  the  garden  took  place,  but  without  effect,  so  that  the 
officers  were  compelled  to  come  back  to  the  magistrate,  and  to  inform  him  of  the 
mysterious  escape  of  the  prisoner. 

Jack,  as  he  with  Claude  and  Dick  followed  the  officers,  just  touched  each  of 
them  upon  the  arm,  and  said,  in  a  whisper — 
"  Stop  a  bit." 
"  What  is  it,  Jack  ?** 

"  Ah,  you  have  found  Hargrave,"  said  Dick. 
"  Well,  I  may  say  I  have." 

*'  Call  back  the  officers,  then,  and  give  the  old  rascal  into  custody.** 
*'  No— no.     It  is  better  not.     The  shock  will  be  too  great  for  the  fair  voung 
creature,  the  daughter.     He  is  dead." 

"  Dead,  do  you  say  ?     How  do  you  know  that  ?" 
*'  There  is  a  well  in  the  garden." 

"  Ah,  indeed,  and  so  there  is.     He  is  down  there,  is  he.  Jack  ?'* 
"Yes  ;  most  probably  bv  accident  he  has  fallen  into  it,  and  there 'he  lies." 
"  You  saw  him  ?" 

*•!  did.  By  getting  ia  one  direction  there  is  light  ehough  down  the  well  just 
to  enable  you  to  see  the  water,  and  there  is  something  darlt  floating  in  it,  which 
must  be  Mr.  Hargrave." 

"  Or  the  bucket  ?"  said  Dick,. 
Claude  smiled. 

**  Come,"  he  said,  "yve  may  as  well  make  sure  of  it." 

Upon  this  they  left  the  officers  to  go  into  the  house,  and  proceeded  to  the  well, 
which  was  in  rather  a  secluded  part  of  the  garden,  and  there,  sure  enough,  they 
all  saw  what  looked  like  the  body  of  a  man  in  the  water.  The  bucket  was  down, 
and  the  cord  was  at  its  utmost  length  ;  so  Claude  took  hold  of  the  windla&s,  and 
wound  it  up  some  distance,  when  the  bucket,  lodging  underneath  the  dead  body 
of  the  -wretched  Mr.  Hargrave,  brought  it  sufficiently  up  for  them  all  three  to 
identify  it. 

'"Tishe!"  said  Dick. 

**  I  told  you  so,"  said  Jack. 

*'It  is,  indeed,"  said  Claude,  as  he  let  go  the  rope,  and  down  the  body  went 
with  a  splash  again  to  the  bottom  of  tloe  well. 

They  all  three  now  looked  at  each  other  rather  in  doubt  as  to  what  thev  ought 
to  do  ;  but  Claude  Duval  at  length  said— 

"  I  tell  you  what  I  think  the  best  plan,  and  that  is,  to  leave  the  body  where  it 
IS,  and  quietly  tell  the  magistrate  of  it,  and  then  get  ihe  daughter  and  her  young 
lover  to  go  to  London  and  get  married  as  soon  as  possible,  for  the  probability  is, 
that  she  is  the  heiress  of  all  her  father's  wealth." 

*'Good,"  said  Dick.     "Let  us  try  and  manage  it  so." 

With  this  impression  and  resolution,  they  came  into  the  house  again,  and 
Claude  Duval,  stepping  up  to  the  young  girl,  said — 

"  My  dear,  it  is  quite  clear  that  your  father  has  escaped." 

"  Oh,  sir,  are  you  sure?" 

"Quite  sure;  and  now,  if  you  feel  that  I  have  done  sufficient  for  you  and 
your  lover  to  render  my  advice  at  all  valuable  or  acceptable,  I  will  give  it  to 
you," 

"  Yes,  sir,  we  will  follow  your  advice  as  if  it  were  a  command." 
"  It  is.,  then,  that  you  both  go  to  London  as  quickly  as  possible  and  get  married, 
Md  so  put  it  out  of  the  power  of  malignant  fate  to  separate  you." 
The  young  lady  was  silent;   but  her  lover  cried  out — 

■     I     ii  mlt.3  >j    r n-wp 
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"  1  never  heard  such  wise  and  excellent  advice  in  ail  my  life  I  If  you  only 
consent,  dear  one        ■'* 

"  Oh,  I  cannot  refuse  you  now.  It  would  be  absurd  coquetry  upon  my  part 
to  do  so.     Take  my  hand,  ass  you  have  already  taken  my  heart." 

"Never  was  consent  so  gracefully  given,"  said  Claude  Duval.  *' I  daresay 
the  landlord  here  will  go  with  you  and  see  to  every  necessary  arrangement." 

*'0h,  dear  me,  yes,"  he  cried,  "and  so  shall  rtiy  wife,  and  her  sister  can 
mind  the  inn  while  we  are  gone  ;  and  as  we  have  no  custom,  it  is  not  at  all 
likely  that  she  will  have  a  great  deal  of  trouble.  But  I  insist  upon  everybody 
having  a  drop  of  something  before  we  go." 

The  officers  did  not  seem  to  think  that  that  proposition  was  by  any  manner 
of  means  a  bad  one  ;  but  the  magistrate  shook  his  head,  and  said— 

••  I  will  take  a  glass  of  water,  if  you  please,  in  the  which  I  can  just  as  well 
drink  to  the  health  and  happiness  of  the  young  couple  as  in  any  stronger 
liquid.** 

"  Well,  sir,  if  you  won't  have  anything  but  water,  I  can  promise  you  as  fine  a 
glass  of  that  as  the  who!e  country  can  produce.  I  will  go  to  the  well  in  the 
kitchen  garden  myself  and  get  you  some," 

"Thank  you." 

"No— no— no  !"  cried  Claude  Duval;  "stop  1'* 

"  Eh  >     Did  you  say  stop  i" 

''  Yes,  I — that  is— Did  you  say  the  Well  in  the  kitchen  garden  ?" 

"To  be  sure  J  did."    - 

"Well,  then,  I  was  going  to  say  that  I  and  my  friends,  in  trying  to  get  up  a 
drop  of  water,  broke  the  windlass.'* 

*'  Oh  welL  if  that  is  the  case,  I  can  get  some  from  a  stone  filter  in  the  bar,  if 
that  will  do.'* 

"  Quite  as  well,"  said  the  magistrate. 

The  water  from  the  stone  filter  was  got,  and  the  health  and  happiness  of  the 
young  couple  was  duly  drunk  ;  and  then  in  the  course  of  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
they  and  the  landlord  and  his  wife  started  for  London. 

The  moiiieut  they  were  gone,  Claude  Duval  took  the  magistrate  aside. 


CHAPTER  CCCLXXXVII. 

CLAUDE     DUVAL     AND    HIS     FRIEXDS    SET     UP     IN     A    NEW    LINE   OP   BUSINESS 

COMPLETELY. 

The  expression  of  Clause  Duval's  face  as  he  took  the  magistrate  aaili  was 
quite  sufficient  to  convince  him  that  he  had  something  of  importanye '■&  com- 
municate to  him,  and  he  listened  with  attention  as  Claude  said— 

"  Sir,  I  prevented  you  from  getting  a  draught  of  water  from  the  wh[u  * 

"  You  did ;  and  that  you  had  some  motive  in  so  doing,  t»joail  what  you 
state,  I  could  very  well  guess.** 

"I  had,  sir.     Mr,  Hargrave  is  there." 

"  In  the  well  ?" 

*'Just  so,  sir;  and,  therefore,  I  thought  thaC  you  wj^zJ^.  prefer  a  glass  ol 
water  from  any  other  place  just  now  than  that." 

"  God  bless  roe.  yes.     B'it  how  came  vou  not  to  mention  it  before  i'" 

"  I  feared  the  efrect  which  such  a  communication  might  l:>ave  upon  the  sensiiive 
feelings  of  his  daughter  ;  the  tidings  had  better  come  to  her  more  quietly  than 
they  could  possibly  have  reached  her  here  in  the  midst  of  all  the  excitements  of 
the  strange  scenes  that  have  been  enacted  in  this  place." 

"  Yoa  are  right,  sir.     Yoa  are  considerate  as  Avell  as  right." 

*'  Now,  however,"  added  Duval,  "  I  tell  you,  sir,  because  it  is  my  duty  to  do 
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so,  you  hoIdiDg  the  official  position  that  you  do,  and  perhaps,  after  all,  it  is  the 
best  end  that  such  a  man  could  have  possibly  come  to,  considering  all  things." 

"  It  is,  indeed.     Think  you  it  was  suicide  V 

'*  Certainly  not :  ;t-  was  a  mere  accident,  no  doubt.  He  was  fl>'ing  from  the 
officers,  and,  probably,  attending  more  to  them  as  they  came  in  pursuit  of  him 
than  to  where  he  was  going,  and  so  fell  into  the  well ;  ana  as  he  would  go  head- 
foremost, probably  death  would  be  all  but  instantaneous." 

"  It  will  be  my  duty,"  said  the  magistrate,  "  then,  to  inform  the  coroner  for  the 
county  of  the  a(rdir;'and  then,  gentlemen,  1  shall  request  the  attendance  of  all 
three  of  you  at  the  inquest  that  will  take  place." 

Claude  was  silent  for  a  moment  or  two,  for  the  idea  of  troubling  himself  by 
attending  an  inquest  on  the  body  of  old  Hargrave  was  one  that  he  could  not 
entertain  for  a  moment;  and  yet  it  was  a  difficult  thing  to  say  no. 

"  I  beg,"  added  the  magistrate,  *•  that  you  will  not  hesitate  about  the  perform- 
ance of  such  a  public  duty  ?" 

The  tone  of  voice  in  which  this  was  said  convinced  Claude  that  Sir  John  was 
likely  to  have  rather  a  bad  opinion  of  him  and  his  friends  if  they  did  not  accede 
to  the  request ;  so  he  said  with  an  air  of  frankness — 

"  Well,  sir,  be  it  so  :  we  will  attend.  I  presume  it  will  be  to-morrow  morning, 
at  the  earliest,  before  it  takes  place  V 

"  Oh,  yes  ;  but  if  you  will  do  me  the  favour  to  breakfast  with  me  in  the  morn- 
ing t  shall  be  able  to  let  you  know  preciselj'.  You,  perhaps,  know  my  house.  It 
is  not  very  off — Fairlawn  Lodge.'* 

•*  Thank  you,  sir ;  we  will  do  ourselves  the  honour.  And  now,  as  we  have 
really  rather  an  important  engagement,  we  will  take  our  leave  of  you  and  the  inn 
for  a  short  lime;  but  as  we  return  here  to  dinner,  if  anything  should  arise  for 
which  we  may  be  required,  we  shall  be  most  happy  to  attend  you." 

To  all  this,  sounding  so  fair  and  straitforward  as  it  did,  the  magistrate  could 
make  no  possible  objection  ;  so  Claude  and  his  frends  went  to  the  inn-yard,  and 
Claude  called  for  the  ostler. 

*' Coming,  sir — coming." 

**  You  will  saddle  our  horses,  and  bring  them  out  as  quietly  as  you  can,'* 

"Yes,  sir — directh%  sir." 

"  Jack,  and  you,  Dick  ?"  said  Claude. 

**  Yes,  Duval  ?     Anything  amiss  ?" 

*'  No,  I  hope.not.  But  one  of  the  officers  has  been  staring  at  me  for  the  last 
quarter  of  an  hour  in  a  way  that  I  don't  very  well  like." 

••Indeed?"  said  Jack. 

'* Who  is  he;" 

**  One  there  with  the  red  nose.     Don't  you  see  him  V* 
^  ••  Yes.     Confound  him  1" 

•'  So  say  L  But  he  has  put  me  in  the  humour  of  getting  away  from  here  just 
as  quick  as  I  can." 

"  Look !  look !"  said  Jack  ;  "  he  is  going  to  speak  to  Sir  John." 

*'  Is  he  ?'* 

*'  Yes — yes !     There,  he  is  making  his  way  up  to  him." 

"  I  will  stop  that,"  said  Claude. 

If  the  horses  had  only  been  out  and  ready  there  is  very  little  doubt  but  that 
Claude  Duval  would  have  disregarded  any  communication  that  the  officer  might 
have  made  to  Sir  John;  but  as  they  were  not  he  felt  that  the  only  plan  was  to 
gain  time,  so  he  strode  up  to  the  magistrate  at  the  very  moment  that  the  officer 
did,  and  just  as  the  latter  opened  his  mouth  to  speak,  Claude  said  abruptly— 

"  Sir  John,  a  word  with  you." 

"  Certainly,  sir." 

"I,  too.  Sir  John,"  said  the  officer,  "wish  to  say  a  word." 

"Upon  my  reputation,"  said  Claude,  "this  is  not  very  respectful  cooduct. 
I  was  speaking  to  Sir  John,  and  you,  fellow,  come  and  ipterfere," 
•♦  Yes,  but '* 
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*'  Begone,  sir,"  cried  Sir  John.  "  How  dare  you  behave  in  this  ruds  way  to  a 
gentlemaD  ?     Begone,  sir!" 

"But,  Sir  John " 

"  I  will  not  hear  you." 

*'0h,  sir,  I  assure  you,  that— — " 

"  Will  you  be  off,  sir  ?  If  you  say  another  word  I  will  have  your  constable's 
warrant  taken  from  you.     Be  off,  sir." 

The  officer  gave  his  hat  a  dab  upon  the  top  of  it,  and  strode  off  in  high  dudgeon 
and  iudignation  that  he  could  not  be  heard. 

*' Now,  sir,  if  you  please,"  said  the  magistrate,  "I  have  to  apologise  to  you 
most  sincerely  for  that  fellow's  inpertinence." 

"  Don't  mention  it.  Sir  John,  I  beg,"  said  Claude.  "I  was  only  going  to  say 
that  as  I  may  see  the  secretary  of  state  this  evening,  would  you  think  that  there 
was  any  impropriety  in  my  mentioning  to  him  the  occurrence  that  has  taken 
place  in  this  house  to-day  ?'* 

"  None  in  the  least.*' 

*'Then  I  shall  probably  do  so,  for   it  is  a  peculiarity  of  mine   when  I   see  a 
gentleman  act  in  so  noble  and  excellent  a  manner  as   you  have  done  to-day,  that  j 
I  cannot,  without  great  violence  to  my  feelings,  keep  it  to  myse'f." 

"  Sir,  you  are  too  good." 

"Oh,  no— no,  not  at  all." 

While  Claude  and  the  magistrate  were  thus  complimenting  eacb  oiher,  Jack 
and  Dick,  who  felt  that  there  was  no  time  to  lose,  urged  the  ostler  to  be  quick 
with  the  horses,  and  themselves  lent  a  helping  hand  in  getting,'  them  ready,  so 
that  Claude,  who  every  now  and  then  stole  a  glance  in  that  direction,  saw  them 
both  mount,  and  that  Jack  held  his  horse  by  the  bridle  all  ready  equipped  for  the 
road. 

"  Now,  Sir  John,"  said  Claude,  "  I  leave  you  with  very — very  many  thanks, 
sir,  for  the  kindness  and  civility  which  we  have  all  received  at  your  hacds,'' 

"Sir,  the  kindness  has  all  been  on  your  side." 

Another  moment  and  Claude  was  in  the  saddle.  The  magistrate  patted  his 
horse  upon  the  neck,  as  he  said— 

*'  Upon  my  word,  gentlemen,  you  are  all  three  well  mounted." 

"Pretty  well,"  said  Claude. 

*'  I  don't  think  that  there  are  three  other  such  horses  in  the  whole  country. 
Why  that  black  mare  that  you  ride,  sir,"— speaking  to  Dick — *•  is  a  magnificent 
creature." 

*'  She  is,"  said  Dick.     "  My  Bonny  Bess.'* 

"  What,  sir,  do  you  call  her  ?" 

"Elizabeth,  sir,  that's  all." 
i    *•  OIj,  I  thought  you  said  Bess — I — God  bless  rae,  what  is  this  ?" 

The  oflScer  was  tugging  at  the  coat  skirts  qI  the  magistrate,  and  then  he  called 
out,  in  a  voice  partly  of  rage  and  partly  of  fear — 

"  Sir  John,  I  can't  hold  my  tongue!  Sir  John,  I  can't  hold  my  tongue  if  you 
kill  me  for  speaking  f  I  tell  you,  sir,  that  if  that  tall  one  on  the  bay  horse  is  not 
Claude  Duval,  the  highwayman,  that  tliey  call  Gentleman  Jack,  and  if  this  one 
on  the  black  mare  is  not  Dick  Turpio,  I'll  be  hanged." 

A  flush  of  colour  spread  itself  all  over  the  face  of  the  magistrate,  for  if  this 
should  be  correct  information,  he  saw  how  terribly  he  must  have  been  taken  in, 
and  what  a  story  it  would  be  to  tell  against  him. 

"  It's  true,  Sir  John,  upon  my  life  it's  true."  ^ 

"  No— no.  It— cannot— be— To  horse!  to  horse,  officers  !  Hilloa*-your 
pistols." 

•*  Hold,  Sir  John,"  said  Claude.  "  Accept  our  thanks,  and  if  you  wish  to 
say  anything  more  to  us,  you  will  be  able  to  do  it  when  you  catch  us  at  breakfast 
to-morrow.     I  have  the  honour  to  bu  Ciaude  Duval." 

"  And  I  Dick  Turpin,"  said  Dick, 

"And  I  the  devil,"  said  Jack.    *'  Whoop,  hilloa !" 
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With  a  bound  they  reached  the  road.  For  a  moment  they  leant  forward 
in  their  ?af^dles,  and  then,  as  the  officers  hurriedly  dragged  what  horses  they  could 
find  from  the  stables  off  went  Claude|and  his  friends  like  the  wind. 

A  straggling  volley  of  pistol  bullets  came  after  them,  without  doing  the  least 
damage,  *and  in  ten  minutes  they  were  two  miles  from  the  little  inn,  where  they 
had  certainly  done  much  more  good  than  harm,  and  for  which  they  ought  not 
to  have  been  hunted  in  such  a  wa}'. 

"Halt!"  said  Claude. 

They  all  drew  up. 

*'  Where  are  we.  Jack  I" 

"  Not  very  far  from  Guildford,  Claude;  but  it  v/illbc  better  to  get  out  of  the 
high-road,  w^on't  it  ?'* 

'"  Yes.     Come  on— here's  a  lane." 

A  very  beautiful  lane,  down  one  side  of  which  there  flowed  a  pretty  streamlet, 
lay  to  the  left,  as  they  looked  westward,  and  they  at  once  turned  their  horses* 
heads  down  it'  and  pursued  it  about  half  a  mile.  Then  again  ClaudeDuval  called 
a  halt,  and  said  to  his  friends — 

*'  What  is  to  be  in  our  line  of  business  now  ?  I  do  think  that  we  have  seldom,  if 
ever,  found  ourselves  so  free  from  any  engagements  of  any  sort  as  we  are  now.'* 

*'That  is  true,"  said  Dick  Turpin  ;  ''^  but  I  suppose  it  is  a  state  of  things 
that  is,  after  all,  not  likely  to  last  very  long." 

*'  Certainly  not,"  said  Jack  ;  ^'but  I  advise  Claude,  now  that  he  really  does 
feel  himself  to  be  in  such  a  position,  to  think  seriously." 

•*0f  what.  Jack?" 

"Why,  of  adopting  some  means  of  acquiring  money  enough  to  retire  from  so 
very  perilous  a  mode  of  life  as  this." 

Claude  shook  his  head,  and  then  he  said,  in  a  voice  of  emotion-— 

"  Jack,  when  you  utter  such  a  remark  as  that,  you  put  me  in  mind  of  one  who 
IS  dead  and  gone  long  ago,  now  as  it  seems  to  me.  When  she  was  alive — I  need 
not  more  particularly  allude  to  her,  for  well  you  know  who  it  is  that  I  mean — 
when  she  was  alive  I  ever  at  her  suggestion  entertained  the  hope  that  t\u\  day 
might  come  when  we  might  retire  to  some  tranquil  spot  far  away  from  the  turmoiU 
of  the  great  world,  and  there  find  the  repose  that  it  is  in  vain  to  seek  wiihin  iis 
whirling  vortex ;  but  when  she  left  me  I  had  no  such  hopes,  and  I  only  look 
forward  to  some  sudden  death,  which  will  only  have  one  pang,  after  which  I  may 
again  look  into  her  eyes." 

As  he  said  this,  Claude  Duval  glanced  upward,  and  was  silent  for  a  moment 
or  two.     Then  a  remarkable  change  came  over  his  face,  and  he  cned  out — 

"Oh,  God  !  'tis  she— 'tis  she  1  On  the  very  edge  of  that  silvery  cloud  I  see 
her  now — I  see  her  now !" 


CHAPTER  CCCLXXXVIII. 

THE  GUILDrORD   COACH   COMES   TO    LONDON    IN   STRANGE  HANbS. 

^  Both  Dick  and  Jack  were  rather  alarmed,  as  well,  indeed,  they  might  be,  at 
this  strange  conduct  upon  the  part  of  Claude  Duval,  for  it  was  the  first  slight 
intimation  of  the  fact,  or  the  seeming  fact,  that  the  adventurous  life  he  had  led 
had  affected  his  intellect  a  little. 

They  looked  at  one  another  inquiringly,  and  then  Jack,  edging  his  horse  close 
to  Claude,  laid  his  hand  upon  his  arm,  saying-— 

'•Claude,  you  are  not  well?" 

"Yes — yes.  Jack,  I  am  quite  well." 

"  No,  you  ain't,"  said  Dick.     ''  There  has  been  too  much  excitement  at  work 
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in  your  brain,  Claude.      Come,  now,  I  have  certain  advice  to  offer  to  you,  which 
I  hope  you  will  take,  for  f  feel  confident  it  will  do  you  good," 
••  But  I  saw  her,"  said  Caude.     "  1  tell  you  I  saw  her." 
"Imagination  has  played  you  a  trick,  Claude.*' 

"No — no  !  I  saw  her  upon  the  edge  of  the  cloud,  and  for  a  moment — only 
for  a  moment,  for  ere  you  could  say  '  Beloved  !*  'twas  gone.  She  regarded  me 
with  a  sweet  smile,  and  beckoned  to  me." 

**  Do  not,  I  implore  you,"  said  Jack,  "give  way  to  such  fancies.  Believe 
me,  Claude,  that  if  you  do,  they  will  take  such  a  hold  of  you  that  they  will 
quite  unman  you,  and  you  will  find  yourself  unfit  for  any  exertion  when  you 
are  called  npon  for  it." 

'•  No — no,  not  that.  Jack.  I  am  all  right  as  far  as  that  goes,  but  I  am 
warned,  I  tell  you  both." 

*•  Warned  of  what  ?"  said  Dick. 

"  Of  the  fact  that  we  shall  soon  part.  And  yet  I  will  not  willingly,  and  of  my 
own  accord,  part  with  either  of  you  on  this  side  of  the  grave." 

It  was  impossible  that  Dick  or  Jack  could  pretend  to  misunderstand  that  this  was 
a  foreboding  of  death  on  the  part  of  Claude  Duval ;  and  afcer  a  brief  pause  Dick 
said  to  him  in  a  serious  tone  of  voice— 

"  Claude,  let  me  warn  you  of  one  thing,  and  that  is,  that  imagination  and  fear 
often  fulfil  their  own  prophecies.'* 

'*  f  know  it,  Dick,  but  it  will  not  beso  in  this  case  ;  believe  me,  I  will  fight 
to  the  last  ;  but  yet  I  have  a  belief  that  I  am  near  to  the  end  of  my  cafeer." 

"  I  will  hear  no  more  of  this,"  said  Jack.  "  These  gloomy  fancies  will  upset  us 
all.  I  don't  wish  to  hear  more  about  such  matters.  My  own  nerves  are  none 
of  the  strongest,  as  you  both  well  know,  and  the  best  thing  we  can  do  is  to  talk 
of  something  pleasant,  and  contrive  to  live  just  as  long  as  we  possibly  can  with- 
out any  forebodings  upon  the  subject." 
"  I  will  say  no  more,"  said  Claude. 

•*.That  is  right,"  said  Dick';  *'  and  now  let  us  trot  on  again  for  a  little  space." 

They  did  trot  on,  but  neither  Jack  nor  Dick  could  be  off  from  noticing   that 

Claude  frequently  cast  his  eyes  up  to  the  fleeting  clouds  that  were  careering  over 

the  sky,   evidently  having  in   his  mind   a  hope  that  he  should  see  again  the 

vision  that  bis  heated  fancy  had  once  produced. 

They  neither  of  them  thought  it  prudent,  though,  to  nurse  such  thoughts  by 
any  further  remarks  concerning  them,  so  they  tried  to  say  things  to  Claude  that 
would  seem  to  be  the  furthest  possible  from  any  such  suggjestion,  and  they  had 
the  satisfaction  in  a  little  time  of  finding  that  to  all  outward  appearance  he  was 
much  as  usual. 

The  lane  that  they  were  in  was  about  a  mile  and  a  half  in  extent,  and  seemed 
to  lead  right  away  towards  the  upper  part  of  the  Hammersmith  Road  ;  but  after 
going  about  a  mile  down  it  they  found  that  the  hedge  upon  one  side  of  it  skirted 
a  farm-yard,  and  from  the  number  of  handsome-Iookinj-^  hay-ricks  about,  they 
came  to  the  conclusion  that  they  were  close  to  some  homestead  of  importance  as 
regarded  size. 

"  Suppose  we  stop  here,"  said  Dick. 
*'  What,  in  this  lane  ?"  said  Claude. 

"  No  ;  but  just  take  a  look  over  the  hedge,  Claude,  and  say  what  you  think  of 
this  place.  It  appears  to  me  that  if  we  must  stop  somewhere  it  is  better  that  it 
should  be  where  we  are  less  likely  to  meet  with  unwelcome  intruders. 
One  thing  is  quite  clear  that  we  cannot  very  well  keep  our  horses  on  their  feet 
now  till  the  evening,  if  we  expect  them  to  be  in  an  efficient  condition  when  that 
time  comes. 
"  That  is  true." 

"Well,  then, let  ua  ask  the  hospitality  of  the  people  of  this  farm  for  some  few 
hours,  and  that  will  sufficiently  swallow  up  the  time,  so  that  -we  shall  be  able  to 
take  to  the  road  again  tolerably  fresh." 

"  Yes,"  said  Jack ;  "  that  is  better  than  risking  the  stopping  at  any  inn."  I 
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*'  Be  it  so,"  said  Claude  Duval. 

Having  thus  obtained  Claude's  consent  to  a  halt,  they  rode  on  till  they  came  to 
a  gate,  which  led  into  rather  a  pretty-looking  paddock,  at  the  farther  end  of  which 
there  was  another  gate,  evidently  close  to  the  house  itself ;  but,  as  vet,  they  could 
not  see  any  one. 

They  opened  the  gate,  and  rode  into  the  paddock ;  and  then  rather  a  bluff-look- 
ing countryman  met  them,  and  looked  inquiringly  at  them,  upon  which  Claude 
said  tobim — 

"  My  friend,  can  you  allow  our  horses  a  rest  for  an  hour  or  so  in  the  home- 
stead, while  we  indulge  ourselves  with  a  glass  of  your  old  ale  ?'* 

"  Well,  I'm  danged,"  said  the  man,  <*  if  you  ain't  as  good  as  a  witch." 

"  How  do  you  mean?'* 

"We  have  got  some  old  ale.* 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  know  that  quite  well,"  added  Claude,  who  had  no  very  flattering 
idea  of  the  intellect  of  the  countryman,  from  his  wondering  at  such  an  evident  guess 
as  that  there  was  some  old  ale  to  be  had  at  au  English  farmhouse. ,. 

The  terms  upon  which  Claude  and  his  friends  could  stay  at  the  place  as  long  as 
they  liked  were  easily  settled ;  and,  in  wandering  about  a  delicious  garden  that  was 
attached  to  the  place,  they  almost  foigot  that  there  was  such  things  as  prisons  and 
oflBcers  in  the  world. 

The  shades  of  evening,  however,  at  last  began  to  fall  across  the  landscape  ;  and 
the  distant  trees  and  hedges  and  fields  began  to  be  mingled  together  in  a  mass 
of  confusion. 

*'  It  is  time  to  go,"  said  Duval.      * 

*'  Yes,"  said  Dick.  '•  But  stop,  now,  just  for  a  few  moments.  I  told  you  while 
we  were  in  the  lane  that  I  had  a  proposition  to  make  to  you ;  and,  as  I  did  not 
then  mention  it,  I  will  now." 

"  Excuse  us,  Dick,  for  our  non-altention.' 

"  Don't  mention  that.    But  listen  to  me  :  I  should  like  a  change." 

"A  change,  Dick. 
Yes,  1  want  a  month's  peace  and  quietness ;  so  I  propose  that  we  try  this  , 
night  \yhat  we  can  do  on  the  Guildford  road,  as  regards  putting  us  in  funds  ;  and  , 
then,  if  we  are  fortunate  enough  to  get  a  good  purse  full  enough  for  the  purpose,  | 
I  would  wish  that  we  should  go  to  some  quiet  sea-side  place  for  a  time,  and  for-  j 
get  that  we  are  highwaymen,  and  in  peace  and  security  recover  the  tenour  of  our  '■ 
minds  a  little." 

Claude  looked  at  Dick  for  a  moment  in  silence,  and  then  he  said — 

•'  This  is  proposed  for  my  interest,  Dick." 

"  Yes,  partly,  and  partly  for  my  own,  and  partly  for  Jack's.  I  know  that  we 
all  need  such  a  change.     Come,  now,  Claude,  don't  object  to  it." 

"  I  won't.  Be  it  as  you  propose,  if  agreeable  to  Jack.  What  do  you  say  to  it, 
my  old  friend  ?'* 

"I  am  perfectly  willing,"  said  Jack.  "Be  it  as  you  both  agree ;  and,  in  fact, 
what  is  now  proposed  is  particularly  agreeable  to  me,  and  it  would  be  still  more 
so  if  it  could  be  accomplished  at  once  without  the  proceeding  of  to-night's  work 
upon  the  road." 

"  Well,  let  me  see,"  said  Dick.    "  What  monev  have  you.  Jack." 

**None."  *  '' 

"  Then  that  is  soon  settled.    What  have  you,  Claude  ?*' 

"  Something  under  ten  pounds." 

Dick  executed  a  long  whistle,  and  then  he  said — 

"  I  have  about  twenty  pounds,  but  that  will  not  be  enough  to  do  for  Ui  all 
three,  and  take  care  of  the  cattle,  too,  for  that  time,  so  there  is  an  end  of  it. 
To  the  road  we  rauyt  go,  and  good  luck  go  with  us." 

"Amen!"  said  Jack. 

Claude  nodded  his  head,  and  then  he  said— 

"  Now,  Dick,  you  shall  be  general-in-chief    to-night.     If  you  think  that  the 
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THE    FRIENDS    WAllINCi    THE    ARkI>AL    OT    THE    GUILOrOP.D    COACH. 

Guildford  road  is  the  b;st  one  we  will  la'  e  ;o  ii:  at  once  ;  so  cca-.e  on,  I  know  the 
way." 

This,  then,  wa3  formally  agreed  upon  between  them  aM,  that  ns  soon  as  they 
nad  in  any  way  made  up  the  sum  ot  one  hundred  pounds  t-^p-  v.vnild  cease  theii 
depredations,  and  start  across  the  country  to  some  of  the  little  villages  upon  thi 
Kentish  coast,  and  there  take  up  their  abode  for  a  month. 

Man  proposes  and  fate  disposes,  though,  and  it  will  be  seen  whethei 
Claude  or  his  friends  were  ever  destined  to  carry  out  such  an  idea  as  that  whicl 
chey  oow  entertained. 

The  uight,  as  it  happened,  was  a  very  dark  one,  indeed  very  much  darker  thar 
was  at  all  to  be  expected,  considering  the  age  of  the  moon,  but  the  fact  was  tha' 
a  sudden  shift  of  wind  about  sunset  brought  from  the  southwest  a  great  mas- 
of  clouds,  which  effectually  obscured  all  traces  of  moonlight;  and,  although  the\ 
did  not  at  once  bring  rain,  it  was  pretty  evident  that  they  were  sutficientlj 
charged  with  aqueous  particles  to  do  so  at  any  small  amouat  of  provocation. 
____  _ 
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This  state  of  things  was  in  many  respects  morr  favourable  for  the  designs 
of  Claude  Duval  and  his  associates  than  as  if  the  cic^iit  had  been  fine,  although 
ID  one  respect  a  rather  threatening  night  was  bad  for  them,  inasmuch  as  it  kept 
at  home  persons  who  otherwise  might  have  ventured  out  into  the  roads,  and  so 
become  the  prey  of  the  highwaymen. 

Nevertheless,  the  three  friends  took  their  route  by  the  nearest  way  they  could 
find  to  the  Guildford  road,  which  was  then  a  much  more  popular  one  as  regarded 
coaches,  both  public  and  private,  than  it  is  now. 

By  going  some  distance  over  a  field  or  two,  where  they  found  a  bridle  path, 
they  at  length  emerged  in  a  part  of  the  road  that  was  at 'the  foot  of  a  hill,  and 
which  was  exceedingly  favourable  for  their  purpose,  inasmuch  as  if  they  got 
just  a  little  way  on  the  assent,  as  the  hill  went  Londonwise,  they  would  be  able 
to  stop  any  vehicle  or  horse  with  ease. 

"  Here,  then,  as  I  am  commander-in-chief/'  said  Dick,  *'  I  should  say,  we 
pause." 

"  So  be  it,"  said  Claude. 

*'  But,"  added  Dick,  "as  I  am  not  at  a/1  above  taking  advice,  I  would  beg  to 
say — Is  not  this  a  good  place  for  our  purpose  ?" 

"  It  is,  Dick.  I  don't  think,  viewing  the  general  description  of  the  ground,  we 
could  have  a  better.     All  we  want  now  is  the  enemv." 

"  And  that  wish  is  soon  supplied,"  said  Jack,  "for,  Iq  j  I  bear  the  sound  of  a 
horse's  feet." 

As  Dick  and  Duval  had  been  talking  while  Jack  ha3  been  listening,  he  had 
caught  the  sound  of  advancing  feet  first;  but  the  moment  they  turned  their 
attention  to  the  subject  they  too  heard  it. 

"  One  horse."  said  Claude,  *'  atid  so,  we  may  conclude,  one  horseman.    Who 
will  sfeo'p  him  ?  It  don't  want  three  to  one  man." 
"  I  will,"  said  Dick. 

"  Very  well ;  we  will  take  it  by  turns  as  long  as  single  passengers  only  appear. 
I  will  sally  out  to  the  next  one,  and  you  to  the  third,  Jack." 


CHAPTER  CCCLXXXIX. 

THE  OFFICERS    OF  JUSTICE   ARE   UPON    THE   TRACK    OF  THE    HIGHWAYMEN, 

There  was  not  much  time  for  consideration  now,  for  the  approaching  horse- 
man came  on  at  rather  a  sharp  trot.  Upon  getting  to  the  commencement  of  the 
ascent  of  the  hill,  though,  he  altered  the  pace  of  his  steed  to  a  walk,  and  then 
Dick  Turpin  went  out  quite  gently  into  the  road  and  intercepted  him. 

"  Good  evening,  sir,"  said  Dick. 

The  horseman  paused  on  the  moment,  and  said  in  a  mild  voice — 

**  Goon  evening,  sir;  but  I  don't  know  you." 

"  You  will  remember  me,  though,"  said  Dick.  "  I  don't  want  to  detain  you 
longer  than  necessary,  but  you  will  oblige  me  with  your  purse,  sir.'* 

*'  A  highwayman  !" 

**  Call  me  what  you  will,  but  be  quick." 

*'  Alas,  sir,  1  certainly  have  a  small  sum  of  money  about  me,  but  it  is  the  sole 
hope  of  one  who  is  in  great  distress  for  the  want  of  it,  I  implore  you  not  to 
take  it  from  me." 

*'  Stuff."  said  Dick.     "  Come,  sir,  give  it  up." 

**  But  let  me  tell  you  that  I  am  poor.  I  am  a  clergyman— a  curate  merely; 
my  own  income  is  not  fifty  pounds  a  year.  The  little  sura  of  money  that  1  have 
with  me  is  for  the  relief  of  the  orphan  and  the  widow.  Oh,  young  man,  if  yoii 
have  a  heart  at  all  you  will  let  me  pass  in  peace;  but  if  you  have  not,  there  is  the 
money,  and  may  God  forgive  you  as  I  do.' 
>     *'  Pass  on,"  said  Dick,    "  I  cannot  say  whether  you  are  deceiving  me  aijid 


■  --  ■_■■    ,  -.  --J-      -.-■-■    ■    '-i 


3ac 


LIFE  ON  THE  ROAD. 


1593 


only  playing  a  part  or  not,  but  the  doubt  is  sufficient,  so  pass  on*     1  will  not 
take  your  money." 

Upon  this,  the  clergyman  rode  close  up  to  Dick,  and  said^ 

"  Jt  is  dark,  but  yet  i  would  fain  see  your  face,  that  I  may  know  you  again  if 
ever  it  should  be  in  ray  power  to  do  you  a  kindness." 

••  No — no.     It  is  as  well  not." 

*'  Oh,  yes — yes.  Honour  me  so  far,  my  friend,  I  beg  of  you.  There,  now,  a 
cloud  has  partially  swept  Irom  over  the  face  of  the  moon,  and  if  you  turn  this 
way  1  shall  see  you." 

♦'  Look  at  me,  then,"  said  Dick  Turpin,  as  he  took  off  his  hat,  and  the  curate 
did  take  a  good  look  at  him  by  the  dim  night  light, 

"  Shall  you  know  me  again  ?"  said  Dick. 

"I  shall." 

*'  Then  good-night,  sir,  and  good  speed  to  you." 

*'  Farewell!" 

The  curate  set  spurs  to  bis  horse,  aud  rode  off. 

**  Am  1  done,"  said  Dick  to  himself,  "  or  not  ?  Well,  at  any  rate,  if  lam 
taken  in,  the  fellow  deserved  to  get  off  for  his  cleverness  in  playing  the  part  that 
hccliJ,  for  in  good  truth  it  was  admirably  done,  and,  afcer  all,  I  rather  incline  to 
the  opinion  that  it  was  all  true." 

Vvhea  Dick  got  back  to  his  friends  he  told  them  exactly  what  had  taken 
place,  and  Claude  said  at  once — 

*•  You  did  (juite  right,  Dick.  The  gold  that  would  be  necessary  for  the  wants 
of  tiie  widow  and  the  orphan  would  do  us  no  good." 

"  Not  a  whit,"  said  Jack.     "  It  would  bring  a  curse  with  it." 

*'So  I  thought,"  said  Dick,  "but  it  is  your  turn  next, Claude,  and  here  comes 
the  chance.  Another  horseman,  by  Jove  !  The  road  is  well  frequented  to-night." 

Fio.n  the  same  direction,  that  is  to  say,  from  countrywide,  tliat  the  curate  had 
come,  they  now  heard  a  horse  approaching  at  a  rapid  canter,  and  Claude  Duval, 
finding  that  there  was  no  time  to  lose,  sprang  out  into  the  road,  and  called  out— 

"  Stop,  on  your  life  !" 

There  tvas  a  scream,  then,  evidently  in  a  female  voice,  aud  the  horse  was  pulled 
up  so  quickly  that  it  reared  right  on  to  its  haunches,  and  then  commenced 
plunging  in  evioent  fright. 

Claude  could  just  see  that  it  was  a  female  figure  that  was  upon  the  horse,  and 
seizing  the  opportunity  to  do  so  effectually,  he  dashed  forward  and  caught  the 
refraciory  horse  by  the  bridle,  and  brought  it  to  a  state  of  quietness  in  a  few 
minutes. 

"  Oh,  sir,"  said  the  voice  of  evidently  quite  a  young  girl,  *'  was  it  you  who 
called  out  to  me  to  stop,  or  have  you  saved  me  from  that  danger  as  well  as  from 
the  more  real  one  of  a  fall  from  ray  horse?" 

Claude  hesitated  a  moment,  and  then  he  said— 

**  I  did  call  out  to  you  to  stop,  but  it  was  a  mistake.'* 

♦*A  mistake,  sir?" 

**  Yes,  I  took  you  for  some  one  e!se,  that  is  all.  You  are  free  to  pursue  your 
journey,  if  you  please.     Your  steed  is  quiet  now." 

*' Thank  you,  sir;  but — but — you  are  not  really  a — a " 

*' A  gentleman,  I  hope,"  said  Claude,  as  he  slightly  raised  his  hat,  ''having 
in  all  respects  behaved  as  one  to  you.     It  is  better  not  to  inquire  further." 

"  Sir,  I  thank  you.     Good  night," 

"  Good  night." 

The  young  lady  cantered  on,  and  Claude  went  back  to  his  friends  and  laughed, 
as  he  said  to  them— 

"  Another  failure.  It  was  a  girl  merely  ;  so,  of  course,  I  let  her  go  on  with- 
out ever  inquiring  if  she  had  any  money  with  her.  It  really  don't  seem  as  if  we 
were  destined  to  do  much  good  upon  this  road  to-night,  for  there  seems  to  arise 
some  good  reason  for  letting  every  one  pass  whom  we  may  happen  to  stop  upon 
the  highway." 


V-w 
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V  Well,"    said  Jack,  "it  is  my  turn  next,   however,  and  perhaps  I  shall  have 
better  luck  than  either  of  you." 

I      "Hush!"  said  Dick.     "Jack,  you  won't  go   single-handed  upon  the   next 
adventure.     Don't  you  hear  ? ' 

**  Yes,  the  sound  of  wheels.     It  is  a  stage  coach."  .. 
'     "Are  you  suie  of  that?    Listen  again.     Perhaps,  after  all,  it  may  be  some 
private  vehicle." 

They  all  three  now  listened  attentively,  and  they  distinctly  heard  the  tramp  of 
four  horses,  and  the  heavy,  grinding  sound  of  the  wheels  of  a  vehicle  of  con- 
siderable weight  upon  the  road  ;  but  if  there  had  been  any  doubt  at  ail  upon  the 
character  of  the  vehicle  that  was  approaching  it  would  have  been  completely 
set  at  rest  by  the  braying  sound  of  a  horn,  that  was  evidently  blown  by  the 
guard  of  the  coach. 

That  it  was  a  public  vehicle  that  was  now  rapidly  approaching  was  evident, 
and  Jack  at  once  said— 

"  Now  you  know  it  is  a  stage  coach." 
«'Wedo,*    said  Dick. 
I      "  Yes,"  said  Claude,  "  there  cannot  be  any  mistake  about  it  now." 
I      "  What  is  to  be  done  ?"  said  Dick. 

I      Jack  was  rather  thoughtful,  and  evidently  waited  to  hear  what  Claude  would 
say  upon  the  subject ;  and  after  the  pause  of  a  moment  or  two,  he  spoke— 

"Here  are  three  of  us,"  he  said,  " and  there  is  a  stage  coach  coming  along 
upon  the  road.  It  is  evidently  bound  for  London,  and  is  likely  enough  to  have 
in  and  about  it  passengers  sufficient  to  make  up  the  money  that  we  want.  If 
we  can  get  that  money  by  such  a  coup  as  stepping  the  coach  at  ence,  I  think  it 
is  better  than  waiting  here  for  perhaps  half  the  night,  and  only  faUing  in  with 
such  chances  as  have  already  come  across  us.'* 
^   "That  is  true,"  said  Dick. 

"  Why,  yes,"  said  Jack,  "  I  cannot  deny  it." 

"Then,"    added  Claude,    *' what  do  you  both   say?    Shall  we  attack  the 
coach,  or  leave  it  alone  ?" 
"  Attack  it,"  said  Dick. 

"TheT),"  said  Jack,  "as  I  should  be  in  a  minority  if  I  were  to  say  no  to  the 
proposition,  I  won't ;  and,  therefore,  you  may  consider  that  I  agree." 

"  On,  then,"  said  Dick,  "  for  there  is  no  time  to  lose.     What  is  to  be  the  order 
of  the  attack,  Claude  ?" 

"Anyhow  you  please,  as  far  as  I  am  concerned." 

"  Then,  Jack,  you  stop  the  leading  horses.     I  will  keep  the  coachman  and 
j  guard  quiet,  and  you,  Claude,  see  to  the  passengers.     Will  that  do  ?" 

"  Perfectly  well."  j 

I      "  Come  on,  then,  for  there  are  the  lights  of  the  coach  already  flashing  on    | 
j  the  herbage  of  the  hedgerows." 

To  stop  a  stagecoach  with  four  good  horses  in  it,  going  at  its  usual  pace  upon  I 
a  country  road,  would,  under  ordinary  circumstances,  have  been  rather  a  difficult  | 
as  well  as  a  hazardous  exploit ;  but  when  such  a  feat  was  done  by  any  of  the  ' 
knights  of  the  road  they  took  good  care  to  place  themselves  under  such  peculiar 
conditions  that  the  thing  was  not  near  so  troublesome  to  do  as  it  might  have 
been. 

One  of  the  most  essential  of  these  conditions  was  to  be  upon  the  aclivity  of  a 
hill,  so  that  the  horses  were,  at  any  rate,  reduced  to  a  walk  nearly,  and  the 
difficulty  of  stopping  them  was  very  materially  reduced. 

This  was  precisely  the  position  occupied  by  Claude  and  his  two  friends  upon 
the  occasion  of  stopping  the  Guildford  coach. 

The  guard  of  tne  coach  blew  his  horn  again,  doubtless  for  the  purpose  of 

warning  any  vehicle  that  might  be  coming  down  the  hill  of  the  close  proximity 

I  of  the  coach,  and  then  the  horses  were  brought  to  a  walk,  and  the  broad  glare 

i  of  the  lamps  fell  slowly  and  oddly  enough  upon  the  hedges  and  the  trees  on  each 

(side  of  the  road. 
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**  Are  you  ready  ?"  said  Dick  Turpio, 

"Quite,"  said  Jack,  Ij 

**  Yes,"  said  Claude,  "  I  am  quite  ready."  |i 

**  Oa,  then,  at  once,  and  dou't  give  them  time  to  think  about  it.** 
Dick  did  not  pause  another  moment,  but  giving  his  horse  an  impulse  forward, 
he  rode  out  into  the  middle  of  the  road,  and  presented  a  pistol  at  the  coachman, 
crying  out  in  a  firm,  clear  voice,  as  he  did  so — 
"  Pull  up,  or  you  are  a  dead  man  !" 

Upon  the  impulse  of  the  moment  the  coacnman  pulled  up,  and  then  Jack  was 
at  the  heads  of  the  leaders  in   another  moment,  and  without  alarming  tiiem  at 
all  took  gently  hold  of  one  of  them  by  the  bridle,  so  that  they  understood  they   ; 
were  to  stand  still. 

"Oh,  Lord!"  said  the  coachman.     "  Here's  no  end  of  highwaymen  stopped   j 
the  coach,  as  I'm  a  sinner!"  1} 

*' Guard!"  said  Turpin,  "guard!"  •' 

*'  What  now  ?"  said  the  guard. 

*'  You  are  very  likely  armed,"  said  Dick,   "  and  I  only  speak  to  warn  y-    r    .r. 
y/e  are  in  sufficient  force  to  make  resistance  perfectly  useless  ;  so  if  you  a  t^  .it .:    ; 
to  make  any  it  can  only  have  to  you  the  effect  of  getting  vour  brains  blown  out."  , ' 

*'  Yes,"  said  Claude,  as  he  rode  up  to  the  side  of  the  coacli,    "that   is   about 
it;  and  now  that  you  uuderstand   your  situation,  your  best  plan  will  be  to  be  ;j 
quiet."  *  jl 

"Blaze  away  at 'em,  Bill,'*  said  the  coachman,  "You  have  got  a  blun-  ij 
derbuss.  jj 

"Yes,**  said  Bill,  "but  don't  you  hear,  they  are  going  to  blow  ray  brains  ' ! 
out  if  I  do  1  and  as  they  are  the  only  brains  I  have  got,  1  don't  seeiii  to  '  \ 
like  it."  ji 

"  You  are  a  sensible  man,"  said  Dick.  j 

"  Thank  you,  sir."  j. 

*' You  are  a  coward,  Bill,"  said  the  coachman.  ij 

*'*  1  know  ir,"  said  Bill,  "that's  why  I  was  made  guard  of  a  coach,  you  see,  ■ 
Joe,  *co8  It  wasn't  sappo&ed  I  would  bring  you  and  the  passengers  into  any  , ] 
danger  by  useless  resistarice." 

TJ-e   coachman   shook   his    head   despairingly,  and  Claude  Dural  at  once  let    ji 
down  the  window  on  the  off  side  of  the  coach,  and  looking  into  the  vehicle,  he    \ 
said — 

"  ii  there  be  any  ladies  here,  they  need  not  be  at  all  alarmed,  as  no  viole»nce   ; 

IS  intended."  i ' 

"Violence,  sir  !"  cried  a  voice.     "  What  the  devil  is  the  meaning  of  all  this  ?    j 

Coachman  I  — I  say,  coicbman  !   go  on,  ©r  I  shall  bring  an  action  against  your    | 

proprietors  for  delaying  me  on  my  journey."  i 

"  Tne  coachmaa  dare  not  go  on,  sir,"  said  Ciaude,  "and  it  is   quite  useless 
for  you  lo  put  jourtelf  in  a  passion.     You  v.'ill  he  so  good  as  to  deliver  up  your 
nicne}',  watches,  and  jewellery,  if  you  please,  and  be  quick  atout  it." 
"Murder!'  cried  a  lady's  voice. 

"  No,  mcdam,"  said  Claude,  "  there  is  no  murder  in  the  case." 
**  Why,  good  gracious,  man  !  you  don't  want  to  rob  us  ?" 
"  I  do,  madam." 

"Why,  it's  a  highwayman  !'  cried  the  man's  voice.  "  Upon  ray  life  this  is  a 
pretty  state  of  things.  Here  we  are  stopped  by  a  highwayman.  Sir  Peter 
Brown !  —  Sir  Peter  Brown,  I  say  !   are  you  going  to  stand  this  ?  ' 

"  Oh,  yes,"  said  a  weak  voict? — "  oh,  yes,  and  a  great  deal  more,  if  necessary. 
I  cannot  allow  my  serenity  to  be  disturbed  by  my  ideas  of  resistance  ;  so,  my 
good  fellow,  here  is  my  purse.  There  are  about  forty  pounds  in  it,  to  which,  I'm 
sure,  you  are  quite  welcome,  if  you  will  be  very  quiet  and  polite  in  what  jou  have 
to  do." 
"Thank  you,  sir,"  said  Claude,  "Now  you,  sir,  if  you  please." 
"But,  bless  me!"  cried  the  other  man,  "  I — I—" 
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*'  Confound  you,  sir  !"  said  Claude,  as  he  put  the  lock  of  one  of  his  pistols  in 
trim  for  firing.  "  Yo\i  ought  to  be  ashanaed  of  yourself,  to  force  me  to  fire  into 
the  coach,  for  somebody  else  may  get  hurt.  Lean  forward,  sir,  that  I  may  get 
a  good  aim  at  you  alone.*' 

"  Oh,  no  !  The  Lord  have  mercy  upon  me  !  Good  sir,  oh,  don't — don't ! 
There  is  my  purse,  and  my  watch.  Oh,  do  go  away  at  once,  for  I  don't  feel 
Tcry  well." 


CHAPTER  CCCXC. 

THE   GUILDFORD  COACH   PASSES   COMPLETELY   INTO   NEW   HANDS. 

By  the  feel  of  the  purse  that  was  handed  to  him,  Claude  Duval  had  every 
reason  to  believe  that  it  was  tolerably  well  filled,  so  he  was  pretty  well  satisfied 
with  the  result  of  the  attack  upon  the  coach.  The  lady,  who  was  the  only  o.her 
passenger  in  the  vehicle,  give  such  evident  symptoms  of  being  in  hysterics,  that 
Claude  Duval  said  to  her — 

*'  Madam,  if  you  wish  to  get  rid  of  me  you  oan  do  so  at  once,  by  handing  me 
your  purse.     Come,  be  quick,  now.'* 

"  Oh,  give  It  to  him,"  said  the  passenger  who  had  been  first  inclined  to  bully 
Claude — "give  it  to  hira,  and  let  bim  go." 

**  Ye-s"  said  the  other,  who  was  named  Sir  Peter  Brown,  as  he  calmly  took  a 
pinch  of  snuff — "  yes,  I  think  that  will  be  the  plan,  madam." 

**  Take  it — oh,  take  it.  There  it  is,  and  my  rings,  too — my  brooch— oh,  ray 
bracelets — oh—oh  !'* 

"I  don't  want  your  jewellery,"  said  Claude.  "Good-night,  madara  ;  and  I 
trust,  gentlemen,  you  are  much  more  frightened  than  hurt," 

"Claude— Claude!"  cried  Dick.  ^ 

"  Yes,  Dick  f" 

"  Look  down  the  road  there !     What  is  that  ?" 

Claude  did  look  down  the  road ;  and  what  he  saw  for  a  few  moments  had  the 
effect  of  rather  confusing  him,  for  he  could  not  make  out  what  it  was. 

•'  What  is  it,  Dick  ?"  he  said.     "  Is  it  a  bonfire  moving  along,  or  what  ?" 

*'  No,  Claude,  it  is  a  stiong  party  of  mounted  men,  preceded  by  two  bearing 
flambeaux.     Don't  you  see  them  now  ?  ' 

"  Ah,  yes,  I  do." 

"  We  must  be  off.  The  only  three  outside  passengers  that  there  were  to  the 
coach  slid  down,  and  ran  off.  I  let  them  go,  as  is  my  custom,  pretending  not  to 
see  them  ;  but  now  they  will  give  the  alarm  to  those  people  who  are  advancing 
without  a  doubt,  and  we  shall  be  taken  if  we  don't  mind." 

"Hurrah  !  hurrah !"  cried  the  coachman.  "Now,  my  fine  fellows,  I  rather  think 
you  are  in  for  it,  for  I  can  see,  if  you  can't,  that  it  is  a  strong  party  of  mounted 
police  that  is  coming  up  the  road.  It  is  to  be  hoped  you  have  made  your  wills 
all  of  you.'* 

*'  Be  quiet,"  said  Claude. 

"  Oh,  yes,  I'll  be  quiet.     Ha !  ha  V* 

**  Dick,  we  may  yet  baffle  them." 

"How?     By  flight?' 

**  Yes,  partly,  and  partly  hy  finesse »    Will  you  see  to  ray  horse  ?'* 

*•  Certainly  1  will." 

Claude  dismounted  rapidly,  and  then,  rather  to  the  surprise  of  Dick,  ha 
mounted  on  to  the  coach  box,  and  snatching  the  reins  from  the  hands  of  the 
coachman,  he  said— 

"  Get  down,  or  you  are  a  dead  mm  I" 
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The  coachman,  seeing  a  pistol  in  the  right  hand  of  Claude,  rolled  off  the  box 
into  the  road  in  a  moment,  calling  out  as  he  did  so — 
«  Bill— Bill,  why  don't  you  shoot  him  ?'* 

"  I'd  rather  not,"  said  Bill.  "  Two  can  play  at  that  game,  you  know,  Joe. 
Is  there  anything  I  can  do,  sir"— addressing  Claude  Duval—"  to  give  you  ?.ny 
satisfaction  ?'* 

'•  Y  es.     Be  off  with  you  after  the  coachman." 
"  With  all  the  pleasure  in  life,  sir." 

With  amazing  celerity  the  guard  dropped  from  the  roof  of  the  coach  on  to  the 
road;  but  he  took  his  blunderbuss  with  him. 

"  Now,  Dick,"  cried  Claude,  "you  and  Jack  ride  on  in  front  of  the  leaders, 
and  I  will  drive  the  coach.  Off  we  go,  and  all's  right." 
•'  Good,"  said  Dick.  "  I  see  now.  It  is  the  best  plan  in  the  world." 
Claude  touched  the  horses  with  the  whip,  and  off  they  went;  but  at  that 
moment  the  guard  did  a  very  desperate  thing,  for  kneeling  down  in  the  middle  of 
the  road,  he  fired  his  blunderbuss  after  the  coach,  and  half  a  dozen  slugs  with 
which  it  was  loaded  went,  slanting  upwards  fortunately,  right  through  the  back 
panel. 

The  effect  of  this  discharge  was  to  frighten  the  old  lady  in  the  inside  of  the 
coach  into  a  state  of  hysterics,  and  to  blow  off  the  hat  and  vvi^-  of  Sir  Peter 
Brown,  while  one  of  the  slugs  hit  the  irascible  gentleman  on  the  side  of  the 
nose,  and  reduced  that  prominent  member  of  his  face  from  an  aquiline,  of  which 
he  used  to  be  very  proud,  to  a  snub. 

"Confound  the  fellow!"  said  Claude,  when  he  heard  the  discharge  of  the 
blunderbuss.  "  If  I  had  not  four  horsps  to  manage,  1  would  let  him  know  that 
such  tricks  were  not  to  be  played  with  impunity.'* 

It  was  a  good  thing  now  for  the  safety  of  the  coach  and  the  inside  passengers, 
and  himself^  too,  that  Claude  Duval  was  a  good  whip,  for  the  horses  had  become 
very  much  alarmed  at  the  sudden  discharge  of  the  blunderbuss,  and  after  kicking 
a  little  had  fairly  broke  into  a  gallop. 

Any  effort  to'  pull  the  cattle  in  for  a  mile  or  so  would  most  likely  have  ended 
in  the  upset  of  the  whole  concern;  so  Claude  acted  upon  the  prudent  plan  of 
rather  encouratjing  them  in  a  gallop  than  otherwise,  fo  that  they  soon  got  tired 
of  it,  and  comfortably  subsided  into  a  good  round  trot  of  about  nine  miles  an 
hour. 

During  the  time  that  the  horses  had  made  such  speed,  Dick  and  Jack  had  got 
out  of  the  way,  and  only  kept  up  with  the  coach,  one  on  each  side  of  it ;  but  now 
they  resumed  their  position  in  the  front,  which  would  hide  them  from  any  one 
who  might  be  coming  after  the  vehicle. 

Gradually,  then,  Claude  pulled  up,  and  said  to  Dick — 

*'  Look  down  the  road,  and  see  if  you  can  see  anything  of  the  rascals  we  ex- 
pected after  us,  Dick." 

*'  No.     But  there  is  a  turn  in  the  road." 

"  Turn?  There  is,  and  rather  a  sharp  one  too,  I  thought  that  "we  should 
have  been  upset  at  it." 

Now,  the  passengers  in  the  inside  of  the  coach  had  been  so  confused  altogether 
at  the  attack,  that  they  were  utterly  unaware  of  the  change  of  the  driver  that  the 
coach  had,  and  hearing  some  talking  now,  and  feeling  that  after  the  mad  way  in 
which  the  coach  had  been  going  on  that  it  had  come  to  a  stand  still,  the  irascible 
gentleman  whose  nose  had  suffered  pulled  down  the  glass,  and  popped  his  head 
out  at  the  window. 
"  Hilloa!  hilloa!" 
*'  What's  the  matter?"  said  Claude. 
**  Coachman  !  coachman  !" 

Claude  guessed  the  mistake  at  once,  and  imitating  the  voica  of  the  coachman 
as  well  as  he  could  from  hearing  it  only  once  or  twice,  he  said— 
*'  Here  you  are,  s?V.     Hope  all's  rigbt,  sir  V 
**  No,  you  rascal,  all's  wrong." 
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*•  Sorry  to  hear  it,  sir," 

*•  You  sorry  to  hear  it,  you  vagabond  ?  How  dared  you  submit  to  those  rascally 
highwayaien  in  the  way  you  did  ?" 

*•  Coulda't  help  it,  sir." 

"  You  couldn't  help  it,  you  wretch?  You  know  well  that  you  could  help  it, 
and  your  duty  was  to  help  it ;  but  I'll  bring  an  action,  sir,  against  your  proprietors, 
sir,  1  will,  sir,  you  vagabond  ;  and  I  don't  fell  quite  sure  but  what  you  are  in  the 
plot  yourself,  confound  you  !'* 

"  Oh,  dear,  no,  sir." 

**  Bat  I  say,  oh,  yes,  sir!  and  I  only  wish  I  had  hold  of  the  rascals,  now  T  have 
got  ray  pistols  out  of  my  travelling  vallise— where,  somehow  or  another,  they 
always  are  when  I  want  them  most — I  would  let  them  see  that  an  Englishman's 
coach  as  well  as  his  house  were  his  castle." 

"  Yes,  sir." 

*•  Yes,  sir,  indeed  I  Curse  you,  sir! — that's  what  I  say," 

The  irascible  gentleman  drew  up  the  window  with  such  violence,  that  it  was  a 
wonder  he  did  not  sraasri  it  at  once. 

*'  Oil  again,  Claude,"  said  Dick,  *'  they  come— look !" 

Claude  gave  one  glance  behind  the  coach,  and  then  he  saw  the  party  with  their 
flambaux  advancing  at  a  trot. 

*'  No,"  he  said.  "  It  is  better  to  brave  it  out,  now.  You  both  of  you  get 
into  the  shadow  of  the  trees,  and  leave  all  to  me." 

'•  We  will  aid  you,"  said  Dick,  **  if  there  be  any  occasion." 

"  Yes."  said  Jack.     '•  Trust  us  for  that,'* 

«  I  do." 

Both  Jack  and  Dick,  now,  got  out  of  sight  almost  among  the  large  overhanging 
branches  of  a  chestnut  tree,  that  grew  by  the  road-side,  and  Claude  put  on  the 
coachraan*s  extra  great-coat,  that  fortunately  for  him  was  upon  the  box.  In  the 
pocket  of  the  coat,  too,  was  a  large  red  worsted  comforter;  and  when  Claude 
got  that  round  his  neck  and  the  coat  on,  he  was  as  thoroughly  disguised  as  any 
one  need  wish  to  be. 

lie  had  just  completed  these  little  arrangements,  when  a  party  of  twenty  fii'e 
well  armed  and  well  mounted  men  arrived  at  the  coach. 

A  man  with  a  pistol  in  his  hand,  and  who  was  evidently  the  leader  of  the 
mounted  force,  rode  up  to  the  side  of  the  coach,  and  cried  out  to  Claude-^ 

"  Hilloa !  Mr.  Coachman,  have  you  been  stopped  on  the  road  ?" 

'*  Oh,  lor,  yes,  sir." 

"Oh,  you  have?" 

*•  Haven't  I,  sir,  and  ray  guard  killed,  and  my  passengers  robbed  !'* 

*'  Oh,  indeed.     I  thought  as  much." 

*'  My  'osses,  too,  sir,  took  fright,  and  off  they  set,  and  if  I  hadn't  been  as 
good  a  whip  as  there  is  a  goin',  though  I  says  it  myself  as  perhaps  oughtn't, 
there  would  have  been  a  regular  upset,  and  no  mistake." 

"  No  doubt  of  it,  the  rascals.     Did  you  know  them  ?" 

"Me,  sir?     Oh,  lor,  no!" 

**  Well,  then,  I  can  tell  you  that  in  all  likelihood  it  was  Claude  Duval,  and  a 
couple  of  fellows  who  are  with  him,  one  of  whom  is  the  famous,  Dick  Turpin,  qq 
that  four-footed  devil,  his  black  mare." 

*'  Oh,  sir,  you  don't  say  so  V' 

"  It  is  so,  in  sober  truth." 

"Then  we  are  all  dead,  sir  1" 

"Oh,  no,  you  are  not.  I  and  my  men  will  hunt  Claude  Duval  till  we  find 
him  ;  but  we  are  off  the  scent  just  now.     Do  you  know  which  way  he  went  i" 

*'  Yes,  to  be  sure  [  do." 

"Ah,  indeed  ?" 

*'  Yes,  sir.  You  saw  a  lane  just  before  you  got  to  the  tura  la  the  road,  by  the 
o  Id  finger-post  ?" 

"  Yes—yes." 
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J  "  Well,  then,  sir,  he  went  down  there  along  with  some  other  fellows,  and 
thankful  enough  was  I  when  he  did,  for  then  1  thought  that  we  might  be  rid  of 
'cm  for  to-night,  at  all  events.  I  only  wish,  sir,  you  may  catch  him.  I  declare 
Pm  all  of  a  shake,  bat  I  don't  think  any  of  us  are  killed,  sir,  except  ray  poor 
guard.'* 

"  We'll  have  the  rascals— we'll  have  them.     Thank  you  for  your  information 
coachraan,  and  you  will  hear  of  it  again  if  we  catch  them,'* 


"  No  doubt  of  that,  sir." 

"This  way — this  way,"  cried  the  chief  officer,  as  he  turned  his  horse's  head 
in  the  contrary  direction  again.    "This  way,  my  men.    Good-night,  coachman  ." 

*'  Good-night,  sir." 

Another  moment,  and  the  twenty- five  officers  were  all  on  the  gallop  away 
from  Claude  Duval  and  his  friends,  as  quickly  as  they  could  possibly  go. 

No.  201.  '  "  i 
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"  Bravo  !"  cried  Turpin,  clapping  his  hands  as  though  he  were  applauding  at  a 
theatre.     "  Bravo  I  bravo  !" 
"  So  say  J,"  said  Jack. 

'^  Well,  it  is  not  bad,"  said  Claude;  "and  now  I  have  no  sort  of  objection  to 
bidding  good-by  to  the  Guildford  coach.     Where's  my  horse  ?" 
"  Here  you  are,  all  right,  Claude." 

"  Thank  you.  But  the  best  plan  will  be  to  release  the  horses  from  the  coach, 
and  let  them  trot  quietly  to  town  by  themselves,  otherwise  the  passengers  may 
get  upset,  after  all,  and  it  will  do  us  no  good  to  expose  them  to  any  such 
dangers." 

"None  in  the  least,"  said  Jack.     "  I'll  manage  it." 

With  his  experience  and  tact  with  regard  to  horses,  Jack  in  a  very  few  minutes 
released  all  the  four  horses  from  the  coach,  and  then  away  they  trotted  to  town, 
not  at  all  displeased  not  to  have  dragging  behind  them  the  vehicle,  that  was 
thus  left  alone  in  its  glory  in  the  road. 

Claude  Duval  then  mounted  again,  and  going  up  to  the  coach  door,  he  let 
down  the  blind,  and  said  in  quite  an  easy  tone  of  manner  as  he  looked  in  at  the 
astonished  passengers — 

"  There  was  a  gentleman  here  who  said  he  had  got  his  pistols  ready  for  me  if  I 
came  again ;  and  as  I  am  here,  perhaps  he  will  explain  what  he  meant  by 
that  remark  about  me." 

"  Oh,  lord,  no  1"  cried  the  irascible  gentleman.     *'This  is  the  devil  himself!" 

"  If  you  are  the  same  highwayman  who  before  favoured  me  with  your  com- 
pany," said  Sir  Peter  Brow^n,  "'  I  beg  to  state  that  I  have  not  had  time  to  go 
home  and  get  any  more  money,** 

Claude  laughed  and  drew  up  the  window  again ;  and  then  turning  to  Jack 
and  Dick,  he  said — 

"  Come,  I  rather  think  that  we  may  now  conclude  this  adventure  to  be 
settled  to  the  satisfaction  of  all  three  of  us ,  and  the  sooner  we  go  from  the 
coach  the  better.** 

**  So  say  I,*'  replied  Dick. 

"  And  1,"  5aid  Jack. 

"  Come  on,  then.    Where  is  my  horse.  Jack  J" 

"  Here,  Claude,  and  all  right." 

Another  moment  and  Claude  Duval  was  mounted  again,  and  with  his  two 
friends  on  the  road,  ready  and  fearless  for  whatever  might  occur.  They  paused 
for  a  few  moments,  and  the  silence  that  was  between  them  seemed  as  though  it 
had  something  ominous  about  it.     It  was  Dick  Turpin  who  broke  the  silence. 

'*  Claude,"  he  said,  "  which  way  do  you  go  now  ?  Have  you  enough,  do  you 
think,  to  make  it  worth  our  while  to  try  to  carry  out  the  little  plan  we  thought 
of  awhile  ago?'* 

"  Ay,"  said  Jack,  "  that  is  it.*' 

"  I  will  soon  see,'*  said  Claude,  as  he  let  the  bridle  of  his  horse  go  on  to  the 
creature's  neck— "  I  will  soon  see  about  that.  Perhaps  you  could  let  me  have  a 
match  alight  for  a_  moment ;  for  I  think  that  there  are  notes  in  one  of  the 
purses." 

"  To  be  sure,"  said  Jack. 

*"  No  1"  cried  Dick-—"  no,  don't  be  quite  so  hasty,     I  hear  nothing,  but  Bess 
does.     Only  notice  her." 

Turpin's  steed  was  pawing  the  ground  in  rather  a  suspicious  manner,  and  the 
creature's  ears  were  projected  forward  so  as  to  catch  the  slightest  sound. 
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CHAPTER  CCCXCI. 

CLAUDE   DUVAL  FULFILS  THE   PROPHETIC   FEELING  OF  HIS   SOUL. 

"What  does  Bess  mean?"  said  Cauda  Duval  to  Dick,  after  the  pause  of  a 
few  moments,  during  ■which  they  heard  no  alarm. 

*'  She  means  that  there  is  danger.  You  hold  her  for  a  moment,  Jack,  while  I 
place  my  ear  close  to  the  ground  and  listen.'* 

"I  will,  Dick." 

Turp in. dismounted  and  flung  himself  flat  on  the  ground,  placing  his  ear  close 
to  it,  and  after  about  half  a  minute's  intent  listening  he  rose,  and  springing  into 
the  saddle,  he  said — 

"  Claude,  my  boy,  they  are  trying  to  steal  a  march  upon  us." 

"  How  do  you  mean  ?" 

"  I  am  quite  confident  that  a  number  of  horses  are  coming  along  the  road  so 
carefully  and  slowly  that  they  may  be  within  a  few  hundred  yards  of  us  before 
we  should  under  ordinary  circumstances  hear  any  sound  of  their  approaching 
feet." 

"Ah,  say  you  so?" 
^\"  It  is  80.     I  cannot  help  thinking  that  they  must  have  adopted  some  mode 
of  more  efl'ectually  deadening  the  sound  of  the  creatures'  hoofs  upon  the  road." 

"  That  may  be  done,"  said  Jack. 

"  As  how,  Jack  ?"  said  Claude.  **  I  don't  see  how  on  the  spur  of  the  moment 
such  a  feat  could  be  accomplished." 

"  Oh,  yes ;  I  once  tied  a  silk  handkerchief  over  one  of  the  feet  of  my  horse, 
many  times  doubled,  and  it  was  surprising  how  it  stilled  the  sound.  But  I 
have  an  opinion  with  regard  to  these  advancing  ofiicers,  which  I  tfaink,  if  we  do 
ever  know  the  rights  of  the  matter,  is  very  likely  to  turn  out  the  correct  one." 

"What  is  it,  Jack?" 

"  Simply,  that  before  they  all  got  very  far  from  here  they  met  tht  guard 
and  the  coachman,  who  have  given  the  information,  not  strictly  in  accordance 
with  what  they  got  from  us" 

"  It  must  be  so.*' 

"Nothing  more  likely,'*  said  Dick.  "This  will  be  our  way,  I  take  it.  And 
now  I  seriously  incline  to  ge<-over  the  first  practicable  hedge  we  happen  to  come 
to  and  make  our  way  into  the  open  fields.  So  long  as  we  continue  upon  roads, 
whether  they  be  highways  or  byeways,  we  run  the  risk  of  encountering  the 
officers." 

"Be  it  so,"  said  Claude. 

They  now,  at  rather  a  swift  canter,  for  they  thought  that  was  the  pace  that 
wouid  make  the  least  noise  on  the  road,  which  happened  to  be  pretty  hard  just 
about  that  spot,  went  on  townwards,  until  Dick  Turpin,  who  was  a  little  in 
advance,  came  to  a  portion  of  the  hedge  by  the  wayside  which  was  of  so  straggling 
and  imperfecta  nature  that  there  could  be  no  sort  of  difficulty  in  crossing  with  the 
horses. 

"  This  will  do,"  he  said. 

"  We  follow  you,  Dick,"  said  Claude,  **  for,  if  you  recollect,  you  accepted  the 
appointment  of  commander-in-chief,  and  J  am  still  willing  to  concede  it  to  you.*' 

*'And  I,"  said  Jack. 

'i  jvjo — no,  that's  all  nonsense.  You  are  our  chief,  Duval,  and  to  you  we 
both  look.  But  that  don't  much  matter  ;  Bess  I  know  can  do  this  feat  of  leaping 
from  the  road  into  the  fields,  for  she  is  well  used  to  it,  and,  perhaps,  after  seeing 
her  do  it,  your  horses  will  follow." 

As  he  spoke,  Turpin  just  patted  the  neck  of  the  beautiful  creature  he  rode, 
and  in  another  minute  she  had  made  a  dash  at  the  little  embankment  by  the  side 
of  thr  rnad,  and  clearing  the  slight  obstruction  of  a  straggling  alder  branch  or|^ 
^wo,  siig  YiS^  in  the  uijiadow  beyond  in  safely  with  Di-v  Xaip^^. 
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"Bravo!"  said  Claude. 

*•  Yes,"  said  Jack,  *'  it  was  beautifully  done." 

*'  Come  on — come  on.  I  don't  know  how  it  is  so,"  said  Dick,  rather  hurriedly, 
"  but  now  that  I  am  here  upo*  the  green  sward  I  seem  to  hear  the  sound  of 
horses'  feet  in  this  direction  easier  than  I  did  even  upon  the  road." 

Thus  urged,  both  Claude  and  Jack  spurred  their  horses  up  the  embankment, 
and  they  both  got  into  the  meadow  rather  gallantly. 

"  Well  done/'  said  Dick. 

**  Yes,"  said  Jack,  "  as  regards  the  scramble  it  is ;  but  let  us  now  listen  for 
the  sounds  you  heard,  Dick." 

Claude  said  nothing,  but  he  bent  his  head  down  about  on  a  level  with  the 
saddle,  and  with  his  hand  at  his  left  ear  he  listened  intently. 

A  strange  clanking  sound  came  upon  the  night  air.    Thev  all  heard  that. 

*'  What  is  it  ?"  said  Jack. 

*'  What  is  what  ?"  said  Claude,  for  he  wanted  to  hear  from  Jack  if  he,  too, 
heard  the  clanking  sound. 

*'  Why  I  don't  know  how  to  describe  it,  but  if  I  didn't  think  it  was  not  at  all 
^Uikely,  I  should  say  that  there  was  a  sound  not  unlike  that  which  would  be 
produced  by  military  accoutrements." 

"  Yes,  that's  it." 

"What's  It,  Claude?'* 

"  We  are  pursued  still  by  the  officers,  who,  no  doubt,  have  fallen  in  with  the 
coachman  and  the  guard  or  one  of  them,  and  by  some  means  or  another,  too, 
they  have  got  the  aid  of  some  military." 

"Think  you  so,  indeed?"  said  Dick.      ' 

*'  I  do." 

"Then  there  is  no  time  to  lose,  and  let  who  will  be  in  command  among  us  I 
say  but  one  word,  and  that  is,  on— on  !" 

Dick  did  not  stop  to  argue  the  matter,  but  off  he  sef,  and  was  quickly  followed 
by  Claude  Duval  and  Jack.  The  meadow  in  which  they  were  was  certainly  of 
considerable  extent ;  but  going  at  the  rate  they  did  they  very  soon  cleared  it,  and 
then  they  came  to  a  very  low  and  easily  scaled  hedge  whicli  they  got  through  in 
a  moment,  but  to  their  mortification  they  found  the  field  upon  the  other  side  was 
a  ploughed  one,  and  at  every  step  the  horses  sunk  above  their  fetlocks  in  the 
soil. 

The  labour  of  getting  along  this  field  at  any  speed  was  truly  terrific ;  and  after 
trying  a  canter,  and  a  gallop,  and  then  a  trot,  they  were  compelled  to  let  the 
horses  walk  it,  for  fear  of  straining  them,  so  that  when  they  should  get  upon 
beaten  ground  they  would  be  found  lame  after  such  an  exertion. 

Fortunately  this  ploughed  land  was  not  of  very  great  extent,  and  when  they 
emerged  from  it,  they  came  upon  a  portion  of  grass  that  covered  a  long  avenue, 
bordered  by  chestnut  trees  on  each  side. 

The  avenue  really  looked  so  artificial,  that  Claude  Duval  and  his  friends  could 
scarcely  bring  themselves  to  think  that  it  was  other  than  a  work  of  art. 

The  morning  light  was  just  beginning  to  show  itself  in  the  eastern  sky  now, 
and  as  a  long  pencil  of  grayish,  strange  colour  shot  up  from  the  horizou,  Dick 
waved  his  hand,  saying-r- 

*•  To  cover !     To  cover !     They  come  !     On — on !     Follow  me!" 
w       Without  asking  Dick  for  the  special  cause  of  this  sudden  alarm,  or  staying  to 
}    look  for  it  themselves,  both  Jack  and  Claude  followed  him  closely  up  the  avenue, 
«   and  then  they  came  to  a  row  of  iron  hurdles,  beyond  which  they  could  just  see, 
looming  larger  in  the  morning  light,  several  huge  haystacks. 

That  they  had  come  upon  a  farmyard,  instead  of  keeping  to  the  open  fields, 
was  now  a  fact  too  evident  to  dispute.  But  Dick  did  not  hesitate  a  moment. 
Springing  from  his  horse,  he  laid  violent  hands  upon  several  of  the  hurdles,  and 
succeeded  in  displacing  them,  and  then  he  cried  out  in  a  sharp,  quicks  but  yet 
suppressed  voice,  to  his  friends — 
i  j      •*  Come  on— come  on  !     Concealment  is  our  only  chance." 


\ 
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While  Dick  Turpin  haJ  been  displaciog  the  iron  hurdles,  both  Claude  and 
Jack  had  had  time  to  take  a  look  along  the  seeminglv  artificial  avenue  down 
which  they  had  come,  and  then  they  no  longer  doubted  the  wisdom  of  the  hur- 
ried proceedings  of  their  friend  Turpin. 

It  so  happened  that  rather  a  heavy  gleam  of  light  fell  from  the  eastern  sky 
round  a  little  clump  of  trees  at  the  commencement  of  the  avenue,  just  alter  leav- 
ing the  ploughed  field,  and  that  streak  of  light  fell  right  upon  the  arms  and 
accoutrements  of  about  half  a  dozen  lancers,  whose  gay  equipage  and  martial 
appearance  was  certainly  rather  out  of  place  in  that  seemingly  peaceful  region, 
in  which  the  birds  were  just  awakening  to  welcome  the  rising  sun. 

We  m»y  as  well  now  state  at  once  to  the  reader  the  cause  of  this  sudden  and 
truly  alarming  accession  of  strength  to  the  attacking  party. 

The  fact  was.  that  the  officers,  with  the  exception  of  one,  were  all  totally 
deceived  by  the  assumption  of  the  character  of  coachman  of  the  Guildford 
Celerity  by  Claude  Duval.  That  one  officer,  however,  happened  to  know  the 
coachman  well,  and  he  thought  that  there  was  a  sliglit  difference  of  tone  that 
was  rather  odd. 

It  said  a  great  deal,  though,  for  the  accuracy  of  Claude  s  sudden  assumplion 
of  the  coachman's  character,  that  this  man  could  only  suspect  that  there  was 
something  rather  odd  in  his  friend's  voice,  without  being  able  to  pronounce 
positively  upon  the  fact  that  it  was  not  him. 

After  the  party  had  ridden  of,  and  taken  the  route  that  Claude  had  sent 
them  upon,  and  which  would  have  separated  them  from  the  coach  further  and 
further,  this  one  suspicious  officer  communicated  to  the  commander  of  the  party 
his  suspicions  that  they  were  being  deceived  in  some  way. 

This  brought  the  party  to  a  halt. 

After  some  parley,  then,  it  was  agreed  to  send  six  of  the  force  still  onwards 
by  that  route,  while  the  remainder  should  go  back  and  seek  to  overtake  the 
coach  again,  and  thoroughlv  satisfy  themselves  with  regard  to  the  identity  of  the 
coachman ;  and  it  was  in  the  attempt  to  carry  out  this  portion  of  their  plan 
that,  after  reaching  the  road  again,  they  heard  a  faint  voice  crying  out— 

«'lIilloa!  hilloa!"  ^        .   ^ 

Upon  coming  to  a  halt,  and  answering  the  cry,  it  was  repeated,  and  then 
they  followed  the  sound,  till  they  came  to  the  guard  of  the  Guillord  Celerity,  who 
was  lying  in  a  ditch  by  the  road-side,  with  his  discharged  blunderbuss  still  in  his 
grasp. 

A  good  shaking  and  some  eager  questions  put  to  hira  by  the  officers,  at  once 
let  him  see  that  he  was  among  friends  ;  and  then  out  came  the  whole  affair,  to 
the  intense  mortification  of  the  officers. 

Before  they  left  the  guard,  for  leave  hira  they  were  compelled  to  do,  since 
they  bad  no  spare  horse  for  him,  the  six  men  they  had  sent  down  the  turning 
came  back  into  the  road  again,  accompanied  by  a  sergeant's  party  of  Lancers, 
who  were  e;»  rouU  for  the.head-quarters  of  their  regiment. 

From  this  party  they  learnt  that  it  was  quite  impossible  three  mounted  men 
could  have  come  by  the  route  supposed,  without  passing  them,  and  they  repeated 
that  thev  had  met  no  one  whatever  for  five  miles  or  more. 

Of  course,  putting  all  this  together,  the  magistrate  who  was  with  the  officers 
came  to  the  tolerably  sensible  conclusion  that  he  had  been  completely  taken  in  by 
Claude  and  his  friends.  The  only  thought  was  how  to  repair  the  serious  error 
into  which  they  had  fallen.  ,     v     v. 

The  magistrate,  in  the  first  instance,  easily,  by  stating  who  and  what  he  was, 
induced  the  sergeant  in  command  of  the  five  Lancers  to  lend  him  what  aid  he 
could  in  the  matter,  and  the  more  especially  as  it  did  not  now  seem  likely  to  take 
him  out  of  his  route.  ,  ■     u  •       r 

Thus  was  it  that  the  military  force  was  once  again  enlisted  m  the  service  ot 
the  civil  authorities  against  Claude  Duval  and  his  two  companions  and  friends. 

What  will  be  the  result  of  this  combination,  we  shaU  quickly  see. 

It  was  arranged  that  the  party  should  be  divided  in  this  manner. 
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The  Lancers  were  to  take  to  the  fields,  along  "with  the  six  men  who  had  met 
them  in  the  cross-road,  and  to  ascertain  as  they  went  along  if  any  trace  of  the 
highwaymen  was  to  be  found,  while  the  magistrate  with  the  remainder  of  the 
party  kept  on  the  high-road,  with  the  hope  of  driving  the  thieves  off  into  the 
meadows. 

All  this  had  been  executed  with  such  speed  as  was  possible,  and  carried  out,  and 
the  consequence  was,  that  Claude  and  his  frienc^  found  themselves,  as  the  reader 
is  aware,  with  the  Lancers  and  the  six  officers  in  the  rear,  the  farm-yard  and  its 
dependencies  in  the  front,  and  the  road,  no  doubt,  well  taken  care  of  by  the 
magistrate  and  the  strong  force  stili  under  his  orders. 

We  now  return  to  Claude  and  his  friends. 

Their  position,  to  them,  did  not  seem  quite  so  desperate  as  it'really  was,  for  they 
did  not  up  to  that  point  know  of  the  division  of  the  force  that  had  been  sent 
against  them  ;  and  it  was  to  their  minds  just  possible  that  the  people  attached  to 
the  farm  might  befriend  them  in  some  degree,  so  that  it  was  rather  with  hopeful- 
ness than  otherwise  that  they  paused  amid  the  haystacks,  and  waited  for  the 
commg  assault. 

By  dint  of  some  exertion,  they  replaced  the  iron  hurdles  that  had  been  case 
down  by  Dick,  for,  at  least,  they  would  be  some  sort  of  protection  against  their 
pursuers  ;  and  it  would  not  be  a  very  easy  thing  to  take  them  down,  when  exposed 
to  the  fire  of  the  pistols  of  the  highwaymen,  as  either  the  Lancers  or  the  officers 
would  be  if  they  should  make  the  attempt. 

While  ail  this  was  going  on,  the  worst  possible  thing  that  could  take  place  for 
Claude  and  his  friends  did  occur,  namely,  the  rapid  approach  of  the  morning, 
which  happened  to  be  a  really  fine  and  clear  one.  To  them  the  light  seemed  each 
moment  to  be  spreading  itself  over  the  sky,  with  a  speed  that  was  quite  unusal 
with  it. 

"  We  shall  be  in  broad  daylight  in  another  hour,*'  said  Jack. 

*'  No."  said  Dick—*'  no.     Don't  say  that.'* 

"  But  look  at  it.'* 

"  Yes.  But  1  think  I  have  more  experience  in  country  matters  than  even  you 
have,  Jack,  although  you  ought  to  know  a  good  deal  about  it,  too.  Don't  you 
see  the  mist  in  yonder  valley  thickening  each  moment  ?  Look  at  it.  It  is  only 
half-v/ay  up  the  trees.** 

"Ah,  yes r* 

*'  Well,  then,  my  opinion  is  that  in  the  course  of  the  next  quarter  of  an  hour 
we  shall  have  a  white  fog  about  us  j  and,  if  so,  it  will,  I  think  and  hope,  be  all 
to  our  advantage." 

"It  will."  said  Claude. 

"  Not  a  doubt  of  it,"  said  Dick;  "and  as  for  these  soldiers,  I  don't  feel  quite 
sure  that  they  know  we  are  on  their  route  at  all.  But  I  see  now  how  it  was  that 
we  heard  the  seemingly  muffled  sound  of  horses'  feet  while  we  were  in  the  road ; 
for  what  v/e  listened  to  was  the  tread  of  the  cattle  on  the  grass  in  the  meadows." 

By  the  actions  of  the  Lancers  and  the  officers  of  police  who  were  with  them, 
the  supposition  of  Dick  Turpm  that  he  and  his  two  friends  were  not  known  to 
be  so  close  at  hand,  seemed  to  be  pretty  well  verified. 

They  came  on  till  they  were  within  a  couple  of  hundred  yards  of  the  farm-yard ; 
and  then  Claade  distinctly  heard  the  order  to  halt. 

In  the  clear,  fresh  morning  air,  then — althougli  it  was  pretty  evident  that 
the  white  mist  covering  it  had  not  yet  come — the  voices  of  the  sergeant  of  the 
Lancers  and  the  principal  of  the  officers  came  clearly  upon  the  ears  of  Claude  and 
his  party. 

What  they  heard  induced  them  to  think  that  everything  might  be  gained  by 
keeping  ouiet ;  so  they  descended  and  led  their  horses  round  the  haystacks,  and, 
pulling  out  a  few  handluls  for  them,  they  left  the  creatures  to  amuse  themselves  j 
while  they  themselves  peered  round  the  corners  of  the  stacks,  and  alternately 
watched  their  foes,  and  listened  to  what  thev  said. 
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CHAPTER  CCCXCII.  I 

CLAUDE   AND    HIS   FRIENDS    HAVE    A    SERIOUS   BATTLE    IN    THE   TARM. 

It  would  seem  that  the  sergeant  of  the  Lancers,  although  he  had  not  liked  to 
refuse  his  aid  to  the  magistrate  who  had  requested  it — and,  indeed,  he  did  not  feel 
very  clear  but  that  the  magistrate  had  the  power  to  demand  his  co-operauon — 
did  not  seem  to  be  very  much  pleased  with  the  duty  he  was  upon. 

Claude  and  his  friends  could  hear  him,  in  rather  a  burlesque  sort  of  way, 
speaking  to  the  officers. 

"  Well,  Mr.  Officers  of  Police,"  said  the  sergeant,  "  I  don't  see  that  we  are 
doing  any  good  now.  Heie  we  are  close  to  a  farm-yard.  What  are  you  disposed 
to  be  at,  now  ?  * 

"  Confound  the  fellows  1" 

"  Ah,  well,  so  say  I.  But  it  is  of  no  use  our  staying  here  and  swearing,  you 
know.  Show  me  what  I  can  do,  and  1  will  try  and  do  it.  But  it  seems  to  me 
that  we  are  on  the  wrong  track." 

"  It  does  look  like  it," 

"  Well,  \\  hat  is  to  be  done  ?" 

"  1  suppose  we  must  take  to  the  road  again,  and  see  his  worship,  and  ask  him 
what  he  would  have  done." 

"  Well,  come  on,  then.  I  don't  think  you  will  catch  these  fellows  you  are  after 
this  bout,  at  all  events." 

"  I  never  did  think  we  should,  sergeant.*' 

"Indeed?" 

*'  Oh,  dear,  no.  You  don't  know  that  Claude  Dcval — if,  indeed,  it  be  he,  and 
not  the  devil  himself.  He  is  as  cunning  and  as  brave  as  half  a  dozen  people  put 
together." 

"  Well,  I  only  wish  he  would  come  into  our  regiment.    They  say  we  shall  be  . 
off  to  the  continent  to  fight  the  rascally  French  soon ;  and  he  is  just  the  sort  of 
fellow  1  shotjld  like  to  tide  next  to,  if  all  is  true  that  is  reported  of  him,  and  I 
suppose  a  good  lot  of  it  is." 

"  1  think  it,  too." 

"  Weil,  then,  it's  understood  that  \re  are  to  make  our  way  into  the  road  again, 
is  it  r 

"  Yes,  I  suppose  so." 

Now  Claude  Duval  and  his  friends  began  to  congratulate  themselves  that  all 
was  well,  and  that  in  another  five  minutes  the  Lancers  and  the  officers  would  be 
past  the  spot,  and  so  they  would,  but  for  one  of  those  little  malapropos  accidents 
upon  which  the  lives  and  fortunes  of  men  seem  at  times  to  turn. 

Just  as  ihe  sergeant  was  giving  the  orders  to  his  men  to  clear  the  way  through 
the  hedge  to  the  road  there  arrived  in  the  farm-yard  a  great  thick-headed-louking 
man  in  a  smock-frock,  rubbing  his  great  sleepy  eyes  as  though  he  had  just  roused 
himself  for  the  day,  as,  indeed,  he  had,  for  his  duty  was  to  feed  a  considerable 
number  of  pigs  that  were  close  at  hand. 

'*0h,  lor!  oh,  lor!"  he  said,  '*  what  a  thing  it  is  to  have  to  get  up  of  a 
morning.  1  don't  so  much  raiud  it  after  one  is  up,  but  it  is  a  horrid  thing  to 
have  to  get  up  when  you  are  sleepy.  How  I  should  like  to  stay  in  bed  for  a 
Meek  and  have  a  lump  of  fat  bacon  brought  me  now  and  then,  and  a  jug  of 
master's  old  ale!" 

The  yokel  had  just  got  so  far  in  his  soliloquising,  when  his  eves  fell  upon 
three  horses  quietly  at  work  upon  a  haystack,  and  pulling  out  portions  of  it 
with  the  greatest  perseverance. 

"  Hilloa  !"  he  cried  in  a  voice  that  rang  through  the  place  again.  "  Hilloa  ! 
master !  Oh,  won't  1  have  you  all  in  the  parish  pound,  and  no  sort  of  mistake ! 
IMaster !  Oh,  I  say,  can't  you  leave  off  ?  Master— master  I  here's  some  cattle 
got  at  the  hay.     Hilloa  1  master— master  I" 
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"  Villain!"  cried  Claude  Duval,  as  he  sprang  at  the  fellow  and  held  hlRj  by 
the  throat  with  a  grasp  of  iron.     "Another  word,  and  you  are  a  dead  man." 

Alas  !  it  was  too  late.  The  fellow  had  said  words  enough  not  only  to 
reach  the  homestead,  bul  the  officers  and  the  Lancers,  too.  From  the  house  there 
was  at  first  no  notice  taken  of  the  cries  of  the  swineherd,  but  the  officers  pricked 
up  their  ears  ;  and  although  they  could  not  tell  exactly  what  was  amiss,  the  mere 
fact  that  there  was  something  was  quite  sufficient  to  induce  them  to  inquire 
into  it. 

**  Sergeant,  did  you  hear  that?'*  said  the  chief  officer* 

"Oh,  yes."  '  L  i.m- 

*•  Well,  I  think  it's  worth  looking  to."  •  '- 

"  So  do  I,  if  you  want  to  catch  your  men.'^  f  •*  •  •   ■ '    '•  ■ 

"  Then  you  think  that— that— "  '^    ■ 

The  sergeant  nodded  only. 

"  That  will  do,"  said  the  officer.  "Come  on.-  Forwatd,  all  of  you.  Some- 
thing strikes  me  we  shall  have  them,  after  all." 

Just  as  the  Lancers  and  the  officers  came  up  to  the  iron  hurdles  at  a  trot,  the 
farmer,  who  had  been  aroused  by  the  cries  of  his  swineherd,  reached  the  other 
side  of  the  fatm-yard. 

•*  What's  all  this  about?"  he  said. 

*'  Peace !"  said  Dick  Turpin.  **  You  and  all  your  family  had  better  consult 
their  own  safety  by  keeping  within  doors.  There  is  likely  enough  to  be  some 
rough  work  here." 

"  Hough  work  V 

"  Yes  ;  be  warned  iu  time." 

*'  AVell,  but,  as  this  is  ray  farm-yard,  and  as  these  are  ray  stacks,  I  rather 
think  I  have  a  right  to  be  here." 

"  Shoot  him,"  said  Jack. 

**  Well,  it  will  save  trouble,  to  be  sure,"  said  Dick,  as  he  presented  a  pistol 
at  the  farmer. 

Neither  Dick  nor  Jack  had  the  least  intention  of  shooting  the  man ;  but  the 
effect  upon  him  was  complete,  for  with  a  yell  of  fear  he  turned  and  ran  back  to 
his  house  again  as  hard  as  he  could. 

*'  Now,"  said  Claude,  as  he  let  go  the  swineherd,  *'you  follow  your  master, 
and  keep  out  of  harm's  way.  You  have  done  quite  mischief  enough  for  one 
day ;  but  I  don't  want  to  take  your  worthless  life." 

Quite  delighted  at  his  escape  from  what  he  had  only  a  few  moments  before 
looked  upon  as  certain  death,  the  swineherd  galloped  off  after  the  farmer;  so 
that  the  place  was  clear  of  them,  although  the  much  greater  danger  remained,  in 
fact,  as  the  Lancers  and  the  officers  were  rapidly  approaching. 

*'  Dick,"  said  Claude,  "  what  is  to  be  done  ?" 

*'ril  be  hanged  if  1  know," 

**  Can  we  not  escape 'r*  said  Jack,  as  he  placed  his  foot  in  the  stirrup  of  his 
horse. 

"  I  don't  see  the  way." 

"  Nor  I,"  said  Dick.  **Here  we  arc,  and  we  must  fight  it  out.  We  are 
to  some  extent  strengthened  here  by  the  stacks  and  the  iron  hurdles ;  but  I 
don't  see  any  way  out  of  here  but  across  the  yard,  and  into  the  house, 
and  then  we  should  just  have  to  hold  a  kind  of  siege,  which  would  be  fatal  in 
the  end." 

**  It  will  be  fatal,"  said  Claude,  "  to  one  in  any  way." 

Jack  and  Dick  looked  at  each  other  significantly  ;  and  then  Dick  sprang  to 
his  horse  with  a  feeling  of  desperation,  as  he  said— 

**  A  fight  here  between  three  men  and  the  force  opposed  to  us  would  be  mad- 
ness. I  say,  let  us  try  and  get  away  to  the  left  here  into  the  road  through  every 
obstacle.  It  appears  to  me  that  there  is  merely  a  kitchen  garden  to  get  through 
and  a  paling  to  cross,  and  there  we  shall  be.  Come  on,  Claude.  Mount  and 
follow  me !" 
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"  As  you  please,"  said  Claude,  as  he  sprang  upon  his  horse. 

Jack  did  the  same,  and  they  made  a  dash  past  the  haystacks  to  a  little 

^eserted  piece  of  ground  ;  but  the  getting  there  had  two  effects,  which  at  once 

"dislosed  the  operations  of  the  party. 

I  From  that  direction  they  ran  into  the  road,  and  there,  not  very  far  off,  was  the 
magistrate  and  his  party  returning,  and  evidently  looking  for  the  glitter  of  the 
arms  of  the  military,  as  they  could  be  seen  through  the  trees. 

j  The  second  effect  that  that  movement  had  was  to  mark  them  to  the  Lancers 
and  to  the  officers,  who  with  one  voice  called  out— 

j     "  There  they  are— there  they  are  !"        — 

r— "  ■  "   '  ~ 

J^O.  202. 
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'' Loo'  iii;\v,  I  J;in'  ,"  saiii  JtiCk. 

*'  Back  to  the  stacks,"  said  Dick.     "  While  there  is  life  there  is  hope.'* 

They  ran  back  in  a  moment  to.  their  old  position,  and  then  again  they  dis- 
mounted, just  as  the  Lancers  came  up  at  a  trot  to  the  iron  hurdles,  closely 
followed  by  the  officers.  • 

"Dick  and  Jack,"  said  Claude,  rapidly,  "let  me  give  myself  up." 

"  Give  yourself  up  ?" 

''  Yes,  upon  condition  that  you  two  go  free." 

"Never!" 

"Never!" 

These  two  answers  came  sharply  from  the  lips  of  both  Jack  and  Dick ;  but 
Claude  Duval  looked  at  them  both,  and  spoke  in  a  tone  of  melancholy  serious- 
ness, saying — 

*'l  know  that  you  do  n.ot  like  the  idea  'of  such  a  thing,  but  let  me  beg  of  you 
to  entertain  it.  I  may  have  many  chances  of  escope  afterwards,  but  now  only 
look  at  our  situation." 

"  Say  no  more,"  said  Dick,  *<  1  won't  listen.** 

•'Nor  I,"  said  Jack. 

"  We  live  or  die  together." 

Claude  bowed  his  head  in  silence,  and  a  sort  of  shudder  came  over  his  frame, 
after  which  he  looked  up  coolly  and  calmly,  and  with  an  expressiQn  of  great 
beauty  beaming  upon  his  face,  as  he  said — 

"  Be  it  so.  We  will  fight  to  the  last;  and  if  they  gain  a  victory  over  us  they 
shall  not  say  it  was  a  bloodless  or  an  easy  one." 

Dick  and  Jack  could  not  but  look  at  Claude  Duval  as  he  spoke,  and  they 
thought  they  had,  in  all  their  lonp;  acquaintance  with  him,  never  seen  so  strange 
an  expression  upon  his  face  as  it  then  wore. 

That  time,  however,  so  rife  with  danger  as  it  was,  was  not  one  in  which  there 
could  be  any  meditations  upon  Claude's  looks,  for  they  heard  the  sergeant  of  the 
Lancers  suddenly  cry  out— 

"Halt!" 

Then,  to  the  surprise  of  his  two  friends,  Claude  Duvel  walked  leisurely  forward 
for  a  few  paces  beyond  the  haystacks,  and  facing  his  foes,  he  said—  I 

"Well,  what  is  it?"  | 

"That's  our  man,"  cried  the  officers  with  one  breath.  "That's  Claude  Duval. 
Seize  him— seize  him  !     That's  the  rascal !" 

The  Lancers  looked  at  each  other  and  then  at  iheir  officer  doubtfully,  and  then 
the  sergeant  glanced  at  the  police,  saying— 

"  Well,  if  that's  your  man,  take  him." 

"Claude  Duval,"  said  the  chief  officer,  "I  summon  you  to  surrender  in  the 
name  of  the  king.  I  have  a  warrant  against  you,  and  if  1  had  not,  it  is  quite  lawful 
to  apprehend  you,  and  you  must  see  that  resistance  is  quite  out  of  the  question. 
I  warn  you." 

"  Rather,"  said  Duval,  "let  me  warn  you." 

"Of  what?" 

"  Of  the  certain  fate  that  will  be  yours  if  you  don't  be  off  at  once." 

"Oh,  stuff  !  That  won't  do  at  all.  Now,  ray  brave  fellow^,  go  in  and  win. 
Take  him  alive  if  you  can,  but  if  you  can't,  just  give  him  a  poke  with  one  of 
the  lances,  and  that  will  ansv^er  the  purpose  very  well." 

"You  had  better  surrender,"  said  the  sergeant  to  Claude. 

"No." 

"Well,  I  can't  help  it." 

"Shoot  him  !"  cried  the  chief  officer,  for  he  felt  that  if  an  affray  really  took 
place  the  likelihood  that  he  would  come  out  of  it  in  a  whole  skin  was  not  very 
great;  therefore,  he  would  have  been  glad  if  Claude  Duval  were  to  be  shot  at  once. 

"No,"  said  the  sergeant,  "  none  of  that.  Go  and  take  your  man,  and  if  there 
is  any  risk  we  will  aid  you;  but  it  is  quite  absurd  of  all  of  us  to  go  in  upon 
one  man." 


I 


"  There  are  thVee  of  them,"  said  the  officer, 
hand  »  . 

"  You  don't  know  that/*  said  Claude. 

*'  Where  are  they,  then  ?" 

"  Look  for  them  in  the  fog.* 

The  object  that  Claude  had  in  view  in  engaging  his  foes  in  talk  was  to  let  the 
white  mist,  which  was  coming  rapidly  from  the  valley,  reach  the  spot,  and  even 
as  he  spoke  it  came  in  dense  wavy  clouds,  enveloping  horse  and  raari  in  its  fleecy 
embrace. 

The  moment  Claude  saw  that  such  was  the  case,  he  stepped  back,  saying  as 
he  did  so  in  a  loud,  clear  voice— 

"  Come  on  now,  at  your  peril.  The  first  man  who  lays  a  hand  upon  the  iron 
hurdle,  will  be  a  corpse  ere  he  can  lake  it  off  again." 

**  Take  that,  then,  and  be  hanged  to  you/'  said  the  chief  officer,  as  he  drew 
one  of  the  holster-pistols,  and  fired  it  at  Claude. 

Duval's  hat  was  blown  off  his  head  by  the  shot ;  but  before  he  could  think  of 
returning  it,  there  was  the  sharp  crack  of  a  bullet  from  Jack's  pistol,  atjd  the 
chief  officer,  with  a  cry,' fell  from  his  saddle,  and  his  horse  galloped  down  ti)e 
avenue  half  mad  with  fright. 

The  officers  huddled  together,  and  cried  out  to  the  soldiers  to  take  Duval  and 
his  friends,  for  the  fall  of  their  chief  had  given  them  a  sort  of  panic.  The 
sergeant  of  the  Lancers,  however,  to0k  things  quite  easy. 

*•  Dismoiint !"  lie  said  to  his  men. 

In  another  moment  every  saddle  was  empty. 

"  Protect  the  horses/'  he  then  added.    "This  affair  must  be  done  on  foot." 

The  soldiers  thrust  their  lances  into  the  turf,  and  fastened  the  horses  to  them, 
and  then  stood  in  rank,  waiting  for  farther  orders. 

•*  Take  them  alive,  if  you  can,  my  men,"  said  the  sergeant ;  "  but  cut  down 
all  who  resist.     Draw  sabres  !     Forward  !     March  !** 

The  situation  of  Claude  and  his  friends  was  now  in  truth  one  of  the  most 
critical  that  could  well  be  imagined.     They  had  no  wish  to  take  the  lives  of  the 
'soldiers  ;  but  after  the  orders  they  had  heard  given,  it  was  but  a  course  of  self- 
defence  to  do  all  the  harm  they  could. 


CHAPTER  CCCXCIIL 

AN    UNEXPECTED    ALLY   COMES    TO    THE    AID    OF    DUVAL   AND   1113    FRIENDS, 

With  the  air  of  men  who  feel  that  they  had  rather  a  disagreeable  duty  to  do, 
but  which  at  all  hazards  must  be  done,  the  Lancers  marched  towards  the  iron 
hurdles.     It  was  then  that  Duval  criea  out  in  a  load  voice — 

"  Halt,  if  you  value  your  lives  !" 

"  Give  them  a  volley  from  your  pistols,"  said  the  sergeant. 

Five  pistoUshots  whistled  past  the  heads  of  Claude  and  his  friends. 

"Load  !"  said  the  sergeant. 

"  Fire  !"  cried  Claude. 

At  the  moment  he  and  his  two  friends  returned  the  fire,  and  two  of  the 
soldiers  fell  by  the  iron  hurdles. 

"Forward!"  shouted  the  sergeant,  and  he  sprang  over  the  hurdle  close  to 
him.  Claude  bounded  forward,  and  seized  him  by  the  arm  and  throat,  and  tossed 
him  back  again  as  though  he  had  been  a  truss  of  straw. 

The  police  officers  at  this  moment  poured  in  a  volley  of  pistol-shots  against 
Claude  and  his  friends  ;  but  the  salute  was  returned,  for  Dick  had  knocked  down 
one  of  them  with  a  hedge  stake  he  had  found,  and  Jack  had  wounded  another. 
Thpvo  was  1*  ;  '  !;  i;  ■  'vag  i^.l^urt,  "il  ]•..•  p -a.:  ■-'fitly  retreated  dear  of  the 
hurdles,  finuiug  inutstiU  iu  such  an  emergency  a&  he  was. 

"'  "  *  '  "  '*  ■  II  -       II  '  ■       -^-iM^ 
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The  fog  and  the  smoke  from  the  firing  mingling  together,  prevented  the  officers 
on  horseback  from  seeing  how  the  soldiers  were  getting  on  ;  and  they  kept  cheer- 
ing to  them  to  encourage  them. 

Then  it  was  that  Dick,  seeing  that  if  the  fight  continued  they  must  certainly  be 
worsted,  laid  hold  of  Claude  by  the  arm,  saying — 

"  Follow  me — follow  me  !  Come,  Jack — come.    I  think  there  is  a  chance  yel." 

Claude  made  no  answer,  but  followed  him  hurriedly  through  the  farm-yard, 
and  so  did  Jack.  They  came  to  an  ivy-covered  porch  of  the  house,  and  there 
they  found  that  the  fog  was  not  so  bad  ;  and  Dick  was  in  the  act  of  trying  to 
force  the  door  open,  when  a  little  girl,  of  about  twelve  years  of  age,  came  up  to 
them,  crying,  and  saying — 

"  Oh,  is  it  you  they  came  to  kill  ?" 

"  Yes." 

"  Then  come  this  way,  and  they  shall  not. — Come,  come,  before  grandfather 
Aeea  you.  ^  They  shall  not  kill  you  !     Oh,  do  come !' 

In  wonder  they  followed  the  child  across  the  yard  to  the  ri{;[ht ;  and  she  opened 
a  little  gate  and  led  them  into  a  flower-garden,  and  so  on  to  a  corner  of  the  house 
where  there  was  an  open  door. 

**This  way  ! — oh,  this  way  V  she  said.  "  I  saw  all  from  the  window  of  my 
little  room,  and  they  tried  to' kill  you,  I  know.  They  killed  my  poor  brother,  did 
the  bad  soldiers,  and  they  shall  not  kill  you  1  He  was  a  soldier  :  but  he  wanted 
to  come  home  and  love  us  all  again  and  be  happy :  but  they  would  not  let  him, 
and  so  they  shot  him.    Do  you  want  to  go  home  and  be  happy  V 

"  Yes,"  said  Dick. 

*'  And  they  wonH  let  you  ?" 
r  **  Just  so." 

"Then  I  will  save  you !  I  am  but  a  child,  I  know  ;  but  I  can  do  more,  and 
just  because  I  am  a  child,  than  any  one  else  can  do  now  for  you." 

*'  That  is  true,"  said  Dick. 

"  Hark  !"  said  Jack— "  hark !" 

"  Forward  !"  cried  a  voice—*'  forward  I  This  way  !  They  cannot  have  escaped 
us  altogether." 

There  was  then  a  rush  of  many  feet  ;  and  then  the  little  girl  took  Dick  by  tht 
arm  and  led  him  through  the  open  door  and  up  a  little  flight  of  steps  to  the  upper 
floor  of  the  house.  There  was  a  long  and  dreary-looking  passage  upon  that  floor, 
from  which  opened  various  rooms ;  and  into  one  of  them  the  little  girl  went, 
followed  by  the  three  stalwart  men,  whom  she  said  she  would  save. 

This  was  something  like  the  fable  of  the  lion  and  the  mouse,  in  which  the 
latter,  with  all  its  weakness,  aids  the  former,  with  all  its  strength,  to  elude  its 
foes. 

<■■  **  Come  in,"  said  the  child  :  *'  this  is  my  chamber.  They  let  me  have  this 
room  to  mj'self  entirely,  and  I  alone  keep  it  neat  and  clean.  There  is  my  little 
bed— there  la  my  little  work-table  that  my  aunt  gave  me;  and,  you  see,  1  have 
some  books  and  some  flowers.  Now,  do  you  think  if  you  hide  in  this  room  and 
I  sit  reading  here  so  calm  and  still,  like  a  little  nun,  that  anybody  will  think  you 
are  here  ?" 

"  Cerlainly  not,"  said  Dick. 

"  We  are  saved !"  said  Jack.     "  Don't  you  think  so,  Claude  ?" 

Even  as  Jack  put  this  question  to  Claude  Duval,  that  personage  tottered,  and 
would  have  fallen  but  that  a  little  couch  that  was  in  the  room  lorlunately  was 
close  to  him  ;  and  he  sank  upon  it  with  a  deep  groan. 

"  Good  God,"  said  Jack,  "  what  is  this  ?  Light— light !  Draw  the  blind,  and 
let  us  have  some  light." 

Dick  Turpiu,  when  he  heard  Jack  speak  in  this  way,  did  not  speak  a  word,  but 
in  two  steps  he  crossed  the  little  room,  and  reached  the  window.  A  green  blind 
was  across  it,  which  enveloped  .everything  in  the  apartment  with  a  mysterious 
i^ind  of  halj.      With  one  movement  of  his  hand,    Dick  Turpin  removed  this 


i 


sjrte^ 


LIFE  ON  THE  ROAD.  1613 


obstacle  to  the  early  daylight,  and  then  it  streamed  into  the  room,  and  upon  the 
face  of  Claude  Duval. 

One  look  at  that  pale  face,  upon  which  death  had  set  its  seal,  was  enough  for 
both  Jack  and  Dick. 

Poor  Claude  sat  upon  the  little  couch,  with  his  right  hand  upon  his  breast, 
and  every  vestige  of  colour  had  fled  from  his  face.  His  very  lips  were  of  an 
ashy  paleness. 

The  little  girl  was  much  alarmed,  and  stood  trembling  by  the  window,  gazing 
at  that  awful  face. 

*' Claude — Claude!'*  said  Jack,  **  what  is  this?  Oh,  speak  to  me,  I  implore 
you.     What  is  the  meaning  of  it  ?" 

Dick  Turpin  said  not  a  woid. 

Then  it  was  that,  with  an  evident  effort,  Cliude  Duval  smiled  in  a  strange 
fashion,  and  holding  out  his  other  hand  to  Jack,  he  said — 

*'  Jack,  old  friend,  it  is  nearly  over  now," 

"  Oh,  God,  no  !" 

*'  Hush  !  Jack,  hush  !  They  have  done  for  me  at  last,  old  friend,  Do  not 
think  much  of  this  little  accident.  It  was  sure  to  come  to  this  some  day.  Dick, 
are  you  there  ?" 

"  Yes,  Claude,"  said  Dick,  as  he  snatched  up  his  hat,  which  he  had  laid  upon 
the  little  table.     »*  Yes,  I~" 

*•  Slop.     Where  would  you  go  ?    Oh,  don't  leave  me  now,  either  of  you.** 

*'  You  are  wounded,*'  said  Dick,  **  and  I  would  get  surgical  aid  for  you." 

"No— no;  oh!  do  not.'* 

**  But  it  may  save  your  life." 

Dick  moved  towards  the  door;  but  Claude  clenched  his  left  hand,  and  in  a 
firmer  voice  he  said— 

"  Dick,  if  ever  you  had  the  slightest  feeling  of  affection  for  me,  you  will  stay 
now  with  me,  and  not  go  upon  the  fruitless  errand  yo«  speak  of.   I  know  that  no  *>■• 
human  aid  can  avail  me  now;  ray  minutes  are  numbered.    But  do  not  let  them 
take  me  in  life,  if  you  can  help  it." 

Jack  had  staggered  back  to  a  chair,  and  with  both  his  hands  clasped  over  his 
face,  he  rocked  to  and  fro  in  quite  an  agony  of  grief. 

There  was  a  eometbiug  about  the  tone  in  which  Duval  spoke  that  brought 
even  firmer  conviction  to  the  mind  of  Turpin  tiiat  what  he  said  regarding  the 
utter  uselessness  of  surgical  aid  was  but  too  true,  so  Dick  laid  aside  his  hat  again, 
and  slowly  walked  up  to  Claude.  Looking  him  earnestly  in  the  face,  he  said  lo 
him— 

"  Duval,  ol J  friend,  tell  me— is  it  a  bullet  V 

*•  Yes,  Dick." 

"And  where?" 

"  So  near  to  my  heart  that  it  is  quite  near  enough,  Dick,  to  end  my  career. 
It's  all  over !     Hark !  what  is  that  ?" 

The  sound  of  voices  in  the  house  came  upon  their  ears  ;  and  a  look  of  deep 
distress  came  over  the  countenance  of  poor  Claude. 

•*  Oh  !  my  friends,'*  he  said,  •'  for  you  both  there  is  hope  I  I  was  selfish  when 
I  asked  you  to  stay  with  me.  Flight  may  yet  save  you.  Go — go,  and  leave  me ! 
I  can  but  die  once  !" 

"  Never  !"said  Dick,  as  he  drew  a  pistol  from  his  pocket  and  stood  by  the  side 
of  Claude's  chair  with  a  determined  aspect.  "  I,  too,  can  but  die  once,  and  I  am 
willing  to  do  so  in  your  company,  Claude;  and  woe  be  to  the  man  v ho  first  tries 
to  lay  a  finger  upon  you  1" 

Poor  Jack  still  rocked  to  and  fro  in  helpless  grief. 

The  sound  of  voices  came  nearer  and  nearer  still  to  the  corridor. 

Then  it  was  that  the  little  girl  stepped  to  the  door,  and  opening  it  quickly 
passed  out  of  the  room.     Dick  looked  a  little  anxiously  after  her,  for  he  was    y 
#fraid  that  the  courage  of  the  child  had  deserted  her,  and  that  she  would  go  and     1 
throw  herself  upon  the  protection  of  her  fi lends,  and  disclose 'who  were  in  the  i* 
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room  she  called  her  own.  But  such  v;as  not  the  case  :  in  a  few  moments  the  girl 
returned. 

"They  are  searching  the  house,"  she  said, 

•*  Then  all  is  lost !"  said  Dick. 

"  My  good  friend,"  said  Claude,  and  he  spoke  still  fainter  now  than  he  had 
done  before,  "  it  is  a  chance  for  you,  and  for  you,  dear  Jack.  This  window  is 
not  far  from  the  ground." 

**  No,  no/'  said  Jack  ;  "  I  will  not  leave  you  !" 

"Nor  1 1"  said  Dick,  firmly.     V  Jack  ?" 

"Yes,  Dick?" 

"  Your  pistols  !  We  will  all  die  together,  if  it  must  be  so.  Your  arms,  Jack  ! 
Don't  submit  easily.  The  most  timid  animal  in  all  t'le  world,  if  hunted  to  the 
covert,  will  turn  upon  its  foes.    Be  a  mau^  Jack  !" 

"I  will— I  will!" 

Jack  sprang  to  his  feet,  with  his  hair  dishevelled,  and  looking  scarcely  less  pale 
than  poor  Claude.  With  cautious  eagerness  he  took  a  pair  of  pistols  from  his 
pocket,  and  pointed  them  both  towards  tiie  door  of  the  room  ;  and  then,  in  a 
Strange,  cracked  voice,  he  said — 

"Let  them  come  !— let  them  come  !  Let  the  bloodhounds  come  for  their  prey ! 
Ah,  they  will  find  me  ready  for  them  !  Life  for  life  !  They  shall  rue  the  day 
they  struck  down  the  noblest  heart  that  ever  beat  in  human  bosom  !  War  to  the 
death  !  Let  them  come  ! — I  am  prepared  !  and,  oh  !  that  I  could  sing'e  out  the 
hand  that  did  the  deed  1" 

"No— no!"  gasped  Claude,  ''not  this — not  this.     I  did  not  mean  this." 

"  Cease  to  talk,"  said  Dick.  "  I  see  that  it  only  exhausts  you  the  more, 
Claude.     I  will  not  yet  abandon  hope  of  your  recovery," 

Claude  shook  his  head. 

"This  way,  then,  if  you  will  go  into  every  room,"  cried  a  voice  in  the 
corridor  ;  "  but  I  tell  you  they  couldn't  come  into  the  house  without  some  of 
the  family  being  aware  of  it." 

"Don't  be  too  sure  of  that,"  said  another  voice,  in  rough  aud  surly  accents. 
"A  pretty  piece  of  business  this  has  been,  to  be  sure.  No  less  than  three  of 
my  men  killed  by  it." 

"  Well,  but  highwaymen  must  be  caught,*'  said  anotber. 

"  Oh,  confound  your  highwaymen  !  I  only  wish  they  had  been  down  your 
throat  before  I  and  my  men  came  across  you." 

This  conversation  was  between  the  sergeant  of  the  Lancers  and  the  chief 
officer,  and  it  was  the  former  who  had  made  the  remark  about  the  impossibility 
of  Claude  and  his  companions  getting  into  the  house  without  liaving  been  seen 
by  some  of  the  family. 

"They  come,"  said  Claude.     "God!  they  come,  :ind  1  so  helpless." 

"  Not  helpless,"  said  Dick,  "  while  Jack  and  I  live.    Be  firm,  Jack." 

"I  will— I  will." 


^ 


CHAPTER  CCCXCIV. 

THE  LITTLE    6IRL    PROVES   HERSELF   TO    BE   A    TRUE   HEROINE. 

It  takes  us  longer  to  tell  of  these  stirring  and  startling  events  than  it  took  for 
them  to  be  enacted;  but  that  is  a  necessary  condition  of  nature. 

When  the  sound  of  voices  in  the  corridor  stiuck  upon  the  ears  of  the  j^oung 
girl  who  had  already  done  what  seemed  to  be  all  that  it  was  in  her  power  to  do 
for  Claude  Duval  and  his  friends,  a  flush  of  excitement  came  across  her  cheeks, 
and  glancing  round  the  room,  she  clasped  her  hands  together  in  seeming 
despair. 

Then,  with  a  "bright   flush   of   hope    upon  her  face,  she  sprang  to  the  sida 
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of  the   couch   upon   which   Claude   lay,   and   said  in  a  low  tone  so  that  it 
might  not  be  heard  without — 

'*  There  is  still  something  to  be  done.** 

Claude  shook  his  head. 

"Oh,  ves — yes,  but  there  is.'*  _  ' 

"  Yes,"  said  Claude,  "  one  thing  only.  Take  a  dying  man's  blessing.  If 
it  does  you  no  good,  ray  dear  child,  it  will  do  you  no  harm." 

The  girl  looked  at-  Claude  for  a  moment,  and  the  tears  swam  in  her  ej'es 
as  she  did  so  ;  but  the  voices  came  again  upon  the  silence  of  the  house, 
and  the  necessity  for  immediate  action  came  strongly  to  her  mind. 

With  a  celerity,  and  a  power  of  action  that  was  little  to  be  expected  from  her 
age  and  sex,  she  took  from  where  it  rested,  partly  against  the  wall  and  partly 
around  the  head  of  her  little  bed,  a  tall  covered  screen,  gaily  papered  with 
flowers,  and  placed  it  round  the  front  portion  of  the  coucb,  which  it  completely 
hid. 

'•  There,"  she  said.     "  Behind  that  you  will  all  be  safe." 

"  Alas,  my  dear,"  said  Dick,  "  do  you,  indeed,  think  that  so  frail  a  screen  as 
that,  will  protect  us  from  those  who  seek  our  lives  ?" 

••  I  do." 

"  She  is  right,"  said  Claude,  faintly—"  she  is  right.  The  darkness,  too,  is 
grateful  to  us.     Come— oh,  come.     It  is  a  chance." 

The  girl  looked  eagerly  from  one  to  the  other  of  them,  and  then  in  the  corri- 
dor the  tramp  of  the  heavy  footsteps  of  the  officers,  and  of  the  sergeant  of  the 
Lancers  and  his  own  men,  who  where  in  fit  state  to  come  with  him,  came 
nearer  and  nearer  still. 

There  was  evidently  no  time  to  be  lost,  if  they  would  attempt  even  to  take 
advantage  of  the  chance  of  concealment  afforded  to  them. 

'•  it  mav  do,"  said  Dick.     "  Come,  Jack." 

"  To  the  last— to  the  last !"  said  Jack,  in  a  tone  of  abstraction.  "  Let  them 
come,  I  will  fight  them  to  the  last." 

"Jack,  you  know  not  what  you  say,"  said  Dick,  taking  him  by  the  arm. 
"  Come  this  way,  there's  a  good  fellow." 

"No— no!  I  have  to  defend  Claude,  and  this  is  my  place.  Over  my  corpse 
alone  shall  they  reach  him/* 

"  But  you  mistake.     You  will  be  the  destruction  of  him." 

*•  Let  them  come  !— Oh,  let  them  come  !" 

"  Claude,  call  to  him,"  said  Dick,  "  if  you  possibly  can.  Your  voice  only 
will  have  any  eftect  upon  him." 

"  Ja-ck— Jack,"  said  Claude.  •  "  I  want  you,  old  friend." 

"  Yes — yes.     I  am  here — I  am  here  !" 

Jack  stepped  behind  the  screen,  and  Dick  followed  him. 

"  Hold  my  hand  in  yours,  Jack,"  said  Claude,  "and  don't  leave  me.*  Help 
me  to  lie  down  very  quietly— quietly.  Oh,  God  !— Ab,  yes— more  quietly  still. 
God  bless  you  both." 

They  gradually  let  Claude  sink  down  upon  the  coucb,  and  Jack  held  the  hand 
in  his  that  was  disengaged,  for  the  other  was  still  pressed  upon  his  heart.  | 

Behind  the  screen,  now,  there  was  a  gloom  almost  approaching  to  darkness,  so  \ 
that  it  was  only  in  a  dim  sort  of  fashion,  that  Dick  and  Jack  could  see  each  j 
other.     But  they  felt  how  critical  was  there- position,  for  in  the  course  ot  a  few 
moments  there  came  a  tap  at  the  door  of  the  room. 

Preceding  that  tap  at  her  room  door,  the  little  girl  had  sat  down  by  her 
work-box,  and  opening  it,  had  taken  out  some  unfinished  sewing,  and,  although 
her  little  hands  shook  again,  she  did  her  best  to  seem  to  be  quietly  at  work. 

The  tap  came  to  the  door  again,  and  then  she,  with  as  firm  a  voice  as  she 
could  possibly  command,  called  out— 

"  Yes — who  is  there  ?" 

"  Lucy  !  Lucy !"  said  a  voice.    **  Are  you  up  P" 

"  Yes,'  grandfather,  I  am  up." 
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"  Open  the  door  then,  child,'* 

*'  Come  in,  grandfather.    The  door  is  not  fast.    Come  in.    I'm  only  doing  a 
little  work." 

The  girl's  voice  shook  and  quivered  as  she  spoke,  notwithstanding  all  her  efforts 
to  appear  calm,  and  then,  fearful  that  the  expression  of  her  face  would  betray 
her,  she  darted  from  her  seat,  and  succeeded  in  drawing  the  little  green  curtain 
right  across  the  window  again  before  the  door  was  opened. 
r  This  was  a  bold  manoeuvre  of  the  girl's,  for  it  placed  the  room  in  such  a 
state  of  serai-darkness,  that  those  who  came  from  a  strange  light  could  not  pos- 
sibly have  the  chance  of  noticing  that  she  was  very  pale,  and  that  tears  were  in 
her  eyes,  and  that  her  very  lips  quivered  with  emotion. 
■^  Tiie  door  opened,  and  the  farmer  made  his  appearance. 

*' Oh,  yes,  you  are  up  and  dressed,  Lucy,"  he  said.     "  All's  right.    Don't 
you  be  at  all  alarmed,  ray  dear,  but  there  are  some  gentlemen  looking  for  some 
thieves,  and  they  don't  seem  to  be  satisfied  till  they  have  looked  into  every 
room  in-  the  old  house." 
"  Thieves,  grandfather?" 

**  Yes,  ray  dear.    Did  you  not  near  a  disturbance  V* 
"  Oh,  yes,  but  I  didn't  know  what  it  was  all  about." 

"  To  be^  sure  not.  How  should  you  ?  Well,  gentlemen,  here  is  my  tittle 
grandchild's  bed-room.  I  suppose  you  don't  exactly  expect  to  find  Claude  Duval 
and  his  friends  hid  in  her  work-box,  do  you  V 

The  chief  officer  and  the  sergeant  of  the  Lancers  just  appeared  on'the  threshold 
of  the  room  and  glanced  in.  Lucy  rose  from  her  seat,  and  faced  them  with  more 
boldness  than  one  would  have  thought  her  capable  of, 

*•  Oh,  grandfather,"  she  said,  *'  why  do  you  bring  these  men  here?    This  is 
my  own  little  room,  as  vou  always  told  rae." 
••  My  dear,  I  can't  help  it.     They  will  soon  go." 
*'  Oh,  yes,"  said  the  officer.     "  You  sleep  here,  do  you  ?" 
"  Yes,  sir.'* 

"  Oh,  well,  there's  no  use  wasting  time  bothering  here.  Come  on,  sergeant. 
Sorry  to  have  troubled  you,  my  little  dear,  but  we  couldn't  help  it.  Come  on. 
This  is  only  waste  of  time.'*  ' 

♦'Sol  should  think,"  said  the  farmer,  as  he  closed  the  door  of  the  room 
again,  leaving  Lucy  with  the  three  highwaymen. 

The  girl  burst  into  tears,  then,  when  the  door  was  shut,  and  was  about  to  say 
something,  but  it  was  as  well  she  did  not,  for  it  was  opened  again  in  a  moment 
by  her  grandfather,  who  popping  his  head  in,  said— 

"  You  can  come  down  when  you  like,  Lucy.     We  shall  have  breakfast  soon, 
my  dear  ;  but  don't  you  be  frightened." 
"No — no,  I  am  not.' 

*•  That's  right.    But  how  dark  the  room  is." 
*'  I  prefer  it,  grandfather.'* 

'*  Oh,  very  well—very  well.  Now  don't  you  be  alarmed,  for  the  people  who 
are  in  the  house  will  go  soon."  * 

"  Yes,  grandfather.'* 

The  door  was  again  closed,  and  again  Lucy  felt  that  there  wag  another 
reprieve  for  those  whom  she  had  chosen  to  throw  the  shield  of  her  protecting 
innocence  over. 

While  these  extremely  peculiar  movements  were  proceeding,  Dick  Turpinhad 
stood  close  to  the  couch  on  which  lay  Claude.  A  pistol  was  in  each  of  his 
hands,  and  if  the  screen  had  been  attempted  to  be  moved  aside  there  is  very 
httie  doubt  but  that  both  the  chief  officer  of  the  civil  power  and  the  sergeant  of 
the  Lancers  would  have  met  their  death  ;  so  that,  after  all,  the  little  girl  was  as 
much  entitltd  to  their  gratitude,  if  they  had  but; known  their  danger,  as  she  was 
to  that  of  Claude  Duval  and  his  two  friends. 

But  soon  the  retreating  footsteps  of  the  searching  party  were  lost  as  they 
descended  the  stairs  to  the  lower  part  of  the  house,  for  Lucy's  room  had  been 
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the  last  hey  had  searched  in  the  corridor,  and  the  little  creature  felt  that  to 

^  tfIrP    °  *°^  ^*^S"  ^*^  °°^  °^«^>  3°^  th*»t  bhe  might  epeak  freely. 
"They  are  gone— they  are  gone!"  she  said.  ^ 

"Yes."  said  Dick,  "and  so  far  all  is  well.     We  owe  to   you  our  lives,  and 

don  t  Know  what  to  say  to  you  to  express  what  1  feel  upon  the  occasion.' 


I 


1 


"Nor  I,"  said  Jack,    <•  How  dark  the  room  i».'* 
**  Yes,  it  is,  Jack/* 

" It  is  the  window  blind,"  said  Lucy.     "I  will  soon  remove  it  again.    Thep. , 
you  can  see  better  now."  i 

**  Move  the  screen,  Dick,"  said  Jack. 

!!  Stop,"  said  Dick.    «*  Has  your  room-door  a  fastf  nine,  Lucy  ':'* 
•«  Yes—ob,  yes.     I  will  lock  it." 
The  girl  went  to  the  door,  and  just  as  Dick  heard  the  sharp  click  of  the  locV 
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he  doubled  up  the  screen  that  was  before  the  couch  upon  which  Claude 
Duval  lay. 

"  Now,  Cl^de,"  he  said,  <*  Jet  us  hope  that  you  are  better.  The  danger  is 
past,  and  who  knows  but,  after  all,  we  may  only  hare  to  recount  this  along  with 
others  of  our  peculiar  adventures  ?" 

"  Do  you  hear,  Claude  i"  said  Jack. 

Dick  suddenly  knelt  down  by  the  side  of  the  couch  and  looked  in  Duval's 
face.    Then  a  strong  emotion  shook  him,  and  clasping  his  hands,  he  said — 

*'  No,  Jack.     He  does  not  hear.     He  will  never  hear  again !     He  is  dead  !" 

"  Oh,  God,  Jno— no !  Not  Claude— not  my  friend — my  only  friend,  oh  no  ! 
Dick— Dick,  don't  say  it.    Light—more  light  !" 

Jack  dashed  the  screen  cautiously  aside,  and  then  he  lifted  up  the  head  of 
Claude.  One  glance  into  the  calm,  cold,  passionless  face  was  enough.  Serene 
in  death  lay  Claude  Duval.  A  slight— a  very  slight  smile  seemed  to  curl  the 
upper'lip,  and  that  was  all.  It  was  quite  evident  that  that  daring  and  adven- 
turous spirit  had  fled  without  a  pang. 

Jack  dropped  to  the  floor  as  if  he  had  been  shot,  and  did  not  move  for  many 
minates, 

Dick  Turpin,  although  much  cut  up  by  the  death  of  Claude  Duval,  yet  had 
about  hioa  more  presence  of  mind  upon  this  occasion  than  poor  Jack  had,  and 
he  removed  from  the  breast  of  the  corpse  the  .right  hand  which  even  in  death 
there  continued. 

The  moment  that  hand  was  out  of  the  way,  Dick  saw  that  poor  Duval  had 
received  a  bullet  as  nearly  as  possible  over  the  region  of  the  heart,  and  the  only 
wonder  was  that  he  had  lived  so  long  as  that  he  had  had  the  indomitable  firm- 
ness to  prevent  any  great  sign  of  the  agony  he  must  have  suffered  to  escape 
him. 

A  very  small  portion  of  blood  had  oozed  from  the  wound  and  saturated  his 
clothes  just  around  the  spot,  and  his  hand  was  soaked  in  blood';  but  there  was 
nothing  else  to  show  the  violent  death  to  which  he  had  come  a^  last. 

"It  is  all  oyer,"  said  Dick.    '*  Farewell,  poor  Claude  !" 

Dick  took  his  own  hat,  and  tied  it  gently  over  the  face  of  the  corpse,^for  he  saw 
Lucy  close  to  the  window  looking  much  alarmed,  and  he  was  afraid  that  the 
look  of  the  dead  face  would  alarm  her  still  more. 

"  My  dear  young  friend,"  he  said  to  her,  '•  you  have  no  cause  for  fear.  We 
who  live  will  not  leave  you,  and  he  who  is  no  more  cannot,  if  he  would;  and 
were  he  still  in  life  he  would  risk  it  for  you  twenty  times.  We  owe  you  much — 
oh,  so  much  !  and  now  I  know  not  how  to  ask  you  to  do  still  more  for  us." 

"  I  will— I  will,"  said  Lucy, sobbing.     **  What  is  it  ?"  - 

"  1  don't  know  whether  you  can  do  ic  or  not,  but  do  you  think  that  there  is 
;aDy  chance  of  us  being  able  to  stav  here  in  peace  till  night  ?" 

"Oh,  no— no.*' 

"  Well,  I  hardly  thought  it  possible." 

"It  is  not  possible,"  said  Lucy.  "  My  grandmother  will  be  here  twenty  times 
in  the  course  of  the  day.    Oh,  no,  no !    I  would  if  I  could  ;  but  what  can  I  do  V 
!      *'  Nothing— nothing  !     Jack— Jack,  I  say — be  a  man  !" 

Jack  slowly  rose,  and  shudderingly  looked  at  the  couch. 

"  Rouse  yourself!"  said  Dick.  "  It  is  true  that  our  old  friend  is  gone  :  but  he 
•3  at  peace  !  Think  of  that,  Jack.  There  will  be  no  more  rewards  for  hira,  dead 
or  alive.  Cupidity,  with  cruelty  and  malice  in  its  train,  will  never  again  start  to 
hunt  him  to  the  death.  He  has  now  no  fears  of  chains  or  cells,  nor  of  the  gallows- 
tree.  The  vulgar  multitude,  who  would  have  made  high  hqliday  at  his  execution, 
will  have  no  chance  to  do  so  now.  He  is  dead  ;  and  he  has  died,  I  am  sure,  a 
much  less  painful  death  than  many  thousands  who  would  exeorate  his  name.  He 
has  gone  to  his  God,  Jack,  where  he  will  be  judged  more  from  what  he  thought 
and  what  he  meant  than  from  what  he  seemed  to  do,  and  where  the  good  deeds 
'of  his  life  are^written  by  recording  angels  ;  while  the  tears  of  gratitude  of  the 
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widow  and  the  orphan,  whom  he  has  oft  cherished  and  aided,  will  blot  out  even 
the  memory  of  his  crimes  !" 

Jack  looked  at  Dick  while  he  spoke  j  and,  as  he  did  so,  a  change  came  over  his 
face — a  change  from  all  the  agony  of  deep  grief  to  serenity  of  soul.  He  took 
Dick's  hand  in  his,  and  shook  it. 

"  Thank  you,  Dick,"  he  said — '*  thank  your  brave  heart !  Thank  you  !  I  did 
not  think  of  all  that.  You  knew  Claude  better  than  1  thought  you  did.  I  thank 
you  from  my  soul,  Dick,  for  those  kind  words  ;  and  they  are  so  tifue,  too.  I  am 
much  better— oh,  so  much  better,  now  I" 


CHAPTER  CCCXCV. 

THE   FUNERAL   OF  CLAUDE   DUVAL. 

Poor  little  Lucy  listened  to  what  Jack  and  Dick  was  saying  with  the  most 
intense  interest ;  and  then  she  plucked  Dick  by  the  sleeve,  saying—* 

••Sir?— sir?" 

"  Yes,  my  dear  ?    What  would  you  say  ?" 

"  You  do  not  know  my  grandfather.  He  is  at  times  rather  a  stern  man,  they 
say,  and  he  has  not  a  good  temper;  but  he  has  a  good  heart,  for  all  that,  and  he 
will  not  be  unkind  to  you." 

•*  Think  you  so  ?'* 

"I  know  it.  Now,  if  you  will  let  me  go  to  him  and  tell  him  all  that  has 
happened — how  you  sought  shelter  here — how  your  poor  friend  is  dead,  and  how 
much  you  both  loved  him,  and  how  cruel  it  would  be  to  bring  death  and  danger 
to  you  both,  do  you  think  that  there  is  anybody  in  the  world  who  could  be  so 
unkind  as  to  say  nay  to  you  V* 

**  She  speaks  truth,  Dick,'*  said  Jack,  "  We  must  throw  ourselves  upon  the 
kindness  and  the  consideration  of  this  family." 

•'  Be  it  so,"  said  Dick,  *'  But  stop  a  moment,  Lucy — stop  a  moment :  you 
shall  cot  go  empty-handed.  Here  is  gold.  Nay,  do  not  turn  aside  and  refuse  it, 
but  give  it  to  your  grandfather  or  your  grandmother,  whichever  you  think  will 
like  to  have  it  the  best;  and  teil  them  that  we  consider  it  only  a  poor  payment 
for  the  shelter  we  ask  till  night  for  the  corpse  of  one  whom  we  love  well,  and 
whom  we  would  not  desert  even  in  death." 

**  Yes — yes,"  said  the  little  girl,  *'they  will  be  kind,  but  1  cannot  take  the 
money." 

•'It  is  not  for  you,"  said  Dick.  "Believe  me,  Lucy,  I  have  seen  enough  of 
you  to  feel  that  you  would  not  take  money  for  doing  a  kind  action." 

The  eyes  of  the  child  filled  with  tears. 

"But,"  added  Dick,  "  it  is  possible  that  the  world  may  have  altered  the 
feelings  of  your  friends  in  that  particular,  even  if  they  were  once  like  yours ;  so 
take  the  money,  and  if  it  has  no  other  effect  it  will  have  that  of  convincing  your 
relations  that  we  have  no  evil  inteutious  towards  thera,  and  that  by  affording 
us  the  shelter  we  ask  they  run  no  rtsk  of  our  leaving  our  dead  friend  a  burthen 
to  them." 

*•  Yes,  yes— take  it,'*  said  Jack. 

Thus  urged,  the  little  girl  took  the  money,  and  with  a  countenance  full  of  sym- 
pathetic feeling  she  glided  from  the  room  upon  her  mission  of  gentleness  to  the 
farmer  and  his  wife. 

The  officers  and  the  Lancers  had  left  the  house  after,  as  thsy  all  thoupjht,  a? 
efficient  a  search  of  it  as  it  was  at  all  possible  to  make,  and  not  a  little  amazed 
were  they  at  the  seemingly  mysterious  disappearance  of  the  three  highwaymen. 

"  Dick,"  said  Jack,  as  he  pointed  to  the  corpse  of  Claude,  '♦  did  you— did 
you,  Dick—" 
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'»  What,  Jack  ?"  '   ,v  :•., 

*'  Did  you  close  poor  Claude's  eyes  ?"  .  i:^'i 

"  No — no.    I  thought  of  that,  but  could  not," 
**  I  am  glad  you  did  not,  Dick.'* 

'i  Are  you  glad.  Jack  ?    Oh,  yes,  I  understand  you.     It  13  a  last  sad  office 
that  you  would  wish  to  do  for  one  whom  you  knew  so  well  in  life  as  Claude/* 
"  It  is,  Dick." 

"Then,  Jack,  I  honour  the  feeling,  and  am  fglad  that  I  did  not  interfere  with 
what  I  feel  is  your  prerogative,  my  good  friend." 

Jack  stepped  up  to  the  couch,  and  with  a  gentle  and  reverent  hand  he  removed 
the  hat  that  covered  the  face  of  the  corpse. 
There  was  nothing  in  the  smallest  possible  degree  repulsive  in  the  look  of 
!  Claude  Duval.  You  might,  had  you  seen  him  lying  upon  that  couch  80  very 
I  calm  and  still,  have  really  thought  him  bleeping.  To  be  sure  there  was  some- 
)  thing  of  a  strange  colour  about  the  face,  and  Jack  thought  that  that  colour  was 
•  deepening  upon  it  even  as  he  looked  at  it. 

I  Gently  and  sorrowfully  Jack  closed  the  eyes  of  the  corpse  and  placed  a  half 
I  crown  piece  upon  each  one.  The  coins  upon  the  eyes  of  the  dead  man  gave  the 
j  face  a  strange  look,  but  Jack  did  not  heed  that.  His  heart  was  full  of  the 
i  reminiscenced  of  the  past  as  he  looked  in  the  face  of  his  old  friend  and  com- 
,  panion. 

j  "  There  is  one,'*  he  said,  "  who  has  gone  to  the  grave  before  you,  Claude,  to 
/  whom,  had  she  lived  to  see  it,  this  would  indeed  have  been  a  dreary  day.  You 
and  I  and  all  of  us  mourned  for  her  when  she  went  to  death  ;  but,  after  all,  it 
was  a  happy  thing  that  she  took  the  dark  and  dreary  path  before  you  did, 
Claude,  for  had  she  lived,  I  would  not  have  looked  into  her  face  this  day  for  the 
wealth  ol  worlds.'* 
"  You  are  right,  Jack,'*  said  Duval. 
"Yes,  it  is  so— I  know  it  is  so,"  said  Jack, 

Poor  Jack  then  lifted  the  coverlet  from  the  bed,  and  laid  it  gently  over  the 
still  form  that  lay  upon  the  couch. 

The  coverlet  slowly  sunk  to  the  shape  of  the  bodj^  and  was  awfully  suggestive 
oi  what  was  beneath  it.  With  a  shudder  Dick  turned  to  the  window,  and  in 
silence  looked  into  the  garden  beyond  it.  Then  there  came  upon  the  morning 
air  the  lowing  of  cattle,  and  the  cackle  of  the  feathered  inhabitants  of  the  farm- 
yard, as  they  aroused  themselves  for  the  hew  day.  The  mist  that  had  swept  up 
from  the  valley  was  gradually  dispersing  before  a  bright  beam  of  sunshine  that 
had  broken  th^rough  the  mazes  of  a  darkening  cloud, 

*'  Morning,"  said  Jack,  as  he  stood  by  the  side  of  Dick.  "It  is  tixe  blessed 
and  beautiful  morning;  but  all  is  night  to  him  who  there  sleeps  the  long  sleep 
that  knows  no  waking." 

"Don't  say  that.  Jack.  Perhaps,  even  while  we  look  upon  that  still  form, 
the  brighter  and  nobler  essence  of  its  nature  has  awakened  in  a  region  where 
th^re  is  no  ni^ht.'* 

*•  I  should  like  to  think  that,  Dick." 
"And  don't  you?'* 

"  1  don't  know  exactl}'.     Sometimes  I  do,  and  sometimes  I  don't.** 
"Well,  Jack,  that  is  a  subject  upon  which  we  will  talk  at  anothec  time.    Do 
you  hear  the  sound  of  footsteps  in  the  corridor  ?'* 
Jack  started. 

"  1  do— I  do.  They  come  as  foes  or  friends — it  don't  really  much  matter 
which  to  me  now.    I  never  in  all  my  life  felt  so  very  indifferent  to  my  life." 

Dick  stepped  between  Jack  and  the  door,  and  his  hand  was  plunged  into  the 
breast  of  his  apparel.  Most  probably  it  grasped  a  weapon  of  defence,  for  it  was 
yppossible  he  could  tell  in  what  kind  of  spirit  the  people  of  the  farm  were 
coming  to  that  apartment. 

The  voice  of  the  little  girl  now  came  upon  tlueir  ears,  and  what  she  said  rather 
tended  to  increase  the  doubt  regarding  the  intentions  of  the  farmer  than  otherwise. 
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*' No—no,  grandfather/'  they  heard  her  say,  '' you  muit  not.  It  is  so  very 
wrong.  I  said  you  would  not«-I  said  I  knew  you  would  not,  and,  indeed,  you 
must  not." 

•*Pho— pho,  child/'  said  the  farmer,  "yoQ  don't  know  what  you  are  talking 
about.     Hold  your  tongue,  do  now/' 

*'  Yes,"  said  rather  a  shrill,  peevish  voice.  *'  Children  can't  be  supposed  to 
know,  80  don't  be  so  vain  and  silly,  Lucy,  as  to  try  to  set  up  your  little  judgment 
against  ours.    A  pretty  thing,  indeed,  that  would  be  !" 

The  door  of  the  room  was  now  opened,  and  the  farmer  and  his  wife  appeared 
upon  the  threshold  of  it.  Dick  advanced  tvro  steps,  and  in  a  tone  of  clear  and 
firm  decision,  be  spoke. 

**  Hark  you,  sir,"  he  said,  *•  I  don't  know  your  name,  or  I  would  address  you 
bj  it ;  but  I  do  hope  that  for  your  own  credit  in  particular,  and  the  credit  of 
human  nature  ia'general,  you  will  listen  to  the  voice  of  feeling  and  of  humanity, 
and  ratify  the  promise  which  this  child  has  made  to  us  ia  the  purity  and  in 
the  innocence  of  her  young  heart." 

•*  Oh,  sir^h,  gentleruen/'  said  the  farmer,  as  he  made  a  low  bow,  **  dou't 
mention  it,  I  beg  of  you." 

"It's  not  the  smallest  trouble/'  eaid  (he  woman  executing  a  curtsey,*'! 
assure  you.  gentlemen." 

*'  Not  the  least/'  chimed  ia  the  farmer,  "  I'm  quite  sure,  anything  that  I  can 
do,  or  my  missus——" 

**  Yes,  me  or  my  good  man/'  added  the  wife,  *'  we  will  do  with  all  the  plea* 
sure  in  life.'* 

"  That  we  will/'  said  the  farmer. 

Diek  and  Jack  were  quite  amazed  at  this  rather  extraordioery,  and  overdrawn 
politeness  on  the  part  of  the  farmer  and  bis  wife  ;  but  Lucy  soon  furnished  a 
key  to  it,  for,  with  tears  in  her  eyes,  she  said — 

"  They  took  the  money— they  took  all  the  gold ;  but  I  cannot,  and  will  not 
think  that  they  mean  to  keep  it." 

*'  Slence,  child,"  said  the  grandmother.  "  Dear  me,  how  children's  tongues 
do  run  on  to  be  sure,  don't  they,  sir  ?'* 

•'Hushl  will  you  ?"  said  the  farmer.  Upon  my  word,  Lucy,  I  don't  know 
what  has  come  over  you  to-day/* 

"  But  the  money,  the— the— " 

"  Say  no  more  about  it,"  said  Dick  Turpin*  "  I  am  very  glad  if  the  few 
guineas  I  sent  are  of  any  service." 

"  Service  !"  said  the  farmer.  "Oh,  my  dear  sir,  you  can't  think-  how  bad  the 
times  are  for  farmers.  They  always  are,  1  rather  think,  for  you  see,  sir,  when  we 
have  baa  crops,  we  can't,  of  course,  sell  so  much  as  we  would  wish;  and  when 
we  have  good  crops,  the  difficulty  of  keeping  up  the  prices  is  quits  terrible  ;  so 
what  wjtth  one  thing  and  another,  sir,  the  agriculturist  almost  always  has  soma- 
thing  to  grumble  about ;  and  as  for  the  guineas  being  of  service.  I  beg  to  assure 
you,  sir,  that  they  are  of  the  greatest  possible  service." 

"  Yes,"  said  the  wife ;  **  and  if  you  think  our  services  worth  a  few  more  of 
them,  I'm  quite  sure  it  isn't  for  humble  folks  like  as  to  say  no  to  your 
generosity/* 

*'  Grandfather,"  cried  the  little  girl,  "do  not— oh,  do  not  act  in  this  way. 
You  will  surely  be  sorry  when  you  come  to  think  of  it  in  the  time  to  come. 
Don't  you  know,  that  what  is  asked  of  you  is  nothing  that  is  worth  moDey— • 
nothing  that  ought  to  be  sold  like  your  corn  and  your  turnips,  grandfather '(  '  It 
is  kindness  and  good  feeling,  not  goods.  You  cannot,  and  ought  not  to  take  the 
money." 

"  Oh,  you  aggravating  child!"  jiiid  the  grandmother,  <'  it  this  the  return 
you  make  for  all  our  kindness  to  yon?" 

fei%"  Let  me,"  saitl  Dick,  "  put  an  end  to  this  discourse,  by  at  once  declarioff, 
that  I  and  my  friend  here  would  much  rather  you  kept  the  money  than  not.     We 


are  quite  satisfied  with  the  arrangement,  and  will  double  the  sum  we  have  already 
given  you  if  you  will  keep  faith  with  us,  and  aid  us  in  what  we  wish." 

"  Oh,  yes— yes,"  cried  the  farmer. 

*'  Double  it  ?"  said  the  wife ;  "  why,  then,  we've  nearly  forty  guineas,  as  Tin 
a  sinner!'* 

*•  Quite  forty,"  said  the  farmer. 

**  Then  we  will  promise,"  said  Dick,  **  to  make  it  forty  more," 
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CHAPTER  CCCXCVI. 

NIGHT  AT  THE   FARM   HOUSE— THE   OLD  CLOAK. 

However  poor  Lucy  might  be  shocked  at  the  mercenary  conduct  of  her  grand- 
father and  grandmother,  Dick  Turpin  and  Jack  were  better  pleased  that  it  should  be 
so  than  otherwise,  unless,  indeed,  the  feeling  of  sympathy,  which  might  possibly 
have  dictated  a  kind  course  of  conduct  towards  them,  had  been  very  complete 
and  perfect  indeed. 

Such  not  being  the  case,  however,  they  felt  that  the  next  best  thing  was  to  feel 
sure  of  the  farmer  and  his  wife  through  their  avaiice,  and  therefore  was  it,  that 
from  the  moment  Dick  saw  how  greedily  they  appropriated  the  money  he  had 
already  sent,  and  hinted  at  how  very  agreeable  it  would  be  to  get  still  more,  he 
was  quite  satisfied  that  he  and  Jack  not  only  saw  no  possible  risk  in  the  house 
than  they  could  screen  them  from,  but  that  everything  would  be  done  that  they 
might  wish  as  regarded  the  disposal  of  the  mortal  remains  of  Claude  Duval. 

•'  You  will  be  content,"  said  Dick,  "  with  that  sum  V* 

*•  Oh,  yes,  quite — quite,"  said  the  farmer. 

"  Yes,  my  good  gentlemen,"  said  the  wife.     "  We  are  much  obliged." 

"Oh,"  said  Lucy,  "  I  don't  like  this." 

*'  Lucy,"  said  Dick,  "  you  ought  to  like  it,  when  I  tell  you  that  it  suits  us 
well." 

"  But  it  is  not  right." 

*•  Yes,  yes,  it  is  quite  right  enough,  so  don't  cry." 

**  Cry  indeed,"  said  her  grandmother.  **  I  only  wonder  what  she  has  got  to 
cry  at.  But  children,  of  course,  sir,  don't  know  the  world  as  you  and  I  do." 

••  Indeed,  they  do  not." 

**  Ah,  dear  me,"  said  the  farmer,  advancing  towards  the  couch,  upon  which 
lay  the  corpse  of  Claude  Duval,  "  and  so  it  has  come  to  this,  has  it  ?  and  here  lies 
the  body  of  your  poor  friend,  gentlemen.  Well,  it  really  is  too  bad  to  hunt 
human  beings  as  if  they  were  nothing  in  the  world  but  foxes  come  to  steal  your 
poultry,  I  always  set  my  face  against  such  things,  that  I  do,  and  I  hope  I  always 

shall." 

*' And  what  can  we  do,  gentlemen,  to  accommodate  you  ?"  said  the  wife, 

'*  Dick,"  said  Jack,  **  we  will  stay  here  in  this  room." 

f  Yes,  Jack." 

*<  You  tell  them,  then." 

"  Listen  to  me,"  said  Dick.  "  We  wish,  when  night  shall  come  again,  and 
that  it  may  come  soon  we  earnestly  desire,  to  take  our  dead  friend  further  intD 
some  shady  spot,  and  inter  him  beneath  some  tree,  so  that  we  may  know  the 
spot,  and  that  while  we  do  so,  we  may  please  ourselves  with  the  idea  that  he 
wHl  mingle  with  the  earth  undisturbed  by  any  one." 

**Yes,"  said  Jack,  -  -  " .        — 

**  If,  therefore,  you  will  take  care  that  no  one  comes  to  this  room  to  interrupt 
us  during  the  day  we  will  remain  here,  and  at  night  we  will  relieve  you  of  all . 
further  trouble  by  taking  away  this  sad  sight." 

"  And  a^a--then— 
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"Then  what?" 

"  The  other  forty  guineas  P'*  said  the  farmer. 

"Them  you  shall  have  when  we  leave  the  house,  without  fail." 

"Then,  gentlemen,  I  am  quite  satisfied.  You  shall  have  every  attention 
during  the  day,  and  whatever  you  like  to  order,  Tm  sure.  My  wife  will  cook 
you  anything  you  like,  and  I  daresay  Lucy  will  wait  upon  you  with  ctieerfulness." 

'*  Oh,  yes,"  said  Lucy. 

"Be  it  so,"  said  Dick;  "all  we  shall  wailt  will  be  a  loaf  of  your  country 
bread,  and  some  water.  We  are  in  no  mood  for  eating  ;  but  yet  we  feel  the 
necessity  of  preserving  our  strength  for  what  we  have  to  do," 

"  Yes,"  said  Jack,  "  that  is  it." 

The  farmer  and  his  wife,  with  a  profusion  of  bows,  professed  now  the  most 
unbounded  sympathy  with  what  had  occurred,  and  they  heaped  such  loads  of 
abuse  upon  the  officers  and  the  military  who  had  aided  them,  that  it  was  quite 
terrible  to  hear  them  do  so ;  and,  if  possible.  Jack  and  Dick  were  more  dis- 
gusted at  all  this  mock  show  of  commiseration  than  they  were  at  the  downright 
selfishness  and  mercenary  grumbling  feeling  that  had  before  characterised  them, 
and  which  was  still  in  the  ascendant,  their  fine  talking  being  only  another  mani- 
festation of  it. 

With  some  difficulty  they  got  them  to  go  away,  and  leave  them  alone  in  the 
room  with  the  dead. 

It  was  in  truth  a  long  and  weary  day  that  which  Dick  and  Jack  passed  to- 
gether in  that  chamber.  They  had  some  discourse  together  about  the  past 
several  times  ;  but  none  at  all  of  the  future.  That  was  a  subject  they  s^med 
to  avoid  by  mutual  consent  until  poor  Claude  should  be  under  ground. 

The  long-expected  night,  though,  came  at  last,  and  then  upon  one  of  the 
visits  that  Lucy  paid  to  the  chamber,  Dick  said  to  her— 

"  Lucy,  did  you  hear  or  see  anything  of  our  horses  ?" 

"  Oh,  yes ;  they  are  feeding  *%  the  haystacks,  and  they  are  all  ttiree  now  in 
the  stable  ;  but— but        '* 

"  But  what,  my  dear  ?" 

Lucy  was  silent. 

"Nay,  now,  this  ie  unkind  of  you,"  said  Dick.  *' I  feel  quite  sure  that  yott 
have  a  something  to  tell  us,  and  why  do  you  not  do  so  ?" 

"  Yes,  I  have  a  something," 

"  But  you  do  not  like  to  say  it  2" 

"  In  truth  I  do  not,  and  yet  I  feel  that  I  ought.  I  heard  my  grandfather  say 
to  my  grandmother  something  about  the  horses." 

"  Come,  now,  what  was  it  V* 

"He  said — 'They  don't  know,  I  daresay,  what  has  become  of  their  horses,  do 
we  will  not  say  anything  about  them  either,  for  they  are  worth  a  good  hundred 
pounds  each,  and  to  sell  them  will  be  the  making  of  us.' " 

"  That's  rather  too  bad,  don't  you  think  so  ?" 

"  It  is— it  is,  indeed." 

"  Well,  don't  you  mind  it.  Our  horses  we  will  and  'must  have,  but  there  is 
no  occasion  to  make  any  disturbance  about  them  just  yet.  However,  upon  one 
of  the  horses  there  was  rather  a  large  cloak  rolled  up,  and  strapped  to  the  back 
of  the  saddle.    That  cloak  we  want." 

f    As  he  spoke,  Dick  gave  a  glance  to  the  couch,  and  Lucy  comprehended  at 
once  what  the  cloak  was  wanted  for.    It  was  to  wrap  the  dead  in. 

"  You  shall  have  it,"  she  said ;  "  but  there  is  something  I  want  you  to  do," 
1     "  What  is  it  J" 

"  I  want  you  to  trust  Hsffry  Brown," 

"  Harry  Brown  ?— Who  is  he  ?" 

*'  He  is  a  boy  on  the  farm  here,  but  he  ia  a  good  boy,  and  you  may  trust  him, 
and  if  you  do  trust  him  he  will  be  a  great  help  to  you.  If  you  will  let  me  tell 
him  all  that  has  happened,  and  then  let  him  come  to  you,  you  may  depend  upon 
him  quite  as  much  as  you  can  upon  me,* 
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"  Do  so,  then/*  said  Dick.  "  I  shall  be  glad  to  see  him." 

Little  Lucy's  face  quite  brightened  up  at  the  permission  to  tell  all  to  Hirry 
Brown,  who  we  may  suppose  from  that  was  a  very  great  favourite  of  hers,  and 
she  left  the  room  in  a  moment,  as  though  she  dreaded  that  Dick  or  Jack  might 
retract  the  permission  they  had  given  her. 

*♦,  What  noise  is  that  without  V  said  Jack,  suddenly, 

Dick  stepped  to  the  window. 

*'  It  is  rain/'  he  said. 

•*  Ah,  rain,  is  it  ?    Oh,  yes,  and  I  hear  the  rustling  of  the  wind  past  the  win-  )i 
dow/and  the  dashing  to  and  fro  of  the  tree-tops.    It  is  a  gustv  and  a  stormy 
night,  Dick." 

"  It  is,  indeed." 

*•  Well,  Dick,  you  hare  heard  the  old  rhyme,  I  suppose  ? 

**  *  Happy  is  tbe  bride  that  tbe  sun  shines  to, 
And  happy  is  the  cerae  that  the  rain  rains  on.' '' 

*'  Ye3,"  said  Dick ;  *'  I  have  heard  of  it.  Jack  ;  and  if  the  rain  pleases  you,  I 
shall  he  glad  of  it." 

"  Thank  you,  Dick ;  but  believe  me,  I  am  not  quite  so  superstitious,  after  all, 
as  you  and  as  poor  Claude  used  to  think  me.'* 

"No,  Jack,  I  never  thought  you  so." 

*'  Did  you  not  ?  Well,  it  is  kind  of  you  to  say  so.  Dick,  we— wf  will  bury 
him  as  deep  as  we  can." 

•*  Yes,  Jack." 

There  came  a  slight  tap  at  the  door  now,  and  upon  permission  being  given,  if  j 
was  opened,  and  Lucy  said—'  j 

**  Here  is  Harry  Brown.'* 

A  very  handsome  country  lad  stood  upon  the  threshold  of  the  room. 

"Come  in,"  said  Dick. 

♦*  Yes,  sir,  I  am  here,"  said  the  lad,  *•  and  Lucy  has  told  me  all." 

•'And  are  you  willing  to  befriend  us  ?" 

"  Oh,  yes,  quite  so." 

•'  Very  well ;  then,  do  yon  know  where  to  lay  you  hand  upon  onr  horses  V* 

"  I  do,  indeed."  /  J  i 


"  That  is  wpU,  Harry  Brown.'* 
*'  Ye?,  sir,  and  Lucy  said  you  vv 


.  ,  -    wanted  tbe  great-cloak  that  was  strapped  to  one 

of  the  saddles,  so  here  it  ii.'* 

*' Many  thanks  both  to  you  and  to  Lucy  for  ymir  kindness,  I  did  want  it. 
Here,  Jack,  here  is  the  cloak.  It  has  covered  our  old  friend  many  a  time  from 
wind  and  from  weather,  and  it  will  make  as  good  n  shroud  for  him  as  he  or  we 
could  wish." 

"It  will,"  said  Jack. 

"  Now,  Harry  Brown,'*  said  Dick,  "  I  will  just  tell  you  what  sort  of  help  we 
want  from  you.  At  the  hour  of  twelve  we  mean  to  carry  out  our  dead  friend  to 
the  long  avenue  of  trees  close  to  the  farm-yard,  and  there  bury  him,  so  we  shall 
want  you  to  get  us  a  couple  of  spades  and  a  pick-axe,  you  see,  and  a  lantern, 
and  w^en  the  funeral,  if  we  may  call  it  such,  is  over  we  want  you  to  bring  us 
the  horses  to  the  spot  where  wo  dig  the  grave.    Do  you  understand  ?" 

"Oh,  yes,  it  shall  be  all  done  so." 

*'  We  thank  you  from  our  hearts,  Harry  Brown  ;  and  remember  that  we 
■  trust  you  with  our  lives,  for  if  you  chose  to  betray  us  we  should  soon,  perhaps, 
be  even  as  cur  poor  friend  is  who  lies  so  cold  and  still  yonder.'* 

*'  He  will  not,"  said  Lucy. 

"  Indeed  I  will  not,"  said  Harry  Brown,  **  and  if  you  have  the  least  thought 
that  I  would  do  such  a  thing  1  am  very  sorry  that  you  trusted  me  at  all." 

**  We  have  no  such  thought,"  said  Jack.  "  Do  not  suppose  that  we  have  any 
such  thought.     Lucy  answered  for  you,  and  that  is  quite  enough  for  us." 
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This  assurance  satbfied  Harry  Brown,  and  with  Lucy  he  left  the  two  friendi 
alone  in  the  darkness  of  the  chamber  with  the  dead. 

Waiting  thus,  some  hours  crept  slowly  on,  until  a  distant  church  clock,  in  a 
pause  of  the  storm  of  hail  and  rain  that  now  and  then  dashed  past  the  window [ 
of  the  room,  struck  the  hour  of  twelve. 

"It  is  time,"  said  Dick. 

Jack  started  from  his  knees  by  the  side  of  the  corpse* 


CHAPTER  CCCXCVIt 

THE   BURIAL  OF  CUIUDB  DUVAL,  AND  TH£   PRESET  TO  HARRY  BROWN# 

The  evening,  which  had  set  in  with  such  strong  demonstrations  of  bad,  had 
by  no  means  played  the  part  of  a  false  profit  with  regard  to  what  the  night  was 
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Such  a  stormy  night  for  the  season  of  the  year  could  hardly  have  been 
looked  for.  The  rain,  at  times,  came  down  ia  perfect  torrents.  The  wind  rushed 
sweeping  by  the  homestead  and  wood,  and  yelled  among  the  trees  as  if  it  were 
a  living  thing. 

There  was  a  secret  pleasure  in  the  mind  of  Jack  to  find  the  elements  of  nature 
in  so  disordered  a  mood  upon  that  night,  for  they  seemed  more  to  harmonise 
with  his  desolate  feelings  than  as  if  all  had  been  calm  and  serene. 
"Dick,"  he  said,  "can  you  see  ?" 

"No,  but  I  expect  fiarry  Brow^  here  with  a  lantern  soon." 
The  sound  of  footsteps  in  the  corridor  came  upon  their  ears,  and  there  was  a 
flash  of  light,  and  the  farmer  himself  appeared  at  the  door  of  the  room. 

"  Oh,  gentlemen,"  he  said,  "  I  have  heard  that  Lucy  has  told  my  boy  Harry 
to  help  you;  I  assure  you  he  is  a  good  lad." 
"  So  we  think,"  said  Dick,  "  and  we  will  accept  his  aid." 
"  I  am  here,"  said  Harry. 

As  he  spoke,  the  boy  advanced  with  a  lantern  in  his  hand,  and  close  to  him 
came  Lucy  with  a  little  red  cloak  on  her  and  the  hood  drawn  over  her  head  as 
though  she  intended  going  with  them  to  the  interment  of  poor  Claude. 

"  Why,  Lucy,"  said  the  farmer,  "  what  is  the  meaning  of  this,  child  ?    You 
won't  surely  leave  the  house  to-night  2" 
"  Yes,  grandfather." 

Dick  looked  at  her  for  a  moment  in  silence ;  and  then  he  said— 
*'  The  rain  is  falling,  Lucy,  and  the  wind  is  boisterous.    Do  not  come." 
"Oh,  let  me  1'*  she  said.  **  You  know  I  knew  him  while  he  was  alive,  and  one 
of  his  best  smiles  and  kind  looks  was  for  me.     He  shook  hands  with  me  before 
he  died;  and  so  I  think  him  a  friend, and  stem  as  if  I  ought  to  follow  him  to  the 
grave.     It  is  not  the  rain  or  the  wind  that  will  stop  me  in  such  a  duty." 

"  Let  her  come,"  said  Jack,  in  a  voice  of  deep  emotion.   *'  If  the  spirit  of  poor 
Claude  could  look  down  upon  us — as  who  amongst  us  will  say  it  cinnot? — it  will 
be  well  pleased  to  see  such  a  mourner  by  his  grave.    So  I  say,  let  her  come." 
"  Be  it  so,"  said  Dick. 

"  Well,  but,"  said  the  farmer,  "  I  really " 

"  Nay,  my  friend,  let  her  have  her  way,"  added  Dick.    "  I  request  it  of  you.'* 
"Oh,  well,  in  that  case  — — ." 

"  That  will  do.  Now,  Jack,  help  me.  Harry,  the  light." 
Harry  Brown  stepped  with  them  up  to  the  couch.  Over  and  over  again  they 
wrapped  the  body  in  the  large  cloak  ;  and  then  Dick  took  oflF  his  cravat,  and  tied 
it  round,  so  that  the  cloak  could  not  come  off  easily.  The  farmer  hurried  about 
the  corridor  in  evidently  rather  a  scared  condition  ;  for  he  was  goggling  his  eyes 
fearfully,  and  shaking  in  every  limb. 

"  Now,  Jack,"  said  Dick^  "  we  will  carry  him  between  us." 
"  Yes,  Dick." 

They  lifted  the  body  from  the  couch. 

The  procession  was  a  very  strange  one.  First  went  Harry  Brown  with  a  lan- 
tern, and  then  came  Dick  and  Jack  with  the  corpse.  Then  came  little  Lucy  with 
her  red  cloak  ;  and  the  farmer  sometimes  followed  her,  and  sometimes  walked  by 
the  side  of  her,  and  seemed  in  fear  and  apprehension  about  something. 

Perhaps  he  was  in  an  agony  about  the  forty  pounds  ?  We  hope  not ;  but  we 
are  very  much  afraid  that  was  the  case. 

In  this  way,  then,  they  went  along  the  corridor  and  down  the  stairs,  and  so  on 
round  into  the  garden.  Oh  !  how  the  rain  beat  upon  their  faces  ;  and  how  the 
wind  tore  and  roared  around  them,  as  though  wild  and  angry  at  the  proceedings 
it  in  vain  tried  to  thwart. 

Harry  Brown  held  up  the  lantern,  and  by  that  guide  they  went ;  and  being,  as 
of  course  he  was,  so  well  acquainted  with  the  farm  and  all  its  intricacies,  he  led 
them  by  the  shortest  and  the  nearest  route  through  the  garden,  and  so  on  by  a 
little  paddock  and  a  gate  that  avoided  the  farm-yard  and  the  row  of  iron  hurdles— 
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close  to  which  poor  Duval  had  received  his  death-wound — right  to  the  entrance 
of  the  long  avenue  of  tall  and  beautiful  trees. 

This  avenue,  owing  to  the  wind  taking  a  decided  direction  at  right  angles  to  its 
length,  was  very  much  protected  from  the  violence  of  the  storm  of  wind  and  rain  ; 
so  that  when  they  all  got  safely  into  it  it  had  the  appearance  as  if  that  spot  were 
screened  from  the  rougher  influence  of  the  weather,  which  respected  the  solemn 
duty  the  mourners  came  upon. 

And  now  Dick  looked  ahout  him ;  and  seemg  that  they  were  close  to  the  foot  of 
a  gigantic  old  elm  tree,  he  said,  in  a  low  tone,  to  Jack— 
«  Will  this  spot  do  ?" 
**  Yes,  Dick.     Yes." 

They  slowly  placed  the  body  on  the  ground.  - 

**  Harry  Brown,*'  said  Dick,  "  we  shall  want  the  spade  and  tfie  mattock.** 
"  They  are  here,"  said  the  boy,  "  I  brought  everything  you  could  wish  to  this 
place  some  hours  ago,  for  I  thought  I  should  have  to  help  you  with  the  light,  and 
so  on,  when  you  came  yourself  with  the  body." 
"  Many  thanks.     Now,  Jack,  we  will  dig  poor  Claude's  grave." 
*'  Oh,  yes,  yes,"  said  Jack. 

It  was  quite  evident,  from  Jack's  manner,  that  his  mind  was  wrought  up  in 
some  wonderful  way  to  go  through  with  the  sad  task  he  had  set  himself,  and 
that  there  was  no  sort  of  likelihood  of  his  giving  way  at  it.  Dick  had  a  dread 
of  what  might  happen  when  the  reaction  of  feehng  took  place  in  poor  Jack's 
mind  when  all  was  over. 

Harry  Brown  brought  them  the  tools  for  making  the  grave,  and  then  he  placed 
the  lantern  on  the  ground,  at  the  head  of  th^  corpse,  and  stood  there  with  his 
arm  round  Lucy's  waist  to  support  her. 

**  Can  1  help  you,  gentlemen  f"  said  the  farmer.  "  Dear  me,  I  feel  as  if  I  ought 
to  help  you  as  much  as  I  can,  considering  what  you  have  promised  to  give  me 
before  you  go."  This  was  a  hint  to  them  not  to  forget,  and  Dick  took  it  as  such, 
for,  turning  to  the  farmer,  he  said  quietly — 

"  We  never  forget  what  we  promise ;  but  we  would  rather  dig  the  gjravc 
ourselves." 

"  Much  rather,**  said  Jack. 

They  now  set  to  work  in  earnest,  and  after  first  carefully  taking  off  the  turf,  so 
that  they  could  use  it  again  to  cover  up  the  spot,  they  began  to  dislodge  the  earth, 
and  each  shovelful  that  they  took  up  for  some  time  they  cast  as  far  from  them  as 
they  could,  for  they  knew  that  else  they  would  not  be  able  to  leave  the  grave, 
as  tliey  wished  it,  level  with  the  surrounding  turf,  without  leaving  a  mound  of 
mould  outside. 

It  took  a  weary  time  to  dig  the  grave  :  but  the  exercise  was  good  for  both  Dick 
and  Jacic ;  and  it*  is  to  be  hoped  that  it  had  the  eflFect,  in  some  measure,  of  dis- 
pelling some  of  the  dreary  feelings  that  filled,  at  times,  the  mind  of  the  latter. 

At  length  they  had  the  grave  to  their  mind,  and  then  they  rested  from  their 
toil,  and  stood  upor^  the  brink  of  it.  There  was  a  solem:i  stillness  now,  for  the 
wind  had  gone  down  a  little ;  and  the  rain  only  came  in  a  straight  stream,  pattering 
from  leaf  to  leaf  of  the  old  tree,  at  the  foot  of  which  the  last  house  of  Claude 
Duval  was  made. 

"  It  is  done,"  said  Dick. 

"  Yes — yes  I*  faltered  Jack,  as  he  wiped  his  brow. 

Jack  moved  to  the  body,  and  signed  to  Jack  to  help  him,  and  they  lifted  it 
gently  wp  ;  and,  part';ally  holding  by  the  cloak,  and  partially  by  the  ends  of  the 
cravat  that  Dick  had  wound  round  it,  they  let  it  into  the  grave. 

Then  Dick  lifted  his  hat  from  his  head  ;  and  they  all  shuddered  as  they  stood 
by  the  grave. 

"Farewell!"  said  Dick — "farewell,  Claude  Duval!  We  commit  you  to  the 
earth  !  You  had  your  faults — as  who  of  us  is  without  ?  But  to  a  merciful  Heaven, 
that  searches  deeper  into  human  hearts  than  we  can  do,  we  leave  you  !  ri)ere  are 
those  who  will  plead  for  you  at  the  throne  of  All-grace  ;  and  One  who  knows  us 
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best,  knows  well  that  your  faults  were  none  of  tbe  worst ;  and  so  you  may  have 
hope  of  the  life  to  come.'* 

« Amen  !"  said  Jack.  tt        » 

**  Amen  !"  said  Lucy,  in  a  low  tone,  and  she  clung  to  Harry  Brown. 

Then  Dick  took  a  shovelful  of  the  earth  and  cast  it  into  the  grave,  crying— 

"Come,  Jack,  our  work  is  not  yet  done."     ^ 

It  was  at  this  moment,  then,  .that  Jack  raised  a  shriek  of  agony,  and  called 

aloud  to  the  dead—  ,      ,     .      ,  .  ♦ 

**  Claude— Claude  !  my  friend— my  brother!— on,  more  than  twenty  thousand 
brothers  are  you  to  me? — oh,  God,  give  him  back  to  me,  and  take  this  wretched 
life  for  his !  Claude— Claude,  come  from  the  grave,  and  let  me  look  upon  you 
once  again  !'* 

«*  Jack,"  aaid  Dick,  "  be  a  man."  ^ 

« I  am— I  am  ;  but  I  am  but  a  man.  If  I  were  more  or  less,  I  might  be  calm, 
but  I  am  only  human  !  Claude— Claude,  come  back  to  me  again !  Ob,  Dick, 
what  if  he  be  not  dead  ?— what  if  w«  have  been  too  hasty  i  Claude,  apeak  to 
me !    'Tis  I,  your  old  dear  friend,  calls  to  you  !'* 

«  Come— come,  Jack,"  said  Dick,  takmg  both  his  hands  in  hi«.  ♦<  Let  me 
implore  you  to  be  calm.  This  is  but  a  paroxysm  of  feeling  and  will  pass  away. 
For  my  sake,  and  for  your  own,  be  calm.  Claude  is  happy  in  death. 
Why  should  we  even  call  upon  his  spirit  in  sucli  a  fashion?* 

'•  It  is  over,"  said  Jack.    "  I— I  am  calm  noV* 

"  That  is  well." 

"Yes,  Lick— yes  ;  but— but—— * 

«•  What  would  you  say  V* 

"  You  saw  him— eh,  Dick  ?  He  was  dead? 

"  Oh.  ves.  Jack,    Banish  that  delusion,  I  pray  you, 

*'  Yes— yes,  I  will.  Forgive  me,  Dick,  for^giving  you  all  thi»  trouble.  Come— 
come,  what  am  I  to  do  V* 

•♦  Help  me.  Jack,  to  accomplish  this  sad  duty. 

"  Yes  I  will I  will." 

They  shovelled  in  the  earth  upon  the  body,  and  the  grave  slowly  filled  higher 
and  higher  still,  till  it  was  near  to  the  level  of  the  earth.  They  then  very 
quietly  patted  it  down.  , .      v», 

«Vou  should  jump  tipon  it,*'  said  the  farmer,  "and  it  wm  go  ever  so  far 
lower  down,  I  can  tell  you." 

•*  Wretch  I"  screamed  Jack,  as  he  aimed  a  blow  at  hioi  with  the  spade, 
**  would  you  ask  me  to  jump  upon  his  remains  ?    Villain— murderer  I" 

•*  Stop,  Jack— stop."  said  Dick.  "  Let  him  be.  He  did  not  mean  anything 
of  the  kind  in  an  unkind  spirit.    Let  him  be.** 

*•  But  it  shall  not  be  done  1"  „  .    « 

«'  Certainly  not.    There,  we  will  manage  without.    See,  now,  a.l  is  flat,  and 

ready  for  the  turf."  i.       rr  o  i    ^      i,     j 

They  replaced  the  turf,  and  to  that  operation  Harry  Brown  lent  a  hand,  so 
that  it  was  soon  done  ;  and  so  Claude  Duval  was  buried,  and  the  rain  from  the 
Mturated  leaves  of  the  old  tree  fell  like  tears  upon  his  grave, 

"It  is  done,"  said  Dick,  as  he  threw  down  the  spade. 

"  Y'es.  it  it  done,"  said  Jack.    "  Oh,  God,  yes  I". 
,      "Jack— Jack!" 
i  *'I  am  calm,  Dick.    Don't  scold  me." 

"  Farmer,**  said  Dick,  «  here  is  the  gold  we  promised  you." 

"Oh,  really  gentlemen,  Tm  quite  sorry  to  have  to^.^take  it.  I  hope  you  may 
never  want  it,  upon  my  word  I  do  ;  but,  you  see——" 

"Silence!  Where  are  our  horses  ?  We  each  had  a  horse  when  we  reached 
this  place." 

«*  A  horse,  gentlemen,  had  you  i ' 
^"  Yes,  and  you  know  it." 
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**  Oh,  dear  rae!  Well,  is  it  possible!  Dido't  anybody  see 'em  ?  Well,  I 
never !     A  horse,  did  you  say  ?" 

" Three  horses,"  said  Dick.     "  Where  are  they?" 

♦*  Why,'*  said  Harry  Brown,  **  they  were  in  our  stable,  but  they  are  now 
under  the  shelter  of  one  of  the  haystacks,  quietly  eating,  I  hope,  and  I  can  bring 
them  in  a  minute  or  two  to  you.** 

"You  wretch  !"  cried  the  farmer  ;  "what  do  you  mean  by  that  ?  Oh,  you 
ungrateful  boy !  you  villain!  how  dare  you  say  anything  about  the  horses? 
Oh,  ril  kill  you,  I  will  V* 

♦*'No  you  won't,"  said  Dick. 

"I  will— 1  will!" 

The  farmer  made  a  movement  to  go  up  to  the  boy,  to  execute  some  of  his  threats 
against  him;  but,  with  sucu  an  expression  upon  his  face  as  the  farmer's  better 
judgment,  if  he  had  any,  might  well  shrink  from,  Dick  interrupted  him,  say- 
ing— 

"  Lay  but  a  hostile  finger  upon  that  lad,  and  you 'die  upon  the  spot.'* 

"  Die  upon  the— a — spot  ?     Ob,  Lord  !" 

"  Yea.  Be  warned,  1  beg  of  you,  for  I  can  assure  you  that  we  are  in  no  sort 
of  humour  for  trifling." 

*«  Oh,  well,  I— I  really—" 

«  Siietoce !" 

"  But  I  didn't  mean  indeed—" 

*'  Oh,  never  mind  hira,*'  said  Harry  Brown,  '*  I  don't  care  whether  he  turns 
me  away  or  not.    1  can  always  get  work  to  do.'* 


CHAPTER  CCCXCVIir. 

THE   CONCLUSION. 

Both  Dick  and  Jack  felt  a  little  distressed  when  they  heard  Harry  Brown  say 
this,  for  it  led  them,  of  course,  at  once  to  the  conclusion  that  he  foresaw  his  own 
discharge  from  the  Biiuation  he  had  in  the  farm. 

"No— no," said  Dick.  "  This  must  not  be.  It  i?  not  fair,  Mr.  Farmer,  to 
sacrifice  the  boy  to  any  malevolence  you  may  have  against  ua.  I  beg  that  you 
will  not  do  il."  , 

"Oh/no— no,"  said  the  little  girl,  **  he  surely  wdl  not,  and  cannot  be  so 
cruel." 

•*  I  don't  care  a  jot,"  said  the  boy,  "  F  work,  and  work  hard,  t©o,  for  all  I 
get  in  this  homestead  ;  and  to  the  one  who  does  so,  the  favour  or  the  disfavour, 
the  passions  or  the  caprices  of  employers  are  as  nothing.  What  is  it  to  one  who 
does  his  duty,  and  gives,  as  too  often  is  the  case,  to  some  testy  and  stupid  em- 
ployer forty  shillings'  worth  of  real  work  for  every  twenty  shillings  he  receives, 
what  that  employer  chooses  to  think  ?  He  can't  take  away  our  arms,  and  while 
a  roan  has  them,  is  he  not  independent?" 

"  Vou  rascal,"  said  the    larracr,  **  thi*  is  the  gratitude  I  get  from  you,  is  it 
bv  keeping  you  in  my  service  all  the  time  I  have  ?" 
'"Gratitude?     Stuff  1" 

*'  Oh,  dear,  me  !  this  is  the  way  of  the  world,"  added  the  farmer.  *'  I  have 
had  the  boy  with  me  for  two  years,  and  see  how  he  treats  rae  now.  Ob,  dear— 
oh,  dear !" 

"  And  he  did  not  suit  you  ?'*  said  Jackt 

"Ehr" 

"  I  sav,  he  did  not  suit  you  r" 

*'0h,  yes,  he  did,  though." 

"  Well,  then,  what  on  earth  has  he  to  feel  grateful  for  ?  I  rather  thiak  you 
ought  to  feel  grateful  lo  h.ra." 
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'*  Harry/'  whis'pered  the  little  girl,  "don't  say  too  much,  for  if  you  do,  1, 
too,  shall  lose  you." 

This  was  a  view  of  the  subject  that  had  not  occurred  to  Harry  Brown  while 
his  blood  was  up  from  the  unmerited  reproaches  of  the- farmer;  but  when  now, 
it  came  at  once  across  him  in  all  its  terrors  that  he  would  lose  the  society  of  the 
dear  girl  whom  he  loved  so  well,  he  certainly  felt  shocked  at  himself  for  having 
gone  so  far  in  the  tone  of  defiance  with  which  he  had  treated  (he  farmer. 

Dick  Tarpin  saw  the  effect  that  a  few  whispered  words  from  the  little'  girl 
had  liad  upon  Harry  Brown,  and  he  could  w  ell  guess  what  they  must  be  to 
produce  such  an  effect ;  so  stepping  up  to  Harry,  who  was  looking  very  crest- 
fallen, indeed,  he  said— 

"  Harry  Brown,  I  don't  think  you  need  regret  what  you  have  said.  On  the 
contrarv,  it  is  just  as  well  that  you  have  defied  the  farmer  in  the  way  you 
have." " 

"  Think  you  so,  sir?" 

"  Yes.  There  are  very  many  natures  who  always  behave  the  better  in  pro- 
portion as  they  are  so  treated  ;  and  I  should  not  at  all  wonder  but  that  after 
this  night  the  farmer  will  think  more  of  you  than  ever  he  did." 

**  I  hope  he  mav,  sir.'* 

"  And  so  do  I,"  said  the  girl.  **  It  is  quite  impossible,  though,  that  he  or 
any  one  can  think  too  much  of  Harry  Brown." 

The  young  creature  in  saying  this,  uttered  nothing  but  the  really  genuine 
sentiments  of  her  heart.  She  did  believe  that  there  was  nobody  in  all  the 
world  to  be  compared  to  Harry, 

Far  from  smiling  or  being  displeased  to  hear  her  speak  with  such  enthusiasm 
of  her  young  lover,  Dick  Turpin  was  glad  of  it,  and  turning  to  the  farmer,  he 
said — 

"  My  good  sir,  neither  I  por  my  friend  choose  to  fake  the  trouble  of  coming  to 
any  conclusion  with  regard  to  what  you  have  said  of  our  horses.  It  is  sufficient 
for  us  that  they  are  to  be  found,  and  are  even  now  forthcoming;  and  it  will  be 
much  better  for  you  to  say  no  more  upon  the  subject.  Harry,  you  know  where 
our  steeds  are?'* 

''  1  do." 

"  Then  let  us  have  them,  and  we  will  be  off  at  once  from  this  place." 

The  farmer  had  seen  enough  to  know  and  to  feel  that  it  was  quite  madness  to 
say  anything  more  about  the  matter;  and  anything  in  the  shape  of  an  apology,  or 
an  atteoipt  to  explain  away  what  he  had  said,  would  inevitably  tend  to  make 
matters  worse  ;  and  he  had  the  prudence  to  hold  his  tongue. 

No  doubt,  though,  the  man  whose  cupiditity  had  beeu  so  strongly  awakened 
by  the  thought  that  he  would  get  possession  of  the  steeds  of  the  highwaymen, 
was  deeply  mortified  to  find  such  a  capital  source  of  profit  slipping  through  his 
lingers  in  such  a  way;  but,  as  there  was  now  no  help  for  it,  he  could  only  utter 
divers  groans,  and  bite  his  iips  in  silence. 

Harry  Brown,  with  alacrity,  ran  to  fetch  the  horses;  and,  in  the  course  of  a 
few  moments,  he  brought  all  three  of  them  to  the  brink  of  poor  Claude  Duval's 
grave.  » 

*•  Here  they  are,"  he  said  ;  *'  and  I  have  taken  upon  myself  to  sav  that  they  are 
none  the  T^orse  for  being  here  for  the  time  they  have.  I  have  tawten  good  care 
that  they  are  well  fed  and  groomed ;  so  that  they  are  all  three  as  fresh  as  so  many 
daisies." 

"  They  are,  indeed,"  said  Dick,  as  he  patted  the  neck  of  his  superb  steed ;  and 
then  he  said — "  Jack,  just  step  this  way  a  moment,     I  wish  to  speak  to  you,  if  I 
vou  please." 

"  Yes/' said  Jack.     *' TYhat  is  it  ?"  ^  | 

They  whispered  together  ior  a  few  moments  ;  and  then  Jack  said—  I 

"  Yes,  be  it  so  ;  1  am  j^rfectly  willing,  Dick.     It  may  be  the  making  of  him,  ? 
for  all  we  know.'' 

"  Will  you  say  it  ?'* 
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"No,  no— you." 

"Very  good." 

Upon  this,  Dick  turned  to  the  farmer  and  his  little  niece,  and  to  Harry  Brown; 
and,  addressing  them  as  a  group,  he  said — 

*'  I  believe  my  friend  here,'* — indicating  Jack—**  has  satisfied  you,  Mr.  Farmer, 
by  paying  you  all  that  has  been  promised  you  ?'* 

**  Oh,  yes— yes,"  said  the  farmer,  in  a  great  hurry,  for  fear  the  sum  lie  had 
stipulated  to  receive  would  be  mentioned,  and  so  get  to  the  ears  of  Harry 
Brown — *'ob,  yes,  1  am  quite  satisfied  upon  that  head.*  Say  no  more 
about  it."  » 

"  Very  good.     As  for  you,  my  dear,  kind,  good  girl,"— to  the  fittle  niece—"  I 
can  only  return  my  sincere  thanks  ;  but  I  am  quite  sure  that  you  desire  nothing 
\\  more." 
\\      *•  Indeed  I  do  not." 

"  Nor  do  I,"  said  Harry  Brown.  "  We  are  both  quite  repaid,  and  it  has  been 
a  great  pleasure  to  me  to  be  of  service  to  you." 

"No,  Harry  Brown,"  added  Dick,    "My  friend  and  I  are  not  going  to  let 
vou  off  so  nicely  as  all  that." 
'"  Let  me  off?" 

**  Don't  look  surprised.  We  are  but  two  of  us  now.  He  who  was  with  us, 
and  whom  we  so  deeply  regret,  lies  now  in  the  cold  and  silent  grave.  What  good 
will  his  horse  be  to  us? — none  at  all;  so,  Harry  Brown,  as  some  slight  ex- 
pression of  our  grateful  feelings  to  you,  we  give  the  creature  to  you," 

"  Give  it  to  me  V* 

"Yes.    Take  it." 

"  It  is  well  worth  a  hundred  pounds,**  said  Jack,  '*and  I  advise  you  to  sell  it 
for  DO  less  a  sum." 

"Oh,  gracious  goodness!"  cried  the  farmer,  **you  don't  mean  that,  gentle- 
men ?  Why,  what  is  the  good  of  the  horse  to  Harry  Brown  ?  If,  now,  he  were 
a  farmer,  it  would  be  quite  another  affair.  I  will  accept  it  in  his  name,  if  you 
please." 

"  Oh,  no,  no !"  said  the  little  girl.  **  I  think  Harry  had  much  better  accept 
it  in  his  own  name." 

"  Silence,  miss !   I  will  have  you  well  corrected  when  you  get  home.** 

"  No,"  said  Harry — "  no,  you  won't,  sir.  Beware  of  the  consequences  of  any 
bad  treatment  of  the  girl.  I  daresay  these  two  gentlemen  will  have  the 
goodness  to  call  at  some  odd  time  or  another  if  ever  they  should  be  near  to  this 
place,  and  inquire  how  we  both  get  on." 

Dick  quite  understood  that  Harry  Brown  wished  him  to  frighten  the  farmer 
with  an  idea  of  a  visit  from  them;  so  h6  said— 

"  That  we  intend  to  do." 

**  Oh,  dear — oh,  dear !"  said  the  farmer ;  "  but  the  idea  now  of  giving  a  horse 
worth  a  hundred  pounds  to  a  lad  who  is  earning  his  half-a-crown  a  week  and 
his  victuals  only  !     Oh,  it's  really  dreadful  to  think  of,  it  is,  indeed  !'* 

"Take  the  horse,  Harry,"  said  Dick,  "and  sell  it.  Much  good  may  the 
money  do  you,  as  I  am  pretty  sure  it  will.  If  you  are  very  careful  of  it,  such  a 
sum  as  that  mentioned  may  possibly  be  the  means  of  placing  you  in  some  posi- 
tion of  life  which  may  be  the  high  road  to  that  independence  which  you  so  well 
deserve." 

"  I  will  take  care  of  it  for  her  sake,'*  said  Harry,  as  he  glanced  at  the  young 

girl- 

"Do  so.  You  could  not  possibly  have  a  better  incentive  to  well  doing  than 
your  love  for  one  who  so  well  deserves  all  the  affection  you  can  possibly  bestow 
upon  her." 

As  he  spoke,  Dick  took  the  bridle  of  poor  Claude's  horse,  and  placed  it  in  the 
hands  of  Harry  Broven,  saying— 

"  He  is  yours ;  take  care  of  him." 
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"  Yes,"  said  Jack|  "and  when  you  sell  him,  be  a  little  careful,  though,  that 

he  goes  into  kind  hands." 
*'l  will— I  wil],  indeed.*' 

Dick  and  Jack  now  mounted  their  horses,  and  they  seemed  to  be  upon  the  point 
of  riding  off;  but  yet  there  was  a  host  of  struggles  in  their  minds,  which  prevented 
them  from  quite  so  easily  leaving  the  spot  of  earth  where  Claude  Duval  lay  in 
death. 
'*  Come,"  said  Dick,  «  this  will  do.  Jack." 
*'  Yes — yes,  I  am  coming.    Oh,  Claude— Clswde  1" 
"Jack,  you  promised  you  would  be  firm.'* 

*•  I  am— I  am  I     Harry— Harry  Brown  r"  J^t 

The  boy  sprang  to  the  side  of  Jack's  horse  in  a  moment, 
*'  Will  you,"  added  Jack,'in  a  tone  of  emotion,  ''take  what  care  you  can  that 
the  grave  is  not  disturbed  ?  I  do  not  ask  impossibilities  of  you,  but  only  as  far  as 
you  can,  you  know." 
"I  will,  indeed." 

"  And  I  will  plant  some  flowers  upon  it,"  said  the  girl 

When  Jack  heard  this,  he  turned  to  speak  again,  and  to  say  something  that 
should  convey  to  the  young  creature  how  grateful  he  felt  lo  her  for  that  kind 
thought,  but  he  could  not  speak,  so  he  merely  waved  his  hand,  and  then  galloped 
down  the  avenue. 

*•  Farewell!"  said  Dick. 

Tn  •  jo^her  moment  he,  too,  was  off;  and  before  he  could  reach  Jack,  the  latter 
''   had  got  to  the  end  of  the  avenue,  where  they  would  either  have  to  get  through 
the  hedge  into  the  high  road,  or  to  .s:o  over  the  ploughed  field  again,  which  had 
proved  such  a  distressing  thing  for  their  horses. 

**  Hold,  Jack  !'*  cried  Dick.  "  Let  us  to  the  road,  ray  friend.  This  way— I 
see  a  gate." 

Jack  obeyed  the  call  of  Dick,  but  he  said  nothing.  A  white  gate,  that  each 
uioraent  became  whiter  and  whiter  as  the  morning  dawned,  was  close  at  hand , 
find  Dick  dismounted,  and,  v/ith  the  aid  of  a  large  stone  that  he  found,  he  broke 
tlie  padlock  that  fastened  it,  and  swung  it  open.  Leading,  then,  his  own  horse 
through  it,  he  said— 

•'  Corae  on.  Jack  ;  there  is  no  danger  now,  I  think,  for  our  enemies  seem  to 
have  left  this  spot." 

They  passed  through  the  gate,  and  then  it  swung  shut  with  a  heavy  clang 
behind  them,  and  Dick  mounted  again.  As  he  did  so  his  face  was  turned 
towaidp  the  east  and  he  saw  that  the  coming  dawn  was  already  with  rare  and 
singular  beauty  tinting  the  horizon  v/ith  many  strange  colours, 

"  See,  Jack,"  he  said,  "  this  night,  with  all  its  terrors  and  all  its  griefs,  is 
already  over." 

"  It  is,"  said  Jack. 

Dick  was  glad  to  hear  him  speak  at  all,  although  it  was  in  rather  strange 
accents  that  he  did  so.  It  was  in  vain  that  Dick  tried  to  get  a  glance  at  his 
face  ;  Jack's  hat  was  pulled  down  so  far  over  it  that  that  was  not  possible. 

They  cantered  in  silence  for  about  the  space  of  two  miles,  looking  at  the  ad- 
vancing sunlight,  and  discovering  that  soon  some  great  changes  took  place  in  the 
face  of  nature. 

In  a  long  streak,  that  must  have  been  some  hundneds  of  miles  in  extent 
along  the  horizon,  there  came  a  gleam  of  stange,  greeni&h-looking  light,  which 
shed  its  reflection  across  the  meadows  and  the  trees  thiit  lay  beside  the  road 
on  which  Jack  and  Dick  were. 

After  a  time  a  slightly  yellow  tone  seemed  to  take  possession  of  the  lower 
edge  of  this  streak  of  light,  and  then  it  vanished  and  threw  up  into  the  air  long 
pencils  of  light,  that  had  a  very  beautiful,  though  rather  a  cold  effect. 

A  lark  in  the  meadows  close  at  hand  awakened  and  went  up— up— up  into  the 
sky  till  it  caught  a  glimpse  xif  the  sun,  and  then  it  began  to  awake  solitude  with 
ttie  sweet  melody  of  its  voice  j  aud  from  every  tree  and  every  bush  there  came 
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the  twitter  of  awaking  birds  as  they  heard  the  songster  of  heaven  proclaim  that 
a  new  day  bad  commenced. 

•*The  night  is  over.  Jack/'  said  Dick,  who  wanted  to  get  him  into  conver- 
sation if  he"  possibly  could.  "  You  see  that  there  is  still  much  beauty  and  much 
gladness  left  in  tlie  great  earth." 

Jack  raided  his  arm  before  him,  and  then  turning  to  Dick,  he  said— 


••  Yes,  tbere  is  beauty  and  there  is  gladness  for  all,  save  me  !  It  is  he  alone 
who,  with  a  capacity  for  suffering  beyond  that  possessed  by  aoolher  creature, may 
look  upon  such  a  scene  a?  this  and  feel  no  gladness." 

"  For  a  time.  Jack,  1  admit.  But  there  is  no  balm  to  a  wounded  spirit  like 
nature  and  time." 

"  Dick,  I  am  going  to  say  something  that,  I  am  afraid,  you  will  think  unkind. 
Will  Tou  forgive  me  ?'* 
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'*  Oh,  yes,  since  you  ask  it ;  because  I  feel  quite  sure  that  it  is  not  intended  as 
an  unkindness.    What  is  it,  Jack  ?" 
f      '*  We  must  part,  Dick." 

The  manner  in  which  Jack  uttered  those  words  were  such  that  if  he  had  spoken 
for  a  month  about  the  subject,  Dick  Turpin  could  not  have  felt  more  thoroughly 
convinced  than  he  at  once  did  that  Jack  meant  what  he  said. 

The  silence  that  ensued  between  them  was  somewhat  embarrassing;  but,  at 
length,  rather  from  feeling  that  he  ought  to  say  something  than  from  any  idea 
connected  with  Avhat  he  said,  Dick  said— 

"  Do  1  understand  you  rightly,  Jack  ?    Did  you  say,  part  ?" 

"I  did,  Dick."  '   ^ 

*'And  you  mean  it?'* 

"  As  Heaven  is  my  judge,  I  do  P' 

There  was  another  rather  long  silence  now ;  and  then,  as  Dick  patted  the  neck 
of  ^»s  steed,  he  said— 

"  God  forbid  that  I  should  say  anything  to  keep  a  man  in  ray  company  who 
piefers  being  out  of  it.  I  don't  suppose  you  have  said  such  a  thing  as  this",  Jack, 
Vvithout  giving  it  some  sort  of  consideration.  It  would  be  quite  an  insult  to  you 
to  suppose  you  had,  old  fellow;  so,  of  course,  if  you  have  made  up  your  mind  to 
it,  why,  there's  an  end." 

"As  1  suspected,"  said  Jack, 

"As  what  r 

"As  I  suspected ;  you  are  hurt  about  this  affair," 

"Hurt?     Oh,  no!" 

"  Yes,  Dick,  you  are ;  but  I  expected  you  would  be,  only  1  prefewed  coming 
out  at  once  with  the  fact,  and  then  telling  you  why  I  had  so  made  up  my  mind, 
to  going  a  more  roundabout  way  in  the  matter,  and  leading  you  to  that  conviction. 
Now,  Dick,  I  will  tell  you  why  I  think  of  leaving  you/' 

"Well,  Jack,  goon." 

"My  heart  is  in  the  grave  with  poor  Claude  ;  and— and— -" 

Jack  paused,  and  his  head  drooped  upon  his  breast— he  thought  he  had  more 
strength  than  nature  had  given  to  him.  The  pronunciation  of  the  name  of  Claude 
had  completely,  for  the  moment,  unnerved  him ;  and  he  was  unable  to  proceed  in 
what  he  had  meant  to  say. 

Hot,  scalding  tears  gushed  from  his  eyes,  and  trickled  down  his  cheeks;  and 
his  bosom  heaved  with  emotion* 

Dick,  to  tell  the  truth,  was  himself  too  much  affected  at  this  paroxysm  of  grief 
upon  the  part  of  Jack  to  say  anything  of  a  comforting  character  to  him  for  some 
seconds ;  but  when  he  did  speak,  it  was  as  well  to  induce  him  to  retract  his 
resolution  to  separate  from  him,  Dick,  as  to  try  to  assuage  the  agony  of  regret 
that  was  at  his  heart  for  the  death  of  Claude. 

"Jack,  my  dear  fellow,"  he  said,  "  let  me  tell  you  one  thing,  and  that  is,  that 
you  are  coming  to  too  hasty  a  decision.  When  the  mind  is  full  of  any  great 
passion— such  as  grief  for  the  departed,  or  the  like  in  magnitude— the  judgment  is 
far,  very  far,  indeed,  from  free  to  act ;  and.  therefore,  you  should  be  specially 
cautious  of  coming  to  any  conclusion  as  to  what  you  will  do,  or  what  you  will 
not  do,  under  such  circumibtances." 

'*  Yes — yes,  I  know." 

•*  You  comprehend  me,  Jack  V 

"  Fully.  The  weakness  of  the  moment  is  over,  and  I  am  able  now,  Dick,  to 
tell  you  more  calmly,  that  I  have  something  to  do,  which  will  take  me  from  you 
at  once  and  for  ever." 

•»  Something  to  do?" 

"  Yes—yeg,  but  I  cannot  tell  you." 

"  I  can  hardly  think.  Jack,  that  you  can  have  any  work  in  this  world  now  to 
perfom  that  a  friend  might  not  help  you  in." 

"  Y9.U  are  wrong,  ©h,  do  not  ask  me !  Dick,  will  you  leave  upon  my  mind 
the  gratification  that  we  parted  quite  good  friends,  without  a  shade  of  ill  feeling' 
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without  any  dim  consciousness  of  offence  upon  your  side?    May  I  take  with  me 
that  thought?" 

*•  You  may,  Jack." 

"  With  all  your  heart  do  you  say  so  ?** 

"  With  all  my  heart  Jack." 

•*  Give  me  your  hand,  Dick." 

Dick  stretched  out  his  hand  to  Jack,  who  grasped  it  firmly,  and  looking  Dick 
in  the  face,  he  then  said— 

"  I  think  I  have  said  quite  enough,  and  that  it  is  better  now  that  we  say  good- 
by  to  each  other  as  we  are,  than  enter  further  into  a  subject  that  must  be  painful 
to  both  of  us.'* 

*'  But,  Jack,  you  half  promised  me  an  explanation  of  the  reasoo  why  you  are 
forced  to  leave  me." 

**  I  did,  but  I  cannot  now  say  more.    Look  there,  Dick." 

*'  Where  ?" 
.     *'  To  the  west." 

"Yes— well,  I  see.     Wliat  of  it?'* 

•*  There  is  where  I  am  going.  I  shall  keep  that  way,  Dick;  and  when  the 
early  sun  overtakes  me,  and  throws  his  later  beams  into  my  face,  1  shall  still 
follow  it.  When  the  night  comes,  I  shall  lie  down  to  rest,  till  I  can  see  ray  way 
again  by  the  first  faint  beams  of  the  morning.  Yes,  Dick,  I  have  a  mission  to 
the  west.'* 

«*\Vell,  but,  Jack?'* 

*'  Say  on— I  attend  you.'* 

"  Come,  now,  my  good  friend,  this  is  not  kind  to  me.  It  is  not  kind  to  the 
memory  of  him  whose  grave  we  have  stood  by  the  side  of.  I  ask  of  you  but  to 
stay  this  one  day  with  me,  and  then  if  at  this  hour  to-raorrow  morning  you 
still  have  this  strange  determination  to  depart,,  1  will  no  longer  oppose  it," 

Jack  shook  his  head. 

'•No — no,  Dick,"  he  said.  "  How  sorry  I  am  that  you  have  asked  me  this 
much,  because  I  cannot  do  it.     At  once,  now,  and  for  ever— farewell!" 

"  But  why  say  for  ever  ?" 

**  Because  we  shall  not  meet  again." 

•'  Oh,  yes,  v^e  shall.  Jack.  Farewell,  if  the  word  must  be  uttered,  for  a  little 
time  ;  and  when  you  wish  to  find  me  you  know  twenty  places  where  you  can 
go  and  inquire  for  me.  The  time  will  come  when  you  will  wish  to  sit  dawn  by 
the  5ide  of  one  who  can  speak  to  you  of  Claude  Duval." 

Jack  held  up  his  hand  as  if  he  would  beg  Dick  to  be  silent,  but  Dick 
went  on. 

"  In  that  time  your  feelings  will  be  cooled  down  to  a  more  sober  state  ;  and 
although  neither  you  nor  I,  who  knew  him  so  well,  can  ever  cease  to  feel  regret 
for  the  death  of  our  old  friend,  yet  time  will  do  much  towards  softening  down 
that  feeling  to  something  of  the  tenderness  of  regret,  without  any  of  its  wiid  and 
passionate  feelings.     Then,  Jack,  you  will  seek  me." 

"I  will,  if  that  time  should  come;  but  it  will  not.  Farewell,  Dick — 
farewell !" 

Jack  gave  his  horse  an  impulse  forward,  such  as  the  creature  was  but 
little  accustomed  to,  and  after  a  plunge  it  darted  off  like  the  wind.  By  a  j 
dexterous  movement  of  the  bridle  the  creature  was  turned  to  the  right,  and 
a  hedge  and  ditch  together  were  cleared  in  gallant  style.  Another  minute,  and 
Jack  and  his  steed  plunged  into  a  little  copse  in  the  meadows,  and  Dick  was 
truly  alone. 

••  Gone,"  said  Dick — "gone !  Claude  Duval  and  Jack  left  me.  I  am  alone 
now  in  the  world!  How  still  and  sad  the  feeling  is.  No,  I  am  not  quite  alone 
while  you  live,  my  gallant  Bess — you  who  have  borne  me  scathless  through  so 
many  trials  !" 

The  creature  ai  ched  its  neck  and  made  a  grateful  snort  as  Dick  patted  it  upon 
its  silken  mane. 
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"  Hark  !  for  the  road  !''  cried  Dick  Turpin.  "  1  must  conquer  reflection  in  the 
eicitenoent  of  a  life  that  is  slill  open  to  me.  Come,  Bess,  you  and  1  are  now 
all  the  world  to  each  other,  lor  there  is  an  end  ot  Gentleman  Jack." 

In  thus  concluding  the  life  of  one  of  the  roos-  celebrated  highwayn.en  that  ever 
lived  in  this  country,  we  may  say,  that  one  oi  the  great   sources  of  amusement 
which  the  contemplation. of  the  career  of  such  a  man  as  Claude   Daval   affords 
I  to  the  reader  must    be  looked  for  in  the  fact,  that  never  again  can  the  same  cir- 
}  cumstances  that  afforded  facilities  for  highway  robberies  exist  in  England. 
!       The  railway  train  has  put  an  end  at  once,  and  for  ever,  of  the  old  class  Knight 
of  the  Road  ;  and  we  may   truly  say  that  the  lirst  sound   of   the  first   railway 
:   whistle  was  the  knell  of  the  old-fashioned  mounted  highwayman. 
j       Dick  Turpin  and  Gentleman  Jack,  and  their  friend,  Sixteen-string  Jack,  might 
I  stop  the  York  mail,  but  not  the  York  train  ;  and  we  may  truly  say — 

•*  Th«  highwayman's  occapalion'a  gone,"  and  ••  T^e  shall  ncyer  look  upon  bis  like  again." 
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